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= F the audit of too 
great a Part of my Time 
to the unprofitable Love 
and Study of Poety, has 
deen an Imputation, per- 
3 juſtly: enough charg'd upon 
1. I am bound, by the firſt Prin- 
e A * ciples 


DEDICATION © 
ciples of Duty and Gratitude, to 
own, that it is by Your Grace's im- 
mediate Goodneſs that I have at 
length an Opportunity of turning my 
Thoughts a better and more uſeful F 
Way. The Honour of Your Grace's 
Protection and Favour, has ſome- 
thing in it which diſtinguiſhes it ſelf | 
from that of other Great Men; the 
Benefit of it is extenſive, and to 
| have a ſhare in Your Grace's good 
Opinion, is to be entitled, at leaſt, i 
to ſome Eſteem and Regard from 
' Your Grace's illuſtrious Friends, that 
is, from thoſe who fill up the firſt | 
and beſt Rank of Mankind. What- 
ever J am or can be, (if I am ever 4 
to be any thing) is all Your Grace's. 
It is an Acknowledgment that I make, 
with as much Satis faction as Pride; 

and I don't know whether the Ob- 
| ligation I lye under, or the Benefit 
L receive from it, be capable of gi- 4 

ving 


DEDICATION 
ving me the greater Pleaſure. Some 
- & Dependances are indeed a Pain, tho* 
they bring conſiderable Advantages 
along with them; but where there 
is a gracious Temper, an eaſie Con- 

deſcenſion, and a Readineſs to do 

Good equal to the Magnificence of 
| the Giver, the Value of that Gift 
muſt certainly be very much en- 
hanc'd. Tis my particular Happi- 
Ineſs, that Your Grace is the beſt: 
„ Benefactor I could have; for as I am 
capable of making no Return, Your 
J Grace never thinks of receiving one. 
have indeed one thing ſtill to beg, 
That as Your Grace receiv'd me in- 
1 to Your favourable Opinion, with- 
e's. out any Pretenſion that could be 

„made on my fide, I may have the 

Honour to continue there, by my 
ob- firſt Title, Your Grace's meer Good- 
ent 3 neſs. 3 


Tho 
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Tho? it be high time to diſclaim | 


thoſe Studies, with which 1 have a- 
mus'd my ſelf and other People; 
yet I could not take leave of an Art 
I have long lov'd, without commend- | 
ing the beſt of our Poets to the Pro- 
tection of the beſt Patron. I have 
ſometimes had the Honour to hear 
Your Grace expreſs the particular } 
| Pleaſure you have taken in that 
Greatneſs of Thought, thoſe natural 
Images, thoſe Paſſions finely touch'd, 
and that beautiful Expreſſion which 
is every where to be met with in 
Shakeſpear. And that he may ſtill 
have the Honour to entertain Your | 
Grace, I have taken ſome Care to 
_ redeem him from the Injuries of for- 


mer Impreſſions. I muſt not pre- 


tend to have reſtor'd this Work to 
the Exactneſs of the Author's Ori- 


= ginal Manuſcripts : Thoſe are loſt, | 


or, at leaſt, are gone bee any | 
"1 none] 


DEDICATION. 
m Inquiry I could make; ſo that there 
a- was nothing left, but to compare 
e; the ſeveral Editions, and give the 
rt true Reading as well as I could from 
d- thence. This I have endeavour'd to 
o- do pretty carefully, and render'd ve- 
ve ry many Places intelligible, that were 
ar not ſo before. In ſome of the Edi- 
tions, eſpecially the laſt, there were 
many Lines, (and in Hamlet one 


„ fare now all ſupply'd. I fear Your 
h | Grace will {till find ſome Faults, but 
I hope they are moſtly literal, and 


u of is, it is the beſt Preſent of Eugliſb 
o Poetry 1 am capable of making Your 
Grace. And I believe I ſhall be 


1 | whole Scene) left out together; theſe 


the Errors of the Preſs. Such as it 


thought no unjuſt Diſpoſer of this, 


8 o the Author's Eſtate in Wit, by hum- 


4 Ably Offering it where he would have 


een —M to have 1 it. 


DEDICATION. 
The Preſent Age is indeed an un- 
fortunate one for Dramatick Poetry; 
ſhe has been perſecuted by Fanati- 
ciſm, forſaken by her Friends, and 
oppreſs'd even by Muſick, her Siſter 
and confederate Art, that was for- 
merly employ'd in her Defence and 
Support. In ſuch perillous Times, 
1 know no Protection for Jhake- 
Pear, more Safe nor more Honou- | 
rable than Your Grace's: 'Tis the 
beſt Security a Poet can ask for, to 
be ſhelter'd under that Great Name 
which preſides over One of the moſt | 
Famous Univerſities of Europe. To 
do publick Benefits, is indeed an 1 
Honour Natural and Hereditary to j 
Your Grace's illuſtrious Family; tis 
to that Noble Stock we owe our 
Eduard the Sixth; a Prince of the 
greateſt Hopes which that or any c i 
ther Age ever produc'd: A an 
whoſe uncommon Proficiency | 
"Leary 


DEDICATION. 
Learning made him the Wonder of 
his own Time; whoſe Care for his 
People will diſtinguiſh him among 
a the beſt of our Kings, and whoſe 
xr Piety and Zeal for the true Religion, 
r- will preſerve his Name Dear and 
1d Sacred to our Church for ever. But 
„if we look back ſo high as the Re- 
te- formation, 'twill be impoſſible not 
to remember the Share Your Grace's 
| | Noble Anceſtor had in that good 
Y e He was the Defence and 
Ornament of it in his Life, and the 
[ artyr of it in his Death. Since it 
a l s moſt certain, that thoſe wicked 
an nd ambitious Men, who defign'd 
to the Subverſion of Church and State, 
tis nd of whom the Chief dy'd a pro- 
out. eſt Papiſt, could not propoſe to 
the pave brought about thoſe fatal De- 


ny C Pens, 'til they had firſt „ the 9 
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your own Family. The Eſtabliſh'd 
Church, the Crown and Your Coun- 
try, have receiv'd many Eminent 


Reſolution in their Defence. There 
was a Time, ſomewhat above twen- 
ty Years ago, when the pernicious 
Councils of ſome Men put the 
Crown upon taking ſuch Meaſures 
as might have been fatal in the laſt 
Degree to both Our Religious and 
Civil Liberties; when they had the 
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ligion equally deſtructive to the 
Church and State, but did even pre- 
ſume to bring in a publick Miniſter 
from the Biſhop of Name, as it were 
in Defiance of Our Conſtitution 
2 in Triumph over Our Laws 


DEDICATION. 
J need not tell the World how 
well Your Grace has follow'd the 
Examples of Honour and Virtue in 


Teſtimonies of [Your unalterable 
Zeal for their Service, and unſhaken 


Hardineſs not only to avow a Re- 


1 


DEDICATION. 
w Flt was then, I ſay, that they thought 
he Fit highly neceſſary to their Purpoſe, 
in that a Man of the firſt Quality and 
n'd Figure in England, ſhould counte- 
un- Wance ſo bold and unexampled an 
ent Undertaking. They pitch'd upon one, 
ble tis true, whoſe known Love of his 
ken Country might in a good meaſure 


\ere have taken off the Odiouſneſs of 
ens hat Action, and even allay'd the 
ious Wpprehenſions of Danger, which on 


the ch an Occaſion People naturally 
ſures ad. It muſt be own'd, that they 
e laſtad thought prudently for them- 
andi lves ; but they were highly miſta- 
4 the en in the Man they had choſen, and 
a Re- dund him to be above all Temptation: 
) theÞch a one, whom neither the Re- 
n pre- Pect he bore to the Perſon of the 
inifterFince, (which was very great) nor 
t were e Menaces of an inſolent Faction, 


tution 
Laws 


| do. Violen-e to his Countsy,. or 
Engage 


; 1 1 
. 
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8 bd » 
. 8 5 


puld prevail upon, for any Regards, 0 


DEDICATION: 
engage in any thing which might be 
an Offence- to his Honour and Con- 
ſcience. 

It is with Pleaſure, my Lord, that 
we compare the troubleſome Condi- 
tion of thoſe paſt Times, with the 
Security of theſe preſent. And 1 
cannot but Congratulate Your Grace 
upon the Proſperity and Succeſs of 

Her Majeſty's Counſels, in the great 

Juncture of Affairs which now draws i 
the Eyes and ExpeRations of all Z- 
| rope. Never, certainly, was there a 

fairer Proſpect of Happineſs than that 

which now riſes to our View. There 
appears to be a general Diſpoſition 
for Unanimity and good Agreement 
at Home, as for Peace Abroad. Theſe 
are the great Rewards given to the 
Piety of the Beſt of Queens: And it 
ſeems a Bleſſing peculiarly reſerv'd 
for Her, to ſave, not only Europe in 

General, but even France, her Ene- 

"2 my, 


DEDICATION 

my, from the laſt Ruin. That Your 
Grace may long enjoy the Happi- 
neſs of that Peace, which in Your 
ſeveral high Stations, either as a Pa- 
riot to Your Country, or a faithful 
ounſellor to the Queen, You have 
ſo largely contributed to, is the 
moſt humble and hearty With of, 
ay Lord, 


| Tour GRACE"; = 
Moſt Obligd, 
5 Moft Devoted, and 


|  Obedient Humble Servant, = 
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"as dhe ie the Memory, of 


u Sone Account of the Life, &c. 


of their Lives, and even their Shape, 
Make and Features have been the Subject 
of critical Enquiries. How trifling ſoever | 
this Curioſity may ſeem to be, it is cer- 
tainly very Natural; and we are hardly 
ſatisfy'd with an Account of any remark- 
able Perſon, till we have heard him de- 
| f{erib'd even to the very Cloaths he wears. 
As for what relates to Men of Letters, 
the Knowledge of an Author _ ſome- 
os conduce to the better underſtand- WM 
his Book: And tho' the Works of 
r. Shakeſpear may ſeem to many not 
to want a Comment, yet I fan 1 1 
little Account of the P Po himſelf may 
not be thought paper to go along i 
with them. = 
He was the Son of Mr. John Shakeſpear, 
and was born at Stratford upon Avon, in 
Warwickſhire, in April 1564. His Family, 
> appears by the Regiſter and Publick 
Writing reac * — that Town, were of 
good Faſhion there, and are 
Bention'.- * Gentlemen. - His Father, | 
ho was a conſiderable Dealer in W 
=” had ſo — Family, ten Children in 
4 chat tho” he was his eldeſt Son, he could 
4 give” tim no better Edveation than his 
7 e Hie bad bred him, tis if 


rue, et tüte at à Free- School, Where 
ie able he 9 that little Kinks 1 
Fr TR. FO: F | 119] eſe | 
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of Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEAR. 1 
he was Maſter of: But the narrowneſs of 


his Circumſtances, and the want of his 
aftiſtance at Home, forc'd his Father to 


withdraw him from thence, and unhappi- 


hy prevented his further Proficiency i in that 


anguage. It is without Controverſie, 
that he had no knowledge of the Wri- 
tings of the Antient Poets, 'not only from 


this Reaſon, but from his Works them- 
ſelves, where we find no traces of any 
thing that looks like an Imitation of em; 


the Delicacy of his Taſte, and the natural 
Bent of his own Great "Gemius, equal, if 
not ſuperior to ſome of the beſt of theirs, 


would certainly have led him to Read 


and Study em with ſo much Pleaſure, that 
ſome of their fine Im zes would naturally 


have inſinuated "themſelves into, and been 


mix'd with his own Writings; ſo that his 
not copying at leaſt ſomething from them, 


may be an Argument of his never havitig 
read 'em. Whether his Ignorance of the 


— Were a Difadyantage to him or 
o, may admit of a Diff ute: For tho” the 
knowledge of em might have made him 
more Correet, yet it is not im probable but 
that Key Regu 5 and Deferetice for 


"them, ie wo id have attended that 


0 'CorreRtnels "wright Have reſtrain'd ſome of 
that Fire, Impctuoffty, and even beauti- 
fl nen Which we w_ 


v Some Account of the Life, &c. 


N ar: And I believe we are better 
eas d with thoſe Thoughts, altogether 
ou — Try 4x" _ his own _ 
tion ſupply'd him ſo abundantly w 
gina if he k. given us the moſt Deut 
Paſſages out of the Greek and Latin Poets, 
and that in the moſt agreeable manner 
that it was poſhble for a Maſter of the 
Engliſh Language to deliver em. Some 
Latin without queſtion he did know, and 
one may ſee up and down in his _ | 
how far his Reading that way went: In 
Love's Labour lofi, the Pedant comes out 
with a Verſe of Mantuan; and in Titus 
; 2 5, one of the 2 — " 1 . 


on reading 


= Integer vitæ ſeeleriſque purus e 
Non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu —— 


4 ſays," Tis is a Perſe i in Horace, but be 8 
it out of bis Grammar : Which, I ſuppoſe, 
was the Author's Caſe. W hatever Latin he 
had, tis certain he underſtood French, 

may be obſerv'd from many Words 2 
: Sentences ſcatter'd up and down his Plays | 
in 4 Ot Language; and eſpecially from one 

Scene * the Fifth written wholly | 
in it. Don — leaving School, he ſcems 
Cy bave e, intirely into that way of 
ich his F er propos'd to my | 


of Mr. WILLIAM SfarmsPrAR v 
and in order to ſettle in the World after a 
Family manner, he thought fit to mat 
while he was yet very young. His Wife 
was the Daughter of one Hathaway, faid 
to have been a ſubſtantial Yeoman in the 
Neighbourhood of Stratford. In this kind 
of Settlement he continu'd for ſome time, 
'till an Extravagance that he was guilty 
of, forc'd him both out of his Country 
and that way of Living which he had ta- 
ken up; and tho' it ſeem'd at firſt to be a 
Blemiſh upon his good Manners, and a 
Misfortune to him, yet it afterwards hap- 
pily prov'd the occaſion of exerting one of 
the greateſt Genius's that ever was known 
in Dramatick Poetry. He had, by a Miſ- 
fortune common _— to young Fel- 
lows, fallen into ill Company; and a- 
mongſt them, ſome that made a frequent 
Practice of Deer- ſtealing, engag' d him 
with them more than once in robbing a 
Park that belong'd to Sir Thomas Lucy of 
Cherlecot, near Stratford. For this he was 
proſecuted by that Gentleman, as he 
thought, ſomewhat too ſeverely; and in 


onder to revenge that ill Ufage, he made 


a Ballad upon him. And tho” this, pro- 
bably the firſt Eſſay of his Poetry, be loſt, 
vet it is ſaid to have been fo very bitter, 
that it redoubled the Proſecution againſt 
him to that degree, that he was cbüg d 
„ 4 .. ©. 


vi Come Account of the Life, &c. 
to leave his Buſineſs and Family in War- 


_ wickſhire, for ſome time, and ſhelter him- 


ſelf in London. 
It is at this Time, and upon this Acci- 


dent, that he is ſaid to have made his firſt. 


Acquaintance in the Play-houſe. He was 


receiv'd into the Company then in Deng, 


at firſt in a very mean Rank; But his 


mirable Wit, and the natural Turn of it 
to the Stage, ſoon diſtinguiſh'd him, if not 
as an extraordinary Actor, yet as an excel- 
lent Writer. His Name is Printed, as the 
Cuſtom was in thoſe Times, amongſt thoſe 
of the other -Players, before ſome old 
Plays, but without a icular Account 


of what fort of Parts he us'd to play; and 
tho' I have inquir'd, I could never meet 
with any further Account of him this way, 


than that the top of his Performance was 


the Ghoſt in his own Hamlet. I ſhould 
have been -much more pleas'd, to have 
| learn'd from ſome certain Authority, which 
was the firſt Play he wrote; it would be 
without doubt a Pleaſure to any Man, cu- 
rious in Things of this Kind, to ſee and 


know what was the firſt Eſſay. of a 


Fancy like Shakeſpear's. Perhaps we are 
not to look for his Beginnings, like thoſe 

of other Authors, among their leaſt per- 

fect Writings; Art had ſo little, and Na- 
ture ſo large a Share in what he did, 


that, 


of Mr. WiLLIaM SHAKESPEAR, vn 


that, for ought I know, the Perform- 


ances of his Youth, as they were the moit 
vigorous, and had the moſt fire and ſtrength 
of Imagination in 'em, were the beſt. 1 


would not be thought by this to mean, 


that his Fancy was ſo looſe and extraya- 


gant, as to be Independent on the Rule 
and Government of Judgment; but that 
| What he thought, was commonly ſo Great, 


ſo juſtly and rightly Conceiv'd in it ſelf, 


that it wanted little or no Correction, and 
| was immediately approv'd by an imparti- 
al Judgment at the firſt fight. Mr. Dry- 
den ſeems to think that Pericles is one of 
his firſt Plays; but there is no Judgment 
do be form'd on that, ſince there is good 
3 Reaſon to believe that the greateſt Part 
of that Play was not written by him; tho? 

it is own'd, ſome part of it certainly was, 


2 the laſt Act. But tho' the 
order of Time in which the ſeveral Pieces 
were written be generally uncertain, yet 


there are Paſſages in ſome few of them 


which ſeem to fix their Dates. So the 


_ Chorus in the beginning of the fifth AQ 
of Henry V. by a Compliment very hand- 
ſomly turn'd to the Earl of Efex, ſhews 
the Þ1 
Lord was General for the Queen in Ve- 
land: And his Elogy upon Queen El;za- 
beth, and her Succeſſor King James, in 


ay to have been written when that 
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vm Some Account of the Life, &c 

the latter end of his Henry VIII. is a Proof 
of char Play's being written after the Ac- 
.ceflion of the latter of thoſe two Princes 
to the Crown of England. Whatever the 
particular Times of his Writing were, 


The People of his Age, who began to 


grow wonderfully fond of Diverſions of 
this kind, could not but be highly pleas'd 
to ſee a Genius ariſe amongſt em of fo 
pleaſurable, ſo rich a Vein, and fo plenti- 
fully capable of furniſhing their favourite 


Entertainments. Beſides the Advantages 


af his Wit, he was in himſelf a 2 
tur'd Man, of great Sweetneſs in his Man- 
ners, and a molt agreeable Companion; ſo | 
that it is no wonder if with ſo many good 
Qualities he made himſelf acquainted with 


the beſt Converſations of thoſe Times. 


Queen Elizabeth had ſeveral of his Plays 
Acted before her, and without doubt gave 


him many gracious Marks of her Fayour: | 


It is that Maiden Princeſs plainly, whom 
he intends by „„ 


＋Alur rita, Mes by the Wat. = 


Midſummer Night's Dream, . | 
Vol. 2. p. 96. | | 


And that whole Paſſage is a Compliment 
very properly wen, od in, and very hand-. 
er. She was ſo well 


ſomly apply'd to 1 


Tal. 
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of Mr. WILLIAM SHARESPEAR. IX 


Falſtaff, in the two Parts of Henry the 
Fourth, that ſhe commanded him to con- 


| tinue it for one Play more, and to ſhew 
him in Love. This is ſaid to be the Oc- 
caſion of his Writing The Merry Wines of 


Windſor. How well the was obey'd, the 
Play it felf is an admirable Proof. Upon 
this Occaſion it may not be improper to 
obſerve, that this Part of Falſtaff is ſaid 
to have been written originally under the 
Name of Olacaſtle; ſome of that Family 


being then remaining, the Queen was 


pleas'd to command him to alter it; u 


Which he made uſe of Falſtaff. The pre 


ſerx Offence was indeed avoided ; bi 


J don't know whether the Author may 


not have been ſomewhat to blame in his 


| ſecond Choice, ſince it is certain that Sir 


Jobn Falfaff, who was a Knight of the 


Garter, and a Lieutenant-General, was a 


Name of diſtinguiſh'd Merit in the Wars 
in France in Henry the Fifth's and Henry 
the Sixth's Times. What Grace ſoever 


the Queen confer'd upon him, it was not 
to her only he ow'd the Fortune which 
the Reputation of his Wit made. He had 
the Honour to meet with mad or and 


uncommon Marks of Favour and Friend- 


ſhip from the Earl of Southampton, famous 


in the Hiſtories of that Time for his 


Y Eriend{hip to the unfortunate Earl'of Z/ex.. 


Es , 
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| | 
. fr was to that Noble Lord that he Dedi- 
| | cared his Venus and Adonis, the only Piece 
of his Poetry which he ever publiſh'd him- 
mn ſelf, tho' many of his Plays were ſurrepti- | 
BF ciouſly and lamely Printed in his Life-time. 
| '* There is one Inſtance fo ſingular in the 
Magnificence of this Patron of Shakeſpear'”s, 
that if I had not been aſſur'd that the Sto- 
ry was handed down by Sir William D' Ave- 
nant, who was probably very well acquain- 
ted with his Aﬀairs, I ſhould not have 
ventur'd to have inſerted, that my Lord 
Southampton, at one time, gave him a thou- 
ſand Pounds, to enable him to go through 
8 * Purchaſe which te head My = 
Mind to. A Bounty v great, d very | 
rare at any time, 1 ek equal to ths 
profuſe Generofity the preſent Age has 
| thewn to French Dancers and Halian 
What particular Habitude or Friendſhips 
he contrafted with private Men, I have 
not been able to learn, more than that eve- 
ry one who had a true Taſte of Merit, and 
could diſtinguiſh Men, had generally a juſt | 
Value and Efteem for him. His exceed- 
ing Candor and good Nature muſt certain- 
ly have inclin'd all the gentler Part of the 
| World to love him, as the Power of his 
Wit oblig'd the Men of the moſt delicate 
Knowledge and polite Learning to W 
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him. Amongſt theſe was the incompara- 
ble Mr. Edmond Spencer, who ſpeaks of 
him in his Tears of the Muſes, not only 
with the 'Praiſes due to a good Poet, but 


even lamenting his Abſence with the Ten- 
derneſs of a Friend. The Paſſage is in 


Thalia's Complaint for the Decay of Dra- 
matick Poetry, and the Contempt the 


Stage then lay under, amongſt his M iſcel- 
| Hncous Wer P. 147. 


And he the Man, whom Nature's ſelf had made 
To mock ber ſelf, and Truth to imitate 


With kindly Counter under mimick Shade, 
Our pleaſant Willy, ab ! is dead of late 


| With whom all Joy and jolly Merriment 
** deaded, and in Dolour drent. 3 


5 Inftead thereof, ſcoffing Scurrility 


3 
=: 


And ſcorning Folly with Contempt is crept, 


Rolling in Rhimes of ſhameleſs Ribaudry, 


Without Regard or due Decorum kept; 


Each idle Wit at will preſumes to make, 
Aud doth the Learned's Task pon bim tale. 


But that ſame gentle Spirit, from whoſe Pen : 


Lp Streams of Honey and ſweet N ectar flow, 


. Scorn- 


in the firſt Hamza of theſe Verſes, 
Spencer's Death hap 


Dryden was 
were meant of bakeſpear ; and baby. ou. | 
Probable they were fo, ſince he was three 
and thirty Years old at Spencer's Death; 
and his Repu I 
been great enough before that Time to 
have deſerv'd what is here ſaid of him. 


— — — 


* 
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Scorning the Boldneſs of ſuch baſe-born Men, 


Which dare their Follies forth fo raſbly throw , - 


| Doth rather chooſe to fit in idle Cell, 


Than fo himſelf fo Moctery to ſell. 


I know ſome People have been of Opi- 
nion, that Shakeſpear is not meant by Filly 


pen'd twenty Years be- 
fore Shakeſpear's. But, beſides that the 
Character is not applicable to any Man of 


that time but himſelf, it is plain by the 

laſt Stanza that Mr. Spencer do does not mean 

that he was then really Dead 
that he had withdrawn himſelf from the | 

Publick, ar at leaft with-held his Hand 
from Writing, out of a diſguſt he had ta- 

| ken at the then ill taſte of the Town, and 


, dat only 


the mean Condition of the S 
ys of Opinion the 


„ MY... 
Verſes 


tation in Poetry muft have 


His Acquaintance with Ben Jobnſon began [ 


with a remarkable piece of Humanity and 
Fm Nature; Mr. Jobnſon, who was £4 that 
ime — unknown to the World, ” 


"=: 
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had offer'd one of his Plays to the Play- 


ers, in order to have it Acted; and the 


Perſons into whoſe Hands it was put, af- 


ter having turn'd it careleſsly ſuper- 
ciliouſſy over, were juſt 3 returning 
it to him with an ill- natur'd Anſwer, that 


| jt would be of no ſervice to their — 


ny, when Shakeſpear luckily caſt his Eye 
upon it, and found ſomething fo well m it 
as to engage him firſt to it through, 


and afterwards to fecommend Mr. Jobn- 
ſon and his Writings to the Publick. Af- 


ter this they were profeſs d Friends; tho' 
I don't know whether the other ever made 


him an equal return of Gentleneſs and Sin- | 
cerity. Ben was naturally Proud and Inſo- 


lent, and in the Days of his Reputation 
did fo far take upon him the Supremacy 


in Wit, that he could not but look with : 


an evil Eye upon any one that ſeem'd to 
ſtand in Competition with him. And if 
at times he has affected to commend him, 
it has always been with ſome Reſerve, in- 
ſinuating his Uncorrectneſs, a careleſs man- 


ner of Writing, and want of 12 ; 
the Praiſe of ſeldom altering or blo 


tting 


out what he writ, which was given him 
by the Players who were the firſt Pub- 
S lihers of his Works after his Death, was 
what Johnſon could not bear; he thought 
it impoſſible, perhaps, for another Man to 
. ) me -- _ 


, ———— ne ———_— 


xiv Some Account of the Life, &c. 


ſtrike out the grrateſt Thoughts in the 
fineſt Expreſſion, and to reach thoſe Ex- 
cellencies of Poetry with the Eaſe of a firſt 
Imagination, which himſelf with infinite 
| Labour and Study could but hardly at- 
' tain to. Johnſon was certainly a very 
good Scholar, and in that had the advan- 
tage of Shakeſpear; tho' at the ſame time 
I believe it muſt be allow'd, that what 


Nature gave the latter, was more than a 


| Ballance for what Books had given the 
former; and the Judgment of a great Man 
upon this occaſion was, I think, very juſt 

and proper. In a Converſation between 
Sir Jabn Suckling, Sir William D' Avenant, 
Endymion Porter, Mr. Hales of Eaton, and 


Ben Johnſon ; Sir Jobn Suckling, who was | 


a profeſs d Admirer of Shakeſpear, had un- 
dertaken his Defence againſt Ben Johnſon 
with ſome warmth ; Mr, Hales, who had 
ſat ſtill for ſome time, hearing Ben fre- 
quently reproaching him with the want of 
133 and Ignorance of the Antients, 
told him at laſt, That if Mr. Shakeſpear 
had not read the Antients, he had likewiſe not 


: Follen any thing from em; (a Fault the o- 


ter made no Conſcience of) and that if 
be would produce any one Topic finely trea- 


ted by any of them, be would undertake to N : 
ew ſomething upon the ſame Subject at leaſs 


4 well wwritten by Shakeſpear. Johnſon did 


z 


wav ml Kyu 


. 


8 


There is one Play of his, 
medy of Errors, in a great meaſure taken 
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indeed take a large liberty, even to the 
tranſcribing and tranſlating of whole Scenes 


together; and ſometimes, with all Defe- 
| rence to ſo great a Name as his, not alto- 


gether for the advantage of the Authors 
of whom he borrow'd. And if Auguſtus 
and Virgil were really what he has made 
'em in a Scene of his Poetaſter, they are as 


odd an Emperor and a Poet as ever met. 
Shakeſpear, on the other Hand, was be- 


holding to no body farther than the Foun- 
dation of the Tale, the Incidents were of- 
ten his own, and the Writing intirely ſo. 

r The Co- 


from the Menechmi of Plautus. How that 


Happen'd, I cannot eaſily Divine, ſince, as 
I hinted before, I do not take him to have 
been Maſter of Latin enough to read it in- 
the Original, and I know of no Tranſlati- 
on of Plautus ſo Old as his Time. 


As I have not propos'd to my ſelf to en- 


ter into a Ly and Compleat Criticiſm 


upon Mr. Shakeſpear's Works, ſo I fup- 
pole it will neither be expected that 1 


ſhould take notice of the ſevere Remarks 


that have been formerly made upon him 


by Mr. Rhymer. I muſt confeſs, I can't 

very well ſee what could be the Reaſon of 

his animadverting with ſo much Sharpneſs, 
upon the Faults of a Man Excellent on 


moſt _ 
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moſt Occaſions, and whom all the World 
ever was and will be inclin'd to have an 


Eſteem and Veneration for. If it was to | 
ſhew his own Knowledge in the Art of 


Poetry, beſides that there is a Vanity in 


akin that only his Deſign, I queſtion if 
there 15 not me ft e as well in 
thoſe Schemes ad Precepts he has given 


for the Direction of others, as well as in 


that Sample of TT iy Which he has 
written he =o of his own 


Genius. If he had a Pic > "againſt the 


Man, and wrote on purpote to ruin a Re- 


putation ſo well eftabliſh'd, he has had the 


Mortification to fail altogether in his At- 5 


tempt, and to ſee the World at leaſt as 
fond of Shakeſpear as of his Critique. But | 

I wortt believe a Gentleman, and a good- 
natur'd Man, capable of the laſt Intention. 
Whatever may have been his Meaning, 
finding fault is certainly the eaſieſt Task of 
— — and commonly thoſe Men of 
good Judgment, who are likewiſe of good 
and gentle Diſpoſitions, abandon this un- 
grateful Province to the Tyrann of Pe- 
daants. If one would enter into the Beau- 
ties of Shakeſpear, there is a much larger, 


as well as a more delightful Field; but as 


I won't preſcribe to the Taſtes of other- 4 
People, fo I will only take the liberty, 


with all due MOR ro the * | 
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of others, to obſerve ſome of thoſe Things 
I have been pleas'd with in looking him 
over. 


His Plays are properly tobe diſtinguiſh'd 
3 only into 2 d Tragedies. Thoſe 
| which are called Hiſtories, and even ſome 


f his Comedies, are really Tragedies, with 
a run or mixture of Conicdy amongſt em. 
That way of Trage-Comedy was the com- 
mon Miſtake of that Age, and is indeed 
become fo agreeable to the Engliſh Taſt, 
that tho? the ſeverer Critiques among us 
cannot bear it, yet the generality of our 
Audiences ſeem to be better pleas'd with 
it than with an exact Tragedy. The Mer-= 
ry Wives of Windſor, The Comedy of Er- 
rors, and The Taming of the Shrew, are all 
pure Comedy; the reſt, however they 


are call'd, have ſomething of both Kinds. 
Tis not very eaſie to determine which 


way of Writing he was moſt Excellent in. 
There is certainly a great deal of Enter- 
tainment in his Comical Humours; and 
or they did not then * _ Ranks 
of People, as the Sa he preſent Age 
has mak the Liberty 50 do, yet thers be 
a pleaſing and a well-diſtinguih'd Variety 
in thoſe Characters which he thought fit 
to meddle with. Falfaff is allow'd: by 
every body to be a Maſter-piece; the Cha- 
racter is always well-ſuſtain'd, tho” drawn 
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out into the length of three Plays; and 
even the Account of his Death, given by 
his Old Landlady Mrs. Quichly, in the firſt 
Act of Henry V. tho' it be extremely Na- 
tural, is yet as diverting as any Part of his 
Life. If there be any Fault in the Draught 
he has made of this lewd old Fellow, it 
is, that tho' he has made him a Thief, 
Lying, Cowardly, Vain-glorious, and in 
ſhort every way Vicious, yet he has given 
him ſo much Wit as to make him almoſt 
too cable; and I don't know whether 
ſome People have not, in remembrance of 
the Diverſion he had formerly afforded 
em, been ſorry to ſee his Friend Hal uſe 
him ſo ſcurvily, when he comes. to the 
Crown in the End 'of the Second Part of 
Henry the Fourth. Amongſt other Ex- 
gy oy in The Merry Wives of Wind- 
ſor, he has made him a Deer-ſtealer, that 
he might at the ſame time remember his 
MWarwiclſbire Proſecutor, under the Name 


1 of Juſtice Shallow; he has given him very 


ntar the ſame Coat of Arms which Dug- | 
dale, in his Antiquities of that County, | 

deſcribes for a Family there, and makes 
the Yelp Parſon deſcant very pleaſantly 
. N 'em, That whole Play is admira- 
ble; the Humours are various and well 


oppos' d; the main Deſign, which is to 


cee Fird of his unreaſomable Jealouſie, is 
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extremely well conducted. Falftaff's Bil- 
let-doux, and Maſter S$lender's 


Ab! Sweet Ann Page! 


are very good Expreſſions of Love in their 
Way. In Twelfth-Night there is ſome- 
thing ſingularly Ridiculous and Pleaſant 
in the fantaſtical. Steward Malvolio. The 
Paraſite and the Vain-glorious in Parolles, 
in Als Well that Ends Well, is as good as 
any thing of that Kind in Plautus or Te- 
rence. Petruchio, in The Taming of the Shrew, 
is an uncommon Piece of Humour. The 
Converſation of Benedict and Beatrice, in 
Much Ado about Nothing, and of Roſalind 
in As you like it, have much Wit and 
Sprightlineſs all along. His Clowns, with- 
out which Character there was hardly any 
Play writ in that Time, are all very en- 
tertaining : And, I believe, Therfites in 
Troilus and Creſſida, and Apemantus in 71- 
mon, will be allow'd to be Maſter-Pieces 
ol ill Nature, and ſatyrical — To 
theſe I might add, that incomparable Cha- 
racter of Sbylock the Few, in The Mer- 
chant of Venice; but tho' we have ſeen 
that Play Receiv'd and Acted as a Come- 
dy, and the Part of the Few perform'd by 
an Excellent Comedian, yet I cannot but 
think it was deſign'd Tragically by the 
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Author. 'There appears in it fach a dead- 
ly Spirit of Revenge, ſuch a favage Fierce- 
neſs and Fellneſs, and fuch a bloody deſig - 
nation of Cruelty and Mifchief, as cannot 
agree either with the Stile or Characters 
of Comedy. The Play it ſelf, take it all 
together, ſeems to me to be one of the 
moſt finiſh'd of any of Shateſpear s. The 
r 
akets, the vagant | - 
kind of Bond given by Antonio, is a little 
w much remoy'd from 4 of Pro- 
ility: But taking the for granted, 
ä — allow it to be very beautifully | 
| written. There is ſomething in the Friend- 
ſhip of Auforio to Baſſanio very Great, Ge- 
nerous and Tender. The whole fourth 
Act, ſuppoſing, as I faid, the Fact to be 
_ Probable, is extremely Fine. But there 
are two Paſſages that deſerve a particular 


to the 


Notice. The firſt is, what Portia fays in 


iſe of Mercy, Pol. 2. p. 197; and the 
— on the Power of Muſick: pag. 207. 
The Melancholy of Faques, in As you lite 
it, is as ſingular and odd as it is diverting. 
And if what Horace fays e 


Diſicile eft proprie communia Dicere, 
e- 


beyond him in the Deſcription of the ſe- 
bs n veal 


eee 2. 
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veral and Ages of Man's Life, 
tho the Thought be old, and common 
— N W 


Ante World's a Stage, 
And all the Men and Women meerly Players 3 * 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 
Aud one Man in his time plays many Parts, 
His Acts being ſeven Ages. At firſt the Infant | 


Mewling and puking in the Nurſes Arms: 
Aud then, the whining Savoy With bis Sat- 


«bel, 


Aud ſhining Manning Fuze, wen: is Snail 
3 Unwillingly to School. And then the Lover 
_ Sigbing lite Furnace, with u wofud Na, 
Made to his Miſtreſs" Eye-brow. Then a Solldie er 
Full of ſtrange Oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
| Jealous in Honour, ſudden and quick in Quarreh, - 


Seeking the bubble Reputation 
Ev'n inthe Cannon's Mouth. And then the Fuſtice 


In fair round Belly, with good Capon lin d, 
With Eyes ſevere, and Beard of formal Cut, 
Hull of wiſe Saws and modern inftances ; : 
Aud fo he plays his Part. The fixth Age ſoifts 
Into the lean and ſlipper d Pantaloon, 
Nuß 2 on * and Pouch on Side; 


Fs . 


For his ſbrunt Shank; and his big manly Voice 


Task would it have been for the greateſt 
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His youthfal Hoſe, well ſav'd, a world too wide 


Turning again tow'rd childiſh treble Pipes, 
And Whiſtles in his Sound. Laſt Scene of all, 
| That ends this ſtrange eventful Hiſtory, 
s ſecond Childiſhneſs and meer Oblivion, 2 
Sans Teeth, ſans Eyes, ſans Taft, ſans ev'ry thing. 

3 Coo nas, {> Þ} 

His Images are indeed ev'ry where fo 

2 that the Thing he would repreſent 
ſtands full before you, and you poſſeſs 

ev'ry Part of it. I will venture to point 
out one more, which is, I think, as ſtrong | 

and as uncommon as any thing I ever ſawz 
tis an Image of Patience. Speaking of a 
%% LOT 


be never told ber Love, 
But let Concealment, like a Worm i th' Bud | 
Feed on her Damast Cheek : She pin d in Thought, | 
Aud ſate like Patience on a Monument. 
Smiling at Grief, 5 


What an Image is here given! and what 4 


Maſters of Greece and Rome to have ex, 
preſs d the Paſſions deſign'd by this Sketch 
of Statuary? The Stile of his Comedy is, 


de 


ce 


25 


K 
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in general, Natural to the Characters, and 
cal in it ſelf; and the — moſt com- 
monly ſprightly and pleaſing, except in 
th — places where he runs into Dogrel 
Rhymes, as in The Comedy of Errors, and 
a Paſſage or two in ſome other Plays. As 


for his Jingling ſometimes, and playing 


upon Words, it was the common Vice of 


the Age he liv'd in: And if we find it in 
the Pulpit, made uſe of as an Ornament to 
the Sermons of ſome of the Graveſt Di- 


vines of thoſe Times; perhaps it may not 


be thought too light for the Stage. 


But certainly the Greatneſs of this Au- 


thor's Genius do's no where ſo much ap- 


pear, as where he gives his Imagination an 


entire Looſe, and raiſes his Fancy to a 
flight above Mankind and the Limits of 
the viſible World. Such are his Attempts 
in The Tempeſt 


» Midſummer-Night's Dream, 


peſt, however it comes to be plac'd the 
firſt by the former Publiſhers of his Works, 
can never have been the firſt written by 
him: It ſeems to me as perfect in its Kind, 
as almoſt any thing we have of his. One 


may obſerve, that the Unities are kept here 


with an Exactneſs uncommon to the Li- 
berties of his Writing: Tho' that was 
3 what, I ſuppoſe, he valu'd himſelf leaſt 
upon, ſince his Excellencies were all of 
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another Kind. I am very ſenſible that he 


do's, in this Play, depart too much from 


that likeneſs to Truth which ought to be 
obſery'd in theſe ſort of Writings; yet 
he do's it fo very finely, that one is eafily 


drawn in to have more Faith for his ſake, 
than Reaſon does well allow of. His Ma- 
gick has ſomething in it very Solemn and 
very Poetical: And that extrav Cha- 
racter of Caliban is mighty well ſuſtain d, 


ſhews a wonderful Invention in the Au- 


thor, who could ſtrike out ſuch a particu- 
lar wild Image, and is certainly one of 
the ſineſt and moiſt uncommon Groteſ 
that was ever ſeen. The Obſtrvation, 
which I have been inform'd “ three very | 


=_— 


Men concurr'd in mak ing 


art, Was extremely j 


n this. | 
That Shakefoear x 


had not only found out 4 new Character in his 


Caliban, bat bad alſo devis'd and adapted a a 


es manner of Language for that Character. 5 
Amo i 


Piece, I think one may be allow 'd to point 


the particular Beauties of this 


out the Tale of Profpero in the Firſt Act 3 
his Speech to Ferdinand in the Fourth, up- 


on the breaking up the Maſque of Juno 
and Ceres and that in the Fifth, where he 
diſſolves his Charms, and reſolves to breax 


his Magick Rod. This Play has been | 
y Sir William D' Avenant and 


a4 


® 14.Falkland, Ld. C. J. Vaughan, and Mr. Selden. | 
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* Dryden : _ tho? I won't Arraign the 
Judgment o e two great Men, yet 1 
think I may be allow'd to ſay, that Was 
are ſome things left out by them, that 
might, and even ought to have been kept 
in. Mr. Dryden was an Admirer of our 
: Author, and, indeed, he owed him a 
| deal, as — he have read them $ 
may very eaſily obſerve. And, I think, in 

Ju los bo 'em both, I ſhould not on this 
78 omit what Mr. Dryden has ſaid 
35 FRE | 


\F 


Shakeſpear, who, taught by none, did fit 
D Fletcher Vit, to lab'ring Johnſon Art. 
= He, Monarch- lite, gave thoſe his Subjects Law, 
Aud is that Nature which they Paint and Drary. 
Fletcher reach'd that which on his heights did 
N hiſt Johnſon crept and gather d all below: . 
- This did his Love, and this his Mirth digeſt, 
One imitates him moſt, the other beſt. 
| of they have ſince out-writ all other Men, pen. 
* with the Drops which fell from Shakeſpear's 
The * Storm which vaniſh'd on the neigh” ring 
I 


Aluding to the Sea - Voyage of Fletcher, 5 


— re — - 
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That Innocence and Beauty which did ſmile 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Iſle. 
But Shakeſpear's Magick could not copied be, 
Mithin that Circle none durſt walk but he. 
T1 muſt confeſs 'twas bold, nor would you now 
| That Liberty to vulgar Wits allow, 
 #Jhich works by Magick ſupernatural things: 
But Shakeſpear's Pow'r is Sacred as a King's, 


Prologue to The Tempeſt, as it 
is alter d by Mr. Dryden. 


It is the ſame Magick that raiſes the 
Fairies in Midſummer Night's Dream, the 
Witches in Mackbeth, and the Ghoſt in 

Hamlet, with Thoughts and Language ſo 

proper to the Parts they ſuſtain, 3 pe- 
culiar to the Talent of this Writer. But 
of the two laſt of theſe Plays L ſhall have 
occaſion to take notice, among the Tra- 
gedies of Mr. Shakeſpear. If one under- 
took to examine the greateſt part of theſe 
by thoſe Rules which are eſtabliſh'd by 
Ariſtotle, and taken from the Model of the 

Grecian Stage, it would be no very hard 

Task to find a great many Faults: But as 
Shakeſpear liv d under a kind of mere Light 

of Nature, and had never been 5 a” 
quainted with the Regularity of thoſe 

Em rs 

judge him by a Law he knew nothing of. 

We are to conſider him as a Man or 
FR | | iv? | 


* LW * F ww un y Vp. 


moſt difficult or beautiful, 
firſt properly to be thought of in the Con- 
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liv'd in a State of almoſt univerſal Licenſe 
and Ignorance : there was no eſtabliſh'd 
Judge, but every one took the liberty to 
Write according to the Dictates of his 


own Fancy. When one conſiders, that 


there is not one Play before him of a Re- 
putation good enough to entitle it to an 


Appearance on the preſent Stage, it cannot | 


but be a Matter of great Wonder that he 
ſhould advance Dramatick Poctry fo far as 
he did. The Fable is what is generally 
plac'd the firſt, among thoſe that are reck- 
on'd the, conſtituent Parts of a Tragick or 
 Heroick Poem; not, 8 28 it is the 

ut as it is the 


trivance and Courſe of the whole; and 
with the Fable ought to be conſider'd, 


the fit Diſpoſition, Order and Conduct of 


its ſeveral Parts. As it is not in this Pro- 


vince of the Drama that the Strength and 
Maſtery of Shakeſpear lay, ſo I ſhall not 
undertake the tedious and ill-natur'd 'Trou- 
ble to point out the ſeveral Faults he was 
_ guilty of in it. His Tales were ſeldom in- 


vented, but rather taken either from true . 


_ Hiſtory, or Novels and Romances: And 
he commonly made uſe of em in that Or- 


der, with thoſe Incidents, and that extent 


| of Time in which he found 'em in the 
Authors from whence he borrow'd th 
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the Scene travels over the 
the Roman Empire. But in Recompence 
for his Carel 
he comes to another Part of the Dra- 
ma, The Manners of his Charafters, in 
Afting or Speaking what is 
and fit to be ſhown by the Poet, he may be 
generally juſtify d, and in very many places 


tle v 
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| So The Winter's Tale, which is taken from 


an old Book, call'd, The Deleftable Hiſtory 


of Doraſtus and Faunia, contains the ſpace 
of ſixteen or ſeventeen * 
Scene is ſometimes laid in Bobemia, and 


ſometimes in Sicily, according to the ori- 
ginal Order of the Story. oſt all his 


liſtorical Plays comprehend a great length 


of Time, and very different and diſtinct 
his 


Places: And in his Antony and Cleopatra, 


greateſt Part of 
eſs in this Point, when 


proper for them, 


ly commended. For thoſe Plays 


great 
which he has taken from the Engliſh 


or Reman Hiſtory, let any Man compare 
'em, he will find the Character as ex- 


d a& in the Poet as the Hiſtorian. He ſeems 
indeed ſo far from propoſing 


to himſelf 
any one Action for a Subject, that the Ti- 
ery often tells you, tis The Life of 


King John, King Richard, Sc. What can 
be more agreeable to the Idea our Hiſto—-— 
rians give of Henry the Sixth, than the 
Picture Shakeſpear has drawn of him! His 
| Manners are every where exactly the oy 
0 wi 
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with the Story; one finds. him ſtill de- 
ſeribꝰd with re ve Sanctity, 
W 


of Mind, and 1 


of C ourage, 
ale Submiſſion to the Governance 'of an 


imperious Wife, or prevailing Faction: 
T at the ſame 2 the Poet do's Ju- 


ſtice to his good Qualities, and moves the 


1 Pity of his Audience for him, by ſhowing 


* ot. rt ER 


him Pious, Difantereſted, a Contemner of 
the Things of this World, and wholly re- 
ſign' d to the ſevereſt Diſpenſations of ds 

Providence. There is a ſhort Scene in 
the Second Part of Henry VI. Vol. IF. pag. 
2 SIT SF: which 5 think admira- 


e inits Kind. Cardinal Beaufort, who had 


murder'd the Duke of Gloucefter, is ſhewn 
in the laſt Agonies on his Death-Bed, with $ 
che good King praying over him. There 
is ſo much Terror in one, ſo much Ten- 
derneſs and moving Piety in the other, 


as muſt touch any one Who is capable ei- 


ther of Fear or Pity. . In his Henry VIII. 
that Prince is drawn with that Greatneſs 
of Mind, and all. thoſe good Qualities 
which are attributed to him in any Ac- 
count of his Rei 
ſnewn in an eq 


If his Faults are not 
degree, and the Shades 
in this Picture do not bear a juſt Propor- 


tion to the Lights, it is not that the Ar- 
tiſt wanted eit Colours or Skill in the 


Diſpoſition of em 3 but of: LOG 1 be 
Vo L. * | 0 eve, 25 


xx Some Hetount of the Life, &c. 
| lieve, might be, that he forbote doing it 
out of regard to Queen Elzabeib, ſince it 
«could have been no very great Reſpect to 
the Memory of his Miftrefs, to have ex- 
ds d ſome certain Parts of her Father's 
Hs upon the Stage. He has dealt much 
more freely with the Miniſter of that 
Great Rings -t and certainly nothing was e- 
ver more y written, than the Cha- 
Trader of dial Wolfey: He has ſhewn 
kim 'T'yrannical, Cruel, and Inſolent in 
His Proſperity; and yer, by a wonderful 
At, He 28 his Fall and Ruin the 
Subj ect 'of ge N Compaſſion. The whole 
with his Vices Fs Virtues, is fincly 
akd exactly deſcrib'd in che ſecond Scene 
of the fourth Act. The Diftrefſes like 
wiſe of Queen Katherime, in this Play, are | 
| Ke movingly touch d; and tho' the Aire i 
of the Poet has skreen'd ing Henry from 
any groſs Imputation of Injuſtice, yet one 
is inclin'd 1 wiſh, the Queen ad met 
with a Fortune more worthy of her Birth 
and Virtue. Nor ate the Manners, pro- 
per to the Perſons repreſented, leſs Juſti7 
oOhſerv'd, in thoſe Characters taken from = 
the Roman Hiſtory ; and of this, the Fierce- 
| neſs and Impatience of Ciriolanus, his Cou- 
rage and Diſdain of the common People, 
the Virtue and Philoſophical Temper of 
* Ro the 2— W 4 
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Mind in M. Antony, are beautiful Proofs.. 
For the two laſt dpccially, x you find em 
exactly as they are deſcrib'd by Plutarch, 
from whom certainly Shokeſpear copy'd. 
em. He has indeed follow'd his Original 
pretty cloſe, and taken in ſeveral little In- 
_ cidents that might have been ſpar'd in a 
Play. But, as I hinted before, his De- 
ſeems moſt commonly rather to de- 
ſcribe thoſe great Men in the ſeveral For- 
tunes and Accidents of their Lives, than 


B to take any ſingle great. Action, and form 


= gon de the 


his Work ſimply upon that. However, 
there are ſome of his Pieces, where the 
Fable is founded upon one Action only. 
Such are more eſpecially, Romeo and Juliet, 
Hamlet, and Othello. he Deſign in Ro- 
meo and Juliet, is plainly the Puniſhment 
of their two Families, for the unreaſon- 
able Feuds and Animoſities that had been 
ſo long ke * 1427 em, and occa- 
Efrult on je * muck Blood. * 
the Manag ement of this Sto > he as 
ſhewn ſomethi ing wonderfully 1 
Paſſionate in the Love-part, * Ko P- 
tiful in the Diſtreſs. Hamlet is founded 
on much the ſame Tale with the Electra 
5 oy Sophocles. In each of em a young Prince 
— 1 'd to Revenge the Heath of his 
5 F their 5 are equally Guilty, 


_ ue borh red in 52 e of 1.75 8 
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 Husbands, and are afterwards married to 
the Murderers. There is in the firſt Part 


of the Greek Trajedy, — 4 very mo- 
ving in the Grief of Electra; but as Mr. 


D' Acier has obſerv'd, there is ſomethin 
very unnatural and ſhocking in the Man- 
ners he has given that Princeſs and Oreſtes 


in the latter Part. Orefes embrues his 


Hands in the Blood of his own Mother; 


and that barbarous Action is perform'd, 


tho? not immediately upon the Stage, yet 
ſeo near, that the Audience hear Clytem- 
neſtra crying out to Aghyſtus for Help, and 

to her Son for Mercy: While Electra, 


her Daughter, and a Princeſs, both of 


them Characters that ought to have ap- 
pear'd with more Decency, ſtands upon 


the Stage and encourages her Brother in 


the Parricide. What Horror does this 
not raiſe! Clytemneſira was a wicked Wo- 
man, and had deſerv'd to Die; nay, in 
the truth of the Story, ſhe was kill'd by 
her own Son; but to repreſent an Action 
of this Kind on the Stage, is certainly an 
| Offence againſt thoſe Rules of Manners 
proper to the Perſons that ought to be ob- 
ſerv'd there. On the contrary, let us only 
look a little on the Conduct of Shateſpear. 
Hlamlet is repreſented with the ſame Piety 
towards his Father, and Reſolution to Re- 
venge his Death, as Oreſtes; he has th 


4 
ſame 
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ſame Abhorrence for his Mother's Guilt, 
Which, to provoke him the more, is heigh- 
ten'd by Inceft : But tis with wonderful 
Art and Juſtneſs of Judgment, that the 
Poet reſtrains him from doing Violence to 
his Mother. To prevent any thing of 
that Kind, he makes his Father's Ghoſt 
forbid that part of his Vengeance, 


But howſtever thou purſuf this Aa, 
Taint ut thy Mind; nor let thy Soul contrive— 
Againſt thy Mother ought ;, leape her to Nea u. 
Aud to thoſe Thorns that in her Boſom lodge, 
To prick and fling her. Vol. VI. p. 323. 


This is to diſtinguiſh rightly berween Hor-- 
ror and Terror 1 The atter is a proper . 
Paſſion of Tragedy, but the former ought 
always to be carefully avoĩded. And cer- 


| tainly no Dramatick Writer ever ſucceeded 


better in raiſing Terror in the Minds of an 
Audience than Shakeſpear has done: The 
whole Tragedy of Macbeth, but more eſpe- 
cially — 5-8 where the King is mur- 


der'd, in the ſecond Act, as well as this 


Play, is a noble Proof of that manly Spi- 
rit with which he writ; and both ſhew | 
how powerful he was, in giving the ſtrong- 
eſt Motions to our Souls that they are ca- 
%%% ͤ _ 
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pable of. I cannot leave Hamlet, without 
taking notice of the Advantage with which 
we have ſeen this Maſter- piece of Shakt- 


ſpear diſtinguiſh it ſelf upon the Stage, by 


| 
| 
= 


Mr. Betterton's fine Performance of that 
Part. A Man, who tho' he had no other 
good Qualities, as he has a great many, 
muſt have made his way into the Eſteem 
of all Men of Letters, by this only Excel- 
| lency. No Man is better acquainted with 

Shakeſpear's manner of Expredfion, and in- 
deed he has ſtudy'd him fo well, and is fo 


much a Maſter of him, that whatever Part 


9855 Journey into 


by A 2 A 
« . — we” —— 
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of his he performs, he does it as if it had 
been written on purpoſe for him, and that 
the Author had exactly conceiv'd it as he 
plays it. I muſt own a particular Obliga- 
tion to him, for the moſt conſiderable 
Part of the Paſſages relatmg to his Life, 
which I have here tranſmitted to the Pub- 
lick; his Veneration for the Memory of 
_ Shakeſpear 11 engag'd him to make a 
/arwickſhire, on ſe to 

gather up what Remains he could of a 
Name for which he had ſo great a Value. 
Since I had at firft refoly'd not to enter 
into any Critical Controverſie, I won't 
pretend to enquire into the ſuſtneſs of 
Mr. Rhymer's Remarks on Othello; he has 
certainly pointed out ſome Faults very ju- 
diciouſſy; and indeed they are fuch as moſt 


8 88 


3 


— 
* 


. 
ſt 
* 


But I wiſh 
ſerv'd ſome of the Beauties too; as I think 
it became an Exact and Equal Critique to 
do. It ſeems ſtrange that he ſhould allow 
nothing Good in the whole: If the Fa- 
ble and Incidents are not to his Taſte, 
yet the Thoughts are almoſt every where 
| voy! Noble, and the Biction manly and 


ef M. WILIA SnakrsDpnAR. xxxy 
People will agree, with him,, to be Fault: 


Would likewiſe have ob- 


/ Theſe: laſt, indeed, are Parts of 
hate pea⸗ s Praiſe, which it would be ve- 


ry hard to Diſpute with him. His Senti- 


ments and Images of Things are Great _ | 


Natural; and his Expreſſion (tho perhaps 
in ſome Inſtances a rele = 2 

and rais'd in Proportion to his . 
Occaſion. It 3 be even endleſs to 


ar) 


ject and 


mention the particular Inſtances that might 


be given of this Kind: But his Book is in 
the Poſſeſſion of the Publick, and twill 


be hard to dip into any Part of it, with- 


out finding what I have faid of him made 


ood. 
The latter Part of his Life was 8 as 
all Men of good Senſe will with theirs may 
be, in Eaſe, Retirement, and the Conver- 


ation of bis Friends. Lie had the good 
Fortune to gather an Eſtate equal to his 
Occaſion, and, in that, to his Wiſh; and 


is faid to have ſpent ſome Years before his 
Death at his native Stratford. His plca- 
ſurable 


KxxVI Some Account of the Life, &c. 
Aurable Wit, and good Nature, engag'd 
him in the Acquaintance, and entitled him 
to the Friendſhip of the Gentlemen of the 
Neighbourhood. Amongſt them, it is a 
Story almoſt ſtill remember'd in that Coun- 
try, that he had a particular Intimacy 
with Mr. Combe, an old Gentleman noted 
thereabouts for his Wealth and Uſury: It 
Happen'd, that in a pleaſant Converſation | 
amongſt their common Friends, Mr. Combe 
told Shakeſpear in a laughing manner, that 
+ he fancy'd, he intended to write his Epi- 
taph, if he happen'd to out-live him; and 
fince he could not know what might be 
ſaid of him when he was dead, he defir'd 
it might be done immediately: Upon 
which Shakeſpear gave him theſe four 
Vernes. . „ - 


Ten in the Hundred lies here ingrav'd, 
275 a Hundred to Ten, his Soul is not ſav'd: _ 
If any Man ask, Who lies in this Tomb? 
Ob! ho! quoth the Devil, tis my John-a» | 
2rd tas 


But the Sharpneſs of the Satyr is faid to | 
have ſtung the Man fo ſeverely, that he # 
E mt. I-- * 

Hie Dy in the 53d Year of his Age, 
and was bury'd on the North {ide 2 ; 
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Charicel, in the Great Church at Strat- 
ford, where a Mothment, as d in 
the Plate, is plac'd in the Wal On Us 
Grave: Stone undefiieath is, | If 20 4 


1 amd 1 hd 


33 


Good Friend, for Jeſus ſake, fort bear | "_ Aro 
To dig the Duſt-incloſed herr. 
Bleſt be the Man that ſpares, theſe Se 
Aud Curyt " he a gat . 11 0 
He bed three Dante oF Which teh 
liv'd to be marry'd; Judith, the Elder, to 
one Mr. Thomas Quiney, by -whom ſhe had 
three Sons, 'who"all 00 f without Chil- 
dren; and Suſannah, Who Was his Favou- 
| rite, to Dr. John Hall, a Phyſician of 
porn Reputation in that Country. She 
_ one Child only, a Daughter, who was 
rry'd firſt to Th homas Naſh, Eſq; and af- 


. — to Sir John Bernard of unk, 2 


bur dy'd likewiſe without Iſſu. 
This is what I could learn of any Note, : 
either relating to himſelf or Family: The 

Character of the Man is beſt ſcen in his 
Writings. But ſince Ben Johnſon has made 
a ſort of an Eſſay towards it in his Diſco- 

veries, tho', LY have before hinted, * | 


was not very Cordial in: his . 88 
my venture to give it in! his Words. 
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ce 


: 1 


KXxx Vn Some Account of the Life, &c. 


I remember the. Players have often 
% mention'd it as an Honour to Shokeſpear, 
hat in Writing (whatſoever he penn d) 
© he never blotted nt a Line. My An- 
« {wer hath been, Would be had blotted a 
I thouſand, which they thought a male- 
© yolent Speech. I had not told Poſte» 
&« rity this, but for their Ignorance, who 
“ choſe that Cireumſtance to commend 
© their Friend by, wherein, he moſt faul- 
© ted. And to juſtifie mine own Candor, 
* (for I lov'd the Man, and do honour his 
Memory, on this fide Idolatry, as much 
<4 a5 any.) He was, indeed, Honeſt, and 
Lol an open and free Nature, had an Ex- 
_© cellent'Faney, braye Notions, and gen- 
© tle Expreſſions; wherein he flow'd with 
© that Facili „that ſometimes it was ne- 
4 ceffary he ould be ſtopp'd : Suflami- 
© nandus erat, as Auguſtus ſaid of Haterius. 
His Wit was in his own Power, would 
the Rule of it had been fo too. _ 
times he fell into thoſe things whic 
could not eſcape Lagos 3 as when 


* 


he ſuid in the Perſon of Cæſar, one ſpeak- 
— 25:7 ot rn; if 
* Czfar thou doſt me Wrong. 


1 0 He reply d. 1 ae 
e Cæſar did never Wrong, but with juſt Cauſe 
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4 and ſuch like; which were ridiculbbs. 
“ But he redeem'd his Victs with his Vir- 
c tues: There was en unte G 
Frais d than to he Pardon de. 
As for the Paſſage which he Aeniot 
out of Shakeſpear, Vice is fomewhat like 
it in Julius Ceſar, —4 VI. p. 194. but 
without the Abſurdi nor did I ever 
meet with it in — dition that I have 
ſeen, as quoted by Mr. Fohnſon. Beſides 

his Plays in this Edition, there are two or 
three aſcrib'd to him by Mr. Langbain, 
which I have never ſeen, and know no- 
thing of. He or EU, Penus and 
Adonis, and TWO ee in Stanza's, 
which have been te Collecti. 8 

on ka gy * to the "Charatter __ 

of him by n, there is a 85 : 
deal dy in it: 1. Bar believe it 1 
well expreſs'd by what Horace ſays of the 
firſt Romans, who wrote Tragedy upon 
the Greek Models, (or indeed tranſlated 
em) in his Epiſtle to App. 


— ſublimis & Heer 
Nam ſpirat Tragicum ſatis & feliciter Audit, a 
Sed turpem putat in Cbartis metuitg; Lituram. 


There 
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Proſpero, the right Dube of Millan. 
Anthonio, his Brother, the uſurping —_ of 


_ Gonzalo, an honeſt ole Counſellor. 
Adrian, aud Franciſco, Lords. 
Caliban, 4 Salvage, and — Slave. | 
Trinculo, 4 Fefter., 
Stephano, 4 drunken Bade, 
Maſter of a Ship, Boatſzwain, and Maris ners. 
Miranda, Daughter to Proſpero. | 


. - 
q * 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


& Lonſo, King of Naples, 
Sebaſtian, his Brother. 


Millan. 
F erdinand, Son to the King of Naples. 


Ariel, an aiery . = 


Iris, A. 

- Ceres, . Fa 

| Juno, | 5:0 ” Spirits. 3 : | 
Nymphs, 9 3 — 


Reaper, J 
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A tempeſtuous Noiſe of Thunder and Lightning 
beard: Enter a Ship-maſter, and a 3 — : 


MASTER. 


—F—|\þ Boar. Here Maſter: What cher? 
= Maſt. Good, ſpeak to th' Mariners: | 
= 25 vor, rarely or we run our ſelyes 
Ks. | 
Enter Mariners. 
5 | Boarſ.. Hey my Hearts, cheerly wy 
Hearts; yare, yare; take in the Top- ſail; tend to th Ma- 
ſter's Whiſtle; Blow "till thou burſt thy Wind, if room e- 
nough. 
* Euter Alonſd, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinand, 
Gonzalo, and others. - 
: Hin: Good Boarfwain bave care- Where the Maſter? 
ay the Men. | 
Boatſ. I pray now beew. 
Ant. Where is the Maker, Bega? 
Vol. I. — * Boat. 
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Boar, Do you not hear him? You mar EL. 
Keep your Cabins; you do aſſiſt the Storm. 
Gonx. Nay, good be patient. 
 Boarſ. When the Sea js; hence. What care theſe Rox- 
rers for the Name of King? To Cabin; fence; trouble 
mu not. : 
Gonz.. Good yet remember whom thou haſt aboard. 
Boatſ. None that I more love than my ſelf. You are a 
Counſellor; if you can command theſe Elements to Si- 
| lence, and work the Peace of the preſent, we will not 
hand'a Rope more; uſe your Authority : If you cannot, 
give thanks you have liv'd fo long and make your ſelf 
ready in your Cabin for the Miſchance of the Hour, if 
it ſo hap. Cheerly good Hearts: Out of our way, I fay. 
Exit, 
© Gonz. Ihave great Comfort from this Fellow ; RT 
he hath no drowning Mark upon him ; his Complexion i is 
perfect Gallows. Stand faſt, goed Fate, to his hanging; 
make the Rope of his Deſtiny our Cable, for our own 
doth little Advancage: If he be not born to TIES 
our Caſe 1 is miſerable. [DExit. 
Enter Boatſwain. 44 
f Down with the Top- Maſt: Yare, lower, lower; 
._ her to try with Main-Courſe. A Plague 0 
within. Enter Sebaſtian, Anthenio and Gonzalo. 
„ Howling: They are louder than Weather, 
or ns Office. Yet again? What do-you here? oy we 
give o'er and drown? Have you a Mind to | 
Sebaſ. A pox o' your Throat, you. bang, . 
mcus, uncharitable Dog. | 
Boatſ. Work you then, 
An. Hang Cur, hang, you Whoreſon infilent Noiſe- 
maker; we are leſs afraid to be-drown'd than thou art. 
SGonx. Vil warrant him for drowning, though the Ship 
were no ſtronger than a Nut-ſhell, — as leaky as an un- 
ſtanch'd Wench. 
© Boatſ, Lay her a hold, 2 hold; fer her two Courſes of 
to Sea again, lay her off, . | 
Enter Mariners wet. 
Mar. All loſt! to n to * all loſt! 


Boa 
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Boatſ. What muſt our Mouths be cold? 
— The Ki _ and Prince are at Prayers, let's aun 


them, for our is as theirs. 
Stebaſ. I'm out of Patience. 
Ant. Weare meerly cheated of our Lives by Drankerds. 
This wide-chopt — thou might lye 
drowning the waſhing of ten Tides. 
Gonz. He'll be hang'd yet, 
Though every Drop of Water ſwear againſt it, 
And gape at i to glut him. [.4 confuſed Noiſe within 
Mercy on us. 


We ſplit. we ſplit: Farewel my Wife and Children, 


| Farewel Brother: We ſplit, we ſplit, v we ſplit. 


Ant. Let's all fink with the King. 

Seb. Let's take leave of him. Lair. 

|  Gonz. Now would II give a thouſend Furlongs of Sea 
foran Acre of barren Ground: Long Heath, brown Furze, 

any thing; the Wills above be done, but I would fain die 

2 1 [Erit. 


SCENE II. 


ro Inge {inns exons beet 

| Mira. If by y our Art (my deareſt Father) 1 
Put the wild Waters in this Roar, allay them: 

| The Sky it ſeems would pour down ſtinkin cs. . 

But that the Sea, mounting to th' Welkins 

Daſhes the Fire out, O! I have fuffered 


Wich thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer: A brave Veſſel © 


( bo had, no doubt, ſome noble Creature in her) 
| Daſh'd all to Pieces. Oh! the Cry did knock 
Againſt my very Heart: Poor Souls, they perim d. 


NS Had I been any God of Power, I would - 


Have ſunk the Sea within the Earth, or er 


| Ir ſhould the good Ship fo have ſwallow'd, and | 
The fraughting Souls within her. 


Pro. Be collected; | 
No more Amazement; tell your piteous year, 


| There's no harm done. 


Mira, O wo, the Day! e 
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Pre. No harm. 

1 haye done nothing but in care of thee 

(Ot thee my dear one, thee my Daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence 1 am; nor that I am more or better 
Than Proſſ ero, Maſter of a full poor Cel], 
And thy no greater Father. 
Mira. More to know | 

Did never meddle with thy Thoughts. 
Pro. Tis time 
1 ſhould inform thee farther, Lend thy Hand, 
And pluck my magick Garment from me: $0! 
Lye there my Art. "Wipe thou thine Eyes, have Comfort, 
The direful Spectacle of the Wrack, which touch d 
The very Virtue of Compaſſion in thee, 

I have with ſuch Compaſſion in mine Art 

So ſafely order'd, that there is no Soul. loft, 


6 


No not ſo much Perdition as an Hair 


Betide to any Creature in the Veſſel 
| Which thou heard'ſt cry, which thou Gow tink: Sit gown, | 
For thou muſt now know farther, 
Alira. You have often LE 

| Begun to tell me what I am, but ſtopt, 
And left me to the bootleſs Inquiſition; 
_ Concluding. Stay, not yet. wen 
Pro. The Hour's now come, 
The very Minute bids thee ope thine Ear, 
| Obey, and be attentive. Canſt thou remember 

A time before we came unto this Cell? | 
I do not think thou canſt, for then thou waſt not 
- Out thafe Yes of, + 

Mira. Certainly, Sir, I can. m 

Pro. By what? by any other Houſe, or r Perſon? 
Of any thing the Image, tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy :membrance. 
_ _. - Aire. Tis far oft; 
And rather like a Dream, than an Aſſurance 
That my Remembrance warrants. Had I not 
: Four or ive Women once that tended me? 


Pro, 
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Pro. Thou hadſt. and more, Miranda: But how is it 
That this lives in thy Mind? What ſeeſt thou elſe 

In the dark backward and Abyime of Time? 

If thou remembreſt ought e er thou cam'ſt here, 

How thou cam'ſt here thou may ſt. 

Mira. But that 1 do not. 
Pro Twelve Year ſince, Miranda, twelve Year ſince 
Thy Father was the Duke of Millan, and 
A Prince of Power. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my Father? 

Pro. Thy Mother was a piece of Virtue, and. 

She ſaid thou waſt my Daughter; and thy Father 
Was Duke of Millan, and his only Heir 
And Princeſs ; no worſe iſſu d. 
Mira. O the Heav'ns, 
What foul Play had we that we came from thenee? 
Or bleſſed was't we did? 
Pro. Both, both, my Girl: 
| By foul Play (as thou fayeſt) were we heay'd thence, | 
Bur bleſſedly holp hither. 
Mira. O my Heart bleeds | 
To think o'th' teene that 1 have tarn'd \ you to, | 
Which is from my Remembrance. Pleaſe you, farther. 

Pro. My Brother and thy Uncle, call d — 
I pray thee mark me, that a Brother ſnould 
Be ſo perfidious! He, whom next thy ſelf 
Of all the World I lov'd, and to him put 
The 1 of my State; as at that time 

12 —_— ignories it was the firſt, 

And Proſpero the prime Duke, being fo ted 
In Dignity; and for the Liberal Aſs, a 
Without a Parallel; thoſe being all my Study; 

The Government i caſt upon my Brother, 

And to my State grew Stranger, being tranſported 
And rapt in ſecret Studics. * falſe Uncle—— 
¶Doſt thou attend me)? 
_ © Mira. Sir, moſt wes = 

Fro. Being once perfecte bow to at FEY | 
How to deny them; whom tr og and whom | 
| To traſn for over-topping * created 
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'The Creatures that were mine; I fay, er chang d em, 
Or elſe new form d em; having both the Key 
Of Officer and Office, ſet all Hearts o'th* State 
To what Tune pleas'd his Ear, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princel Trunk, 
And ſuckt my Verdure — on't: Thou attend'ſt not? 
Mira. O good Sir, I (lo. 
Pro. I pray thee mark me: 
1 thus neglecting worldly Ends, all dedicated 
To Cloſcneſs and the bettering of my Mind 
With that which but by being retired i 
Oer-priz d all popular rate; in my falſe Brother 
7 an qa Nature, and my "ng 8 7 I 
ike a arent, ales. of m TTY 
A Ly in its con as great 
As my Truſt was; whi had indeed no Limit, | 
A Confidence fans bound. He being thus Lorded, 
Not only with what my Revenue yieldcd, 
But what my Power might elſe exact; like one . 
Who having into Truth, by telling of it, 
Made ſuch a Sinner of his Memo | 
To credit his own Lie, he did believe 
He was indeed the Duke, out o'th' Subſtitution 
And executing th outward Face of Royalty _ 
With all Prerogative. Hence his Ambition growing 
Doſt thou hear? 
Mira. Your Tale, Sir, would cure Deafneſs. 
Pro. To have no Screen between this Part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for, 8 
Abſolute 3 me, Man, my Li 
Was Dukedom large 14 of temporal Royalties 
He thinks me now incapa le. Confederates 
(So dry he was for Sway) wi' th Sing. Hee 
To give him annual Tribute, do him Ho 
Subject his Coronet to his Crown, and ben 
The Dukedom yet unbow'd (alas your Millan D.. 
To much ignoble ſtooping. 
Mira. Oh the Heay'ns! 


Pro. Mark his Condition, and thi buen, then tell me 
If this might be be a Brother, | . 
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Mira. I ſhould fin, Joh 
To think but nobly 4 my Grand-mother ; 
Good Wombs have born bad Sons. 
Pro. Now the Condition: 
This King of Naples being an Enemy | 
To me inveterate, hearkens my Brothers suit; ; 
Which was, That he in lieu o'th* Premiles, 3 
Of Homage, and I kaow not how much Tribute, | 
Should preſently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedom, and confer fair Millan, 
With all the Honours, on my Brother. Whereon 
A treacherous Army levy'd, one Mid-night, 
Fated to th' Purpoſe, did Authonio 
The Gates of Millan, and i'th* dead of Darkneſs 
The Miniſter for th' Purpoſe n thence 
Me, and thy crying ſelf. 
Mira. Alack for 
1 remembring — 1 * out then 
Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint 
That wrings mize Eyes tot. 
| Pro. Hear a little ther, 


And then T'll bring thee to the eg dußneſß 


Which now's upon's, without the which this Story 
Were moſt impertineut. _ 


Mira. Wherefore did they not 
That Hour deſtroy us? 
Pro. Well 5 we 4] Wench; | 
My Tale provokes that Queſtion. Dear, they dur not; 
So dear the Love my People bore me: Nor ſet 
A Mark fo bloody — the Buſineſs; but. 
With Colours fairer 422 cher foul. Ends. 
la few; they hurry'd us aboard a Bark, 
Bore us ſome Leagues to Sea, where the 3 


A rotten Carcals of a Boat, not ri 


Nor Tackle, nor Sail, nor Maſt; t very Rats 
Inſtinctively had quit it: There they hoiſt us 

To cry to th' Sea that roar'd to us; to ſigh 
To th' Winds, whoſe Pity aghing back 2gzin 

| ad loving . 
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Out of his 


Sit ſtill, and hear the laſt of « our — 
Here in this Iſland we arriv'd, and he 
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Mira. Alack! what Trouble 


Was I then to you? 


Pro. O! a Cherubim 


Thou waſt that did preſerve me: Thou alt ſmile, 


Infuſed with a Fortitude from Heav'n, 


When I have deck'd the Sea with Drops full falt, 
Under my Burthen groan'd, which rais'd in me 


An under ergoing Stomach, to bear up 
Againſt what ſhould enſue. 

Mira. How came we a-ſhore? 

Pro. By Providence divine; 
Some Focd we had, and ſome freſh Water, that 
A noble * Gonzalo, 

rity (Who being then ap ed 

Maſter of this Delign) did give us, wi 


Rich Garments, Linnens, Stuffs, and Neceflaries 
Which ſince have ſteeded much. So of his Gentlenefs, 
Knowing 1 lov'd my Books, he furniſh'd me 
From my own Library, with rm ay that 

I prize above my Dukedom. 


Mira. Would I might 


; But ever ſee that Man. 


Pro.” Now I ariſe, 


Have I, thy School-maſter, made thee more e 

Than other Princes can, that have more Time 

Far vainer Hours, and Tutors not fo careful. 1 85 
Mira. Heav'ns thank you fort. Andnow I ray you, * 

(For ſtill tis beating in my Mind) * „ 

For railing this Sea-ſtorm * 


Po. Know thus far forth, 
By Accident moſt ſtrange, bountiful Fortune 


(Now my dear Lady) bath mine Enemies 
Breught to this Shore: And by my Preſcience 


I find, my Zenith doth depend upon 


A moſt auſpicious Star, whcſe Influence 


If now court not, but omit, my Fortunes 
will ever after droop: Here ceaſe more Queſtions, 


Thou art inclin'd to ſleep, "Tis a good Dulneſs, PER 


The TEMPEST. TT 
And give it way; I know thou canſt not chuſe. 
Come Wy; 3 2 I am ready now, 

A ch, my Ariet. Come. | 

| I mobs | Enter Ariel. 3 

Ati. All hail, great Maſter, grave Sir, hail! I come 

To anſwer thy beſt Pleaſure. Be it to fly; 

To ſwim, to dive into the Fire; to ride = 

On the curd Clouds: To thy ſtrong bidding, task 

Ariel. and all his Quality. 2 

Pro. Haſt thou, Spirit, OI 

Perform'd to point the Tempeſt that I bad thee? 

Ari. To every Article. | | 

I boarded the King's Ship: Now on the Beak, 

Now in the Waſte, the Deck, in every Cabin, 

1 flam'd Amazement. Sometimes IId divide, 

And burn in many Places; on the Top-malt, 
The Yards and Bolt-fprit, would I flame diſtinaly, 
Then meet, and join. Fove's Lightning the Precurſers 
Otth' dreadful Thunder-claps, more momentary 

And Sight out-running were not; the Fire and Cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring, the moſt mighty Neptune 
Seem d to , and make his bold Waves tremble, 

Yea, his dread Trident ſhake. | er 
| Pro, My brave Spirit, 

Who was ſo firm, ſo conſtant, that this Coy! 
Wceuld not iafect his Reafon? 85 
Ari. Not a Soul 3 

* But felt a Feaver of the Mind, and plaid 
3 Some Tricks of Deſperation: All but Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming Brine, and quit the Veſſel, 
Then all a- fire with me: The King's Son Ferdin md 
With Hair up- ſtaring (then like Reeds, not Hair) 
Was the firſt Man that leapt; cry d Hell is empty, 
And all the Divils are here 
Pro. Why that's my Spirit. 
But was nor this nigh Shore? 
Li. Cloſe by, my Maſter. 
Pro. But are they, Ariel, ſafe? 
SJ gems: 
On their ſuſtaining Garments not a Blemiſh, 


— 


But 


IJ o0 bate me a f 
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But freſher than before. And as thou badſt me, 
In Troops I have diſpers d them bout the Iſle: 
The King's Son have I landed by himſelf, 
Whom I left coo > of the Air with Sighs, 
In an odd An the Iſle, and * 
His Arms in t is fad Knot, - 
Fro. Of the King's mo. 
The Mariners, fa he hwy © ou haſt diſpos'd, 
And all the reſt oth? bleet? 
3 Safely | in Harbour, RE "OY" PLL 
1s the King's Ship; in the deep Nook, where once 
Thou call'dſt me up at Midnight, to fetch Dew 
From the ſtill-yext Bermoothes, there ſhe's hid: 
| The Mariners all under Hatches ſtowed, 
Who, with a Charm join'd to their ſuffered Labour, 
J have left aſleep; and for the reſt o'th' Fleet 
(Which I diſpers d) they all have met again, 
And are upon the Mediterranean Flote, | 
Bound ſadly 2 7 eder Ship * 
Sur that they ſaw the 8 wrackt, 
Ps roy Sou — 
Pro. Ariel, thy Charge | 
Exactiy is perform'd; bur there's mere Work: 
What is the re „ 
Li. Paſt the mid Seaſon. 
Pro. At leaſt two Glaſſes: The time twixt fi ad now 
Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſſy. 
_ 1 there more Toil? Since thou doſt give me Pains, 
Let me remember thee what thou haft abtiatens 
Which is not yet perfurm'd me. 
Pro. How now? moodie? 
What ist thou-canſt demand ? 
Ari. My L berty. | 
Pro. Before the time be out? No mark; 
Ani. | prethee 
Remember. 1 have done thee worthy Service; 
Told thee no Lies, made no Mi „. fery'd X 
Inn , or Grumblings; t Careers 


| Year, 


— 


The TEMPEST. 13 


Pro. Doſt thou forget 
From what a Torment 1 did free the? 
Ari. No. 


Fro. Thou doſt; and thinkeſt it much to tread the Oe 
Of the (alt Deep; 
| To run upon the ſharp Wind of the North, 
To do me Buſineſs in the Veins o'th' Earth 
When it is bak d with Froſt. | 
.* - ik. 1 0 hot, Sir. 4 = 
Fro. Thou lift malignant Thi : Haſt thou forgot 
The foul Witch Svcorax, who ug and Envy 
Was grown into a Hoop? Haſt = got her? 
Ari. No, Sir. 
Pro. Thou haſt: where was ſhe born? — tell me, 
Ari. Sir, in Argier. | | 
Pro. Oh, was the fo? I muſt = 
Once in a Month recount what thou haſt been, 
Which thou forgetſt. This damn'd Witch _—_ 
For Miſchiefs manifold, and Sorcerics terrible 
To enter human Hearing, from Argier 4; 
Thou know ſt was baniſh'd: For one thing ſhe 44 


Ii Is this not true? 
Ari. Ay, Sir. 


Fro. This blue-· ey d Hag was hither brought with Child, 
And here was left by bag ew thou my Slave, 


As thou report'ſt thy ſelf, was then her Servant, 
And, for thou waſt a Spirit too delicate 
To act her earthly and abhorrd Commands, 
| Refuſing her grand Heſts, the did confine thee, 
By help of her more potent Miniſters, 

And in her moſt unmitigable Rage, 


Ito a cloven Pine; within which Rift 


Impriſon'd, thou didft painfully remain 
A dozen Years, within which Space ſhe dy'd, | | 
And left thee there: Where thou didſt vent thy Groans 
As faſt as Mill Wheels ſtrike. Then was this Fong 
(Save for the Son that ſhe did litter here 


A freke!'d Whelp, hag-born) not honour'd 2 
A human Shape. L 


Ari, Yes; Caliban her Son, 
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Pro. Dull Thing, I ay ſo: He, that Caliban 
Whom now I keep in Service. Thou beſt know'ft 
What Torment 1 did find thee in; thy Groans 
Did make Wolves howl, and penetrate the Breaſts 
Of ever-angry Bears; it was a Torment | 
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycoraæ 
Could not again undo: It was mine Art, | 
When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that — gape 
The Pine, and let thee out. D 
Ari. I thank thee, Maſter. 

Tro. If thou more murmur'Rt, 1 will rend an Oak 

And peg thee in his knotty Entrails, till 

Thou haſt howl'd away twelve Winters. 
tri. Pardon, Maſter. 
I will be correſpondent te Command, 
And do my Spriting gently. 

Pro. Do ſo: . 
1 will diſcharge the. 
Ari. That's my noble Maſter: 
| What ſhall I do? Say what? What ſhall I do? 

Pro. Go make thy Kilt like to a Nymph o th' Sea 
Fe ſubject to no Sight but mine: Invifible 8 
To every Eye ball elle Go take this Shape, 
And hither come in't: Go hence 


With Diligence. Exit Ati 
Awake, dear Heart awake, thou haſt ſlept 4 
Awake. 1 . 
Mira. The Stran of your Sto 
Heavineſs in me. if a I * 


Pro. Shake it off: Come on, | 

775 well viſit Caliban, ray Slave, who never 
Vields us kind Anſwer.. 3 
Mira. Tis a Villain, Sir, I do not love to look © on. 

Pro. But as 'tis x. | 

We cannot miſs him: He "OR make our Fire, 

Fetch in our Wood, and ſerves Offices * 

That profit us. What hoa! Slave! Caliban? 
Thou Earth thou! ſpeakx. 

_ Call,  (within.) There's Wood enough within, 


Pro. Come forth, I ſay, there's othen Bufineſs for thee: 
Come thou Tortoys, when — 

| | Enter Ariel like a Water-Nymph. 

Fine Apparition; My quaint Ariel, 

Heark in thine Ear. 1 
Ai. My Lord, it ſhall be done. [ Exit. 
Pro. Thou poiſonous Slave, got by the Devil himſelf 
Upon thy wicked Dam; come "* oy 

Enter Caliban. | 
Cal. As wicked Dew, as e'er my Mother bruſnd 
With Ravens Feather from unwholſome Fen, 


Drop on you both: A South - weſt blow on ye, 
And bliſter you all o er. 


Pro. For this, be ſure, to Night thou ſnalt have Cramps, , 


| ide-ſtitches, that ſhall pen thy Breath up, Urchins 
Shall, for that Vaſt of Night that they may work, 
All exerciſe on thee: Thou ſhalt be pinch'd 


| As thick as Hony-comb, each Pinch more Ringing. 
Than Bees that made em. 


Cal. I muſt eat my Dinner; 
This Iſland's mine by Sycorax my Mother, | 
Which thou tak'ſt from me. When thou cameſt firſt | 
Thou ftroak'dſt me, and mad*it much of me; Would' ſt 
Water with Berries in't; and teach me how = 
To name the bigger Light, and how the leſs, 
That burn by Day and Night: And then I lov'd thee, 
And ſhewed thee all the Qualities o the Ifle, 
The freſh Springs, Brine-pirs; barren Place and fertile 
Curs'd be I that I did fo! All the Charms 
Of Sycorax; Toads, Beetles, Bats light on you! 
For I am all the Subjects that you have, 


Which firſt was mine own King: And here you 7 me 


In this hard Rock. vrhiles you do keep from me 
Ihle reſt of the Iſland. 


Pro. Thou moſt lying Slave, 
Whom Stripes may move, not Kindneſs; L have us'd thee 
(Filth as thou art) with human Care, and lodg'd 


| In mine own Cell, till thou didft ſeck to wolte N 
The Honour of my Child. 5 


1 
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Cal. Oh ho, oh ho, would't had been done! 
Thou didſt prevent me, I had peopled elſe 
This Iſle with Calibans. 
Mira. Abhorred Slave; 3 
Which any Print of Goodneſs will not take. 
Being capable of all 11]: I pitied thee, _ 
Took Pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each Hour 
One thing or other: When thou didſt not, Savage, 
Know thine own Meaning; but would'ſt gabble, like 
A thing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy Purpoſes : 
Wich Words that made them known. Rut thy vile Race 
(Tho? thou didſt learn) had that in't, which good Natures | 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 5 
Deſervedly confin'd into this Rock, who hadſt 
 Deferv'd more than a Priſon. „ 
Cal. You taught me Language, and my Profit ont 
1s, I know how to curſe: The Red - plague rid you 
For learning me your Lang 8 5 
Por. EN net 1 
Fetch us in Fewel, and be quick, thou wer't beſt 
To anſwer other Buſineſs: Shrug'ft thou, Malice? 
If thou neglect'ſt, or doſt unwil ly | 
What 1 command, I'll rack thee with old Cramps, 
Fill all thy Bones v. ith Aches, make thee roar, | 
That Beaſts ſhall tremble at thy din. 
Cal. No, pray thee. | 
I muſt obey, his Art is of ſuch Pow'r, 
It would controul my Dam's God Setebus, 
And make a Vaſſal of him. | | 
Pro. So Slave, hence. [Exit Caliban; 
Enter Ferdinand, and Ariel imvijible, playing and ſinging. 
ARIELs SONG. 
Come unto theſe yellow Sands, 
And then take Hands: Es 
Curt ſied when you have, and kiſt, 
| Tout Ry bore and the, and we Sprights Far 
Pool it featly here and there, an Sprights hear 
| 2 1 (Burthen — 


r 
Hark. hark, bough-wawgh : The Watch-Dogs bark, * 
Bough-wawgh. = 

Ari. Hark, hark, 1 hear = 


The Strain of firutting Chant cler, 
_ Cyy — 


5 Fer. Where ſhould this Muſick be ? Pr b Air, or ix Earth? 
It ſounds no more: And ſure it waits upon 

Some God o' th' Iſland; _ on a Bank, 

Weeping again the King my Father's Wreck, 

This Mulic our by by me upon the Waters, 

Allaying both their Fury, and my Paſſion | 

With its ſweet Air: Thence I have follow'd it, 

Or it hath drawn me rather ; but 1 tis gone. 


No, it 0 
4RIE E. SONG. 


Full Fathom five thy Father hes, 
Of his Bones are Coral made: 
© Thoſe are Pearls that were his Eyes, 
/ Nothing of hum that doth fade, © | 
But doth ſuffer a Sea change, rr 
Into ſomething rich, and range. 1-3 w 


Sea Nymphs hourly ring bt is Knell, 
[Burthen: Ding- dong. 


Het now 1 hear them, ding-do-g Bell. 


Fer. The Ditty does remember my drown'd Father; 
This is no mortal Buſineſs, nor no Sound  - 
That the Earth owes: I hear it now above me 
; Pro. The fringed Curtains of thine Eye ——— 
And ſay what thou ſee'ſt yond. 
Mira, What is't. a Spirit? 
Lord, how it looks about Believe. me, Sir, 
It carries a brave Form. But tis a Spirit. 
Pro. No Wench. it cats, and {lceps. and hath fach Senſes 
Ass we have; ſuch. This Gallant which thou ſeeſt 
Was in the Wreck: And but he's ſomething ſtain'd : 
Wirh Grief (that's Beauty's Canker) thou might'ſt call him ; 
A goodly Perſon. He hath loſt his Fellows,  *' 
* . about to find — | Mira. 


wore 


— 3 
7 - « * AN 
# 5 \ 
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Nins. 1 might call bim 
A thing divine, for — natural 
I ever ſaw ſo noble. : 
Pro. It goes on, I fee, | 
As my Soul prompts it: Spirit, fine _ Vil free thee 


Within two Days for this. 


How I ** 


Fer. Moſt ſure the Goddeſs 


| On whom theſe Ayres attend! vouchſafe my Pray'r 
May know if you remain upon this Ifland, 


And that you will ſome good Inſtructien give 
bear me here: My prime Requeſt 


(Which I do laſt pronounce) is, O you Wonder, 


If you be made, or no? 


Mira. No Wonder, Sir, 
But certainly a Maid. 


Fer. My Language! Heav'ns! 


I am the teſt of them that ſpeak this Speech, 


195 Were I but where tis 


| 5 
5 To hear 3 of 1 


——— — — — 


| And his brave Son, bei 


Pro. How? the beſt? 4 
of Naples heard thee? 15 
ng. . am now, that wonders 
d weep: l Gif an 2 
that he does, 1 My felf am N 
ho, with mine Eyes — at Eb) beheld 
The King my Father wrackt., 
Mira. Alack, for Mer 
Fey. Yes faith, and e Lords the Duke of Millan 


Fer. A ſingle thi 


Pro. The Duke of Mi 


: And his more braver Daughter could controll thee, 


If _—_ — — * do't : At the firſt Sight 
T Eyes: Delicate Ariel, 
II ſet — 708 this. A Word, good Sir, . 
I fear you have done your ſelf ſome Wreeg: A Word. 
Mira. Why ſpeaks my Father fo ungently? This | 


Is the third Man that cer I faw; the firſt 
That e er I 


ha for: Pity move my Father | 
To be inclin'd my way. | 
Fer. O, if a Virgin, 


And your Aﬀection not gone \ forth; Th make you. 
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The Queen of Naples. 
Pro. Soft Sir, one Word more. 
They are both in either's Pow'r : But this ſwift Buſineſs | 
I muſt uneaſie make, leſt too light winni 
Make the Prize light. One Word more; I charge thee 
That thou attend me; thou doſt here uſurp 
The Name thou ow'ſt not, and haſt put thy ſelf 
Upon this Iſland, as a Spy. to win it 
From me, the Lord on t. 
Fer. No, as I a Man. 
Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in fuck a Temple 
If the ill Spirit have ſo fair an Houle, 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell with't, 
Pro. Follow me. et 
pPßpeak you not for him: He's a a Traitor. Come, 
Vl manacle thy Neck and Feet together; 
| Sea-water ſhalt thou drink, thy Foud ſhall be 


Ihe freſh-brook Muſcles, wither'd Roots, and Husks 


Wherein the Acorn cradled. Follow. 
oy. No; -:: 
I will refift ſuch Entertainment, till 
* Enemy has . nt 
| He draws, is Sn moving. 
Mira. © PE "a fo 
Make not too raſh a Trial of him; for 
He's gentle, and not fearful. 
Pro. What I ſay, 2 
My Foot my Tutor? Put thy Sword up, Traitor, 
Who mak'ſt a Shew, but dar not ſtrike; thy * 
Is poſſeſt with Guilt: Come from thy Ward, 
For I can here diſarm thee with this Stick, | 
And make thy Weapon 
Mira. Beſeech you, Father. 
Fro. Hence; Hang not on my Garment. 
ra. Sir, have Pity; 
Tl be his Surety. 
Pro. Silence: One Word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What, 
An Advocate for an Impoſtor? Huſh! 
IO think f there are no more ſuch Shapes as he, 


* : 


| Cons. 


. Is much beyond our Loſs; our Hint of Woe 
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(Having ſeen but him and Caliban) fooliſh Wench, 
To th A. of Men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are Angels, 

Mira. My AﬀeCtions 


- Are the moſt humble: I have no Ambition 


To ſee a goodlier Man. 
Pro Come on, obey : 
Thy Nerves are in their Infancy again, 


Abd have 1 


Fer. So they are 


My Spirits, as in a Dream, are all bound up. 
My Father's loſs, the Weakneſs which I feel, 
The Wrack of all my Friends, and this Man's Threats, 
To whom I am ſubdu d, are but light to me, 
Might 1 but through my Priſon once a Dax 
Behold — Maid: All 5 s elſe o 4 Earth 
Let Li make uſe of; Space en 5 
Have I, "ia heck a Vridha... 5 


Pro. It works: Come on. 


Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel: Follow me. 
Hark what thou elſe ſhalt do me. 
Mira. Be of comfort, "ODS 7 
My Father's of a better Nature, Sir, 
Than he appears by Speech: This i is unwoated 
Which now came from him. . 


Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free 


As Mountain Winds; but then exactly do . 


All Points of my Command. 
Ari. To th' S/ llable. | 
e Speak nat for la. [Exennt. 


— — 


ACT 1. SCENE L 


Enter 7 Alonſo, Scbaſtan Anthonio, Genzalo, Adrian, 
Franciſco, and others. 


Eſcech you Sir, be merry: You have e 
(So have we all) of Joy; for our Eſcape 


& 4 


Our Sorrow with our Comfort. 


F 
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he common, every ſome Sailor's Wife, 

The Maſters of 12 — 411 and the Merchant 

Have juſt our Theam of Woe: But for the Miracle, 

8 | mean our Preſervation) few in Millions 

Can ſpeak like us: Then wiſely, good =, weigh 


Alon. Prethee Peace. 
Seb. He receives Comfort like cold Porridge. 
Ant. The Viſitor will not give o'er fo. 
Seb. Look, he's winding up the Watch of his wit; 
By and by it will ſtrike. 
Gon. Sir. Ts 
Seb. On: Tell. | 

Gon. When every Grief is entertain d 
| That's offer d; comes to the Entertainer | | 

Seb. A Doller. 
Gon. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have geben 
truer than you propos d. 
Seb. Lou have taken it wiſelier than I meant you ſhould, 
2 de ere Sjend-thrife he of his Tongue 
Ant. Fie, t a 8 t is he © * 
Alon. 1 ſprethee ſpare. 
Gon, Well, I have done: But. yet— 
Seb. He will be . : 
Ft. Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a good Wager; 
Firſt begins to crowy? | 
Seb. The old Cock. 


. A Matc 


i Rm .... 
Ant. He could not miſot. 


A. It mult needs be of ſubtle, tender, and delicate 
| Temperance 
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Ant. Temperance was a delicate Wench © 


Seb. Ay, and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. 
Adr. The Air breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly. 
Seb. As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. | 
Ant. Or, as twere perfumed by a Fen. | 
Gon. Here is every thing r to Lite. 
Ant. True, fave Means to live. 
Seb. Of that there's none, or little. 
Son. How luſh and luſty the Graſs looks? 
How green? 
Ant. The Ground indeed is twny. 
Seb. With an Eye of green in't. 
Ant. He miſſes not much. 
Seb. No: He does but miſtake the Truth totally. | 
Gon. But the Rarity of it is, which i is indeed almoſt 
n Credit 
Seb. As many voucht Rarities are. 
Son. That our Garments, being (as they were) Jebel 
in the Sea, hold notwithſtanding their Prot Freſhneſs = Glofles, 
being rather new dy'd than ſtain'd with ſalt Water: 
An. If but one of his Pockets ut ſpeak. would i it 
not ſay he lie? 
Seb. 5 or very falſely pocket up his Report. 
Son. Methinks our Gar ments are now as treſh as * 
we put them on firſt in AM ick. at the Marriage of the 
King's fair Daughter Claribel, to the King of Twnis. J 


Seb. Twas a ſweet Marriage, and we proſper well in = | 


our Return. 
Adr. Tunis was never grac'd before with fuch a Para- 2 


gon to their Queen. 

Gon. Not fince Widow Dido's time. 3 
Ant. Widow? a Pox o that: How came chat Widow | 
in? Widow Dido! 1355 
Seb. What if he had ſaid Widower Rus, eo? 
Good Lord, how you take it? 2 
+ Widow Dido, ſaid you? You make me aue of of 

that: She was of Carthage, not of Tunis, 
Gon. This Tunis, Sir, was Carthage. 
Aar. Carthage: " 5 3 
_ Gow L aflure you Carthage ans 


and give it his Son for an Apple. 


* more Iſlands. 


Ant. That fort was well fſh'd 4 


And ride upon their Backs; he trod the Water, 


—— met him: His bold Head 
Bove the contentious Waves hi kept, and oared 


Io th' Shore; that o'er his wave-born Baſis a 
Ass ſtooping to relieve him: I not doubt 
He came alive to Land. i. 
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Ant. His Word is more than the miraculous 
Seb. He hath rais'd the Wall, and Houſes too. 
Ant. What impoſſible matter will he make eaſie next? 
Seb. I think he will carry this Iſland home in his Pocket, 
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Ant. And ſowing the Kernels of it in | the Sea, bring 


_ Gow. Ax. 

Ant. Why in good t time. 

Gon, Sir, we were talking, that our ; Ganneity ſcera | 
now as freſh as when we were at Tunis at ans If 
of your Daughter, who is now Queen. 

Ant. And the rareſt that e er came there. 

Seb. Bate, I beſeech you, Widow Dido. 

Ant. O, Widow Dido? Ay, Widow Dido. 


| Gon. Is not my. Doublet, Sir, as freſh as ths erg Pap 1 | 
wore it? I mean in a ſort. | 


Gon, When I wore it at your Daughter's Mrviags:.. 
Alon. You cram theſe Words into mine Ears — | 
The Stomach of my Senſe. Would I had never 
Married my Daughter there! For coming thence | 


My Sen is loſt, and, in my rate, ſhe too, 


Who is ſo far from Italy removed, 85 
I ner again ſhall ſee her: O thou mine Heir | 


Of Naples and of Millan, what ſtrange rim 
Hath made his Meal on thee? 


Fran. Sir, he may live. 
I aw him beat the Surges under him, 


Whoſe Enmity he flung aſide; and breaſted 0 


Himſelf with his good Arms in Stroke 


Alon. No, no, he's gone 


Seb. Sir, you may thank 8 
Ts would not del our Europe with your — 
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But rather loſe her to an African; 
Where ſhe, at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your Eye; 


8 Who hath Cauſe to wet the Grief ont. 


Alon. Prethee Peace. 


Seb. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwiſe 


By all of us: And the fair Soul her ſelf 
Weigh'd between Leathneſs-and Obedience, at 


Which End the Beam ſhould bow. We have loſt your Sa 


I fear for ever : Millan and Naples have 
More Widows in them of this buſineſs making, 
Than we bring Men to comfort them: 
The Fault's your own. 
An So is the dear'ſt o'th' Loſs. 
Son. My Lord Sebaſtian, 
The Tauch you ſpeak doth lack ſome Gentleneſs 
And Time to ſpeak it in: You rub the Sore = 
When you ſhould bring the 2 
Seb. Very well. | 
Ant. And moſt Chirurgeonly. 
San. It is foul Weather in us all good sri 
When you are cloudy, 
* Foul 1 


Gon. Gn, Hal te Plant of thi Me, my La. 
Aut. He'd ſow't with Nettle-ſced. 

Seb. Or Docks, or Mallows. 
Gon And were the King on't, what would 1 do? 
Seb. Scape being drunk, for want of Wine. Ex 
Son. I'th! Commonwealth I would, by Contreries, 
Execute all things: For no kind of . 
Would 1 admit; no Name 4 
Letters ſhould not be known ; 8 
And uſe of Service, none; —— 115 
Bourn, Bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none; 
No uſe of Metal, Corn, or Wine, or Oyl; | 
No Occupation, all Men idle, all, | 
And Women too; bur innocent and pure; 
R 
Seb. ene 
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| Ant. The latter end of his Commonwealth forgets the 
beginning. | 7 | | 
Son. All things in common Nature ſhould produce 
Without Sweat or Endeavour. Treaſon, Felony, - 
Sword, Pike, Knife, Gun, or need of any Engine 
Would 1 not have; but Nature ſhould bring forth, 
Of its own Kind, all Foyzon, all anna * 
To feed my innocent People. 

Seb. No marrying mong his Subjects? 

Ant. None, Man; all idle; Whores and Knaves. 

Gon. I would with ſuch Perfection n Sir, 
T' excell the Golden Age. 

Seb. Save his Majeſty. 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo. © 
Gon. And do you mark me, sir? 1 8 ets 

Alon. Prithee no more; thou doſt talk nothing to me. 

Gon, I do well believe your Highneſs, and did it to mi- 
niſter Occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch ſenfi- 
ble and nimble Lungs, that they always uſe 3 : 

Am. Ts you we laugh'd . 
Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am nothin 
to you: So you may continue, and laugh at nothing fi 
Ait. What a Blow vras there given? | 
Seb. r | 7 

Son. You are Gentlemen of — Metal; you would 

life the Moon out of her Sphere, if ſhe would continue 


in it five Weeks without chan 4 
Enter Ariel pl . le Muck, = | — 


Seb. We would ſo, — mp go a 22 
Ant. Nay, gosd my Lord be not ae. | 
Sun. No I warrant you, 1 will not adventure my Di- 
— ſo weakly : Will you Rage me . for I am 
ver 75 | 
2. Go ſleep, and hear un. 
Alon. What, all fo ſoon aſleep? wiſh mine Eyes 
Would with themſelves, ſhut up my Thoughts: - 
1 find they are inclin'd to do ſo. 
Seb. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
Do not omit the heavy Offer of it: | 
Vor. I, C . It 


* 
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It ſeldom viſits Sorrow; when it doth, 
1. · is a Comforter. 


_ Int. We two, my Lord, 
Vil guard your Perſon, while you take your Reſt 
And watch your Safety, 
Alon. Thank you: Wondrous heavy. 
but Seb. and Ant. 
Seb. What a ſtrange Desde poſſeſſes them 
Ant. It is the Quality o th Climate. 
_ Seb. Why 


Doth it not then our - lids fink? I find not 
My ſelf diſpos'd to ſleep 


Ant. Nor I, my — are nimble: 
They fell together 74 as by Conſent 
They drept, as by a Thunder: ſtroke. What might; 
Worthy Sebaftian——O, what might no more. 
And yet, methinks I fee it in thy Face, 
What thou ſnouldſt be: The Occaſion ſpeaks thee, and 
Ny ſtrong Imagination ſees a Sn 
—_ ing upon thy Head. 9 
: What, art thou waking? | 
he Do you not hear me ek? 
Seb. I do; and ſurely 
It is a ſleepy Language, and thou { peaklt 
Out of the Sleep: eue is it thou datt «A 
7 a ſtrange Repoſe, to be * | 
With Eyes wide o Standing, peakin moy 
And — ſo faſt * * = 
pts Noble — 
Thou let'ſt thy Fortune ſleep; die rather: Winkeln 
Whilſt chou art waking. 
Seb. Thou doſt ſnore diſtindtly; 


92 There's Meaning in thy Snores. 


Ant. 1 am more ſerious than my Cuſtom. You 
Muſt be fo too, if you heed me; which to > 
Troubles thee oer. | 
Seb. Well: Il 2m ſtanding Water. 
Ant. Ul teach you how to flow, 
Seb Do ſo: To ebb n 


- Hereditary Sloth inſtructs me. 


. 


By their own Fear or Sloth. 


Ten Leagues beyond Man's Life; ſhe that from Naples 5 


| Whereef, what's l in logge, what to ce 


_ *Tis true, my Brother's Daughter's Queen of Tunis, 
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Anz. O! ; | 
If you but knew how you the Purpoſe cheriſh, 
Whilſt thus you mock it; how in ſtripping it 
You more inveſt it: Ebbing Men, indeed, 
Moſt often do fo near the Bottom run, | - 


Seb. Prethee ſay on, 
The ſetting of thine Eye and Check procly m 
A Matter from thee; and a Birth, indeed, 
Which throws thee much to yield. 
Ant. Thus Sir: 
Although this Lord of weak Remembrance; this 
Who ſhall be of as little Memory 


When he is earth'd, hath here almoſt perſuaded 


(For he's a Spirit of Perſuaſion, only 
Froleſſes to perſuade) the King his Son's alive; 
Tis as impoſlible that he's undrown'd, 


As he that ſleeps here, — 2 


Seb. J have no Hope 


That he's undrown'd. 


Ant. O, out of that no Hope, _ 3 1 
What great Hope have you? No Hope th that way, is Caged 1 
Another way ſo high an Hope that eren | 
Ambition cannot pierce a Wink beyond, 

But doubt Diſcovery there. Will you grant, with me; 
That Ferdinand is drown 4? 4 
Seb. He's gone | 
Ant. Then tell me who's the next Heir of Naples? 
Seb. Claribel. 


Ant. She that is . of Tunis; ſhe that dwells 


Can have no Note, unleſs the Sn were Poſt, 


The Man i'th' Moon's too flow, till new- born Chins 5 
Be rough, and razorable; ſhe from whom | 


We all were Sea-{wallow'd, tho ſome caſt again, 
And by that Deſtiny to perfom an Ad; 


In yours, and my Diſcharge—— © Ty 
Seb. What Stuff is this? How ſay you? 5 


„„ Sd 
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So is ſhe Heir of Naples, wirt which Regions 

There is ſome Space. 

Ant. A Space whoſe ey ry Cubit 

seems to cry out, How ſhall that Claribel 
Meaſure us back by Naples? keep in Tunis, 

And let Sebaſtian ke. Say, this were Death _ 

That now hath ſeiz d them, why they were no worſe 
Yi Than now they are: There be that can rule Naples + 
| As well as he that ſleeps; Lords, that can _ | 
78 As amply, and unneceſlarily - 
1 As this Gonzalo; I my ſelf could make 
4] A Chough of as deep Chat; O, that you bore 

Cr The Mind that I ye what a Sleep were this 
7 For your Advancement? Do you naderſtand me? 

1 | 00. Methinks Ido. 
An. And how does your Content hes 
Tender your own good Fortune? 
Seb. I remember 

| Tou did ſupplant your Brother Proſpero: 

173 Am. Frue: 

__ And look how well my 7 VE DRPE LILLY 5: ant 
by 1 Much Geak then katy j 4 Fail ut I 
: I Were then my Fellows, now they are my Men. 

Seb. But for your Conſcience. 

An. Ay, Sir; where lyes that? If ? were a Kybe 
u ould put me to my Slipper: But I feel not 

1 This Deity in my Boſom. Twenty Conſciences 

| - That: twixt me and Millan, candied be they, 

4 And melt Cer they moleſt. Here lyes your Brother; ; 
No better than the. Earth he lyes _. 

If _ If hom es IS be that's dend; 
|  __ Whom I with this obedient Steel, — — a of it, 

Quan lay to Bed for ever: Whilſt you doing * . 

To the perpetual Wink for ay might put 
This ancient Morſel, this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our Courſe. For all the reſt 
They'll take Suggeſtion, as a Cat laps Milk; _ 
| They 7 1 tell the 5A and 
We 7 * the Hour. 
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Seb. Thy Cafe, dear Friend, 
Shall be my Prefident: As thou got'ſt Millan, 


29 


Ill come by Naples. Draw thy Sword, one TP 4 


Shall free thee from the Tribute which thou Pet. 
And I the King ſhall love thee. 
Ant. Draw together: 
And when I rear my Hand, Sw; 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 
Seb. O, but one Word. | 
Egner Ariel with Muſick aul Song... 

1. My Maſter through his Art foreſces the 
That you, his Friend, are in; and ſends me forth 
pg elſe his Project dies) to keep them living. 

[Sings in Gonzalo's Ears 
- While you here do Soaring RO 
Open-ey'd Conſpiracy 
2 247 "oy _ 
e yon keep a Care, 
A bake off Slumber ? Slumber, and bewar fe. 

Awake, awake. 2 
ne. Then let us both be lden. V5 

Gon. Now, good Angels preſerve. the bog, IP 


- 


wake. 


Alen. Why how now ho? awake? 4 are you drawn? 


Wherefore this ghaſtly Looking ? | 
_ Gon. What's the Matter? 

Seb. While we ſtood here ſecuring your R. ole, E 
Even now we heard a hollow Burſt et bello ring 
Ike Bulls, or rather Lions; did't not wake * | 
It ſtrook mine Ear moſt terribly. _ 

Alon, I heard nothing. 


Ant. O, das a Din to fright a Monſter's Ear 


To make an Earthquake: Sare it was the Roar 
Of a whole Herd of Lions. 
Alen Heard you this, Gonzalo? 


Son. Upon mine Honour, Sir, I heard a Hummine; 
And that a ſtrange one too, which did awake me! 


I ſhak'd you, Sir, and cry'd, as mine Eyes open d, 
I ſaw their Weapons drawn: There was a Noiſe, 


Thar's verily, *Tis beſt we 85 upon our Guard; 
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Or that we quit this Place; let's draw our Weapons. 
Alon. Lead off this Ground, e i 

For my poor Son. i 
Son. Heavns keep him from theſe Beaſls: ; 
For he is ſure i'th* Iſland. © 

Alon. Lead away. 

vi. Proſpero. my Lord. ſhall know what I have done: 
So, King, go lafely on to ſeek thy Son. [ Exeunt. 


b SCENE . 


Enter Caliban wit @ Burden 7 t e 
Thunder heard. 


* Cal. All the lafections that the 9 ſucks up 
From Bogs, Fens, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him 5 
By Inch- meal a Diſeaſe: His Spirits hear me, 

And yet I needs muſt curſe. But they'll not pinch, | 

_ Fright me with Urchin Shews, pitch me i! th _, z 

Nor lead me, like a Fire-brand, in the Dark 

Out of my way, unleſs he bid em; but 

For every trifle are they ſet upon me; 

| Sometime like Apes, that moe and chatter at me, 

And after bite me; then like Hedge-hogs, which 

_ Lye tumbling in my Bare-foot-way, an mouut 

Their pricks at my Foot · fall; ſometime am 1 

All wound with Adders, who with cloven To 

Do hiſs me into Madneſs. Lo! now! lo! 

Enter Trinculo. 

Here comes a Spirit of his, and to torment me, 

For bringing Wood in flowly: I'll fall flat, 

Perchance he will not mind me. 

Tri. Here's neither Buſh nor Shrub to ber off any Wea- 
ther at all, and another Storm brewing; I hear it ſing 
'i'th' Wind: Yond fame black Cloud, yond huge one, 
looks like à foul Bumbard that would ſhed his Liquor. 
If it ſhould Thunder as it did before, I know not where 
to hide my Head: Yond ſame Cloud cannot chuſe but 


fall by Pailfuls. What have we here, a Man or a Fiſh? I 


dead I alive? A Fiſh; he ſmells like a Fiſh: A very an- 


dient and fiſh-like Smell, A Kind of, not of the neweſt, Y 


vt | „ 


— 


f. 


Genn and & hal be 
: breathes at his Noſtrils. 
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Poor Fohn: A firange Fiſh; were L in England now, as 
once I was, and had but this Fiſh painted, not an Holy- 
day- fool there but would give a piece of Silver; there 
would this Monſter make a Man; any ſtrange Beaft 


there makes a Man; When they will not give a Doit to 
relieve a lame Beggar, they will lay out ten to ſee a dead 


Indian. Leg'd like a Man! and his Fins like Arms! warm - 
o my troth; I do now let looſe my Opinion, hold it no 
lon ; this i is no Fiſh, but an 1Qander, that hath lately | 
fi a by a Thunder. bolt, Alas! the Storm is come a- 


ain. My beſt way is to creep under his Gaberdine: 
ere is 5 other Shelter hereabout ; Miſery acquaints a 


Man with ſtrange Bedfellows: 1 will here ſhrowd ill | 
the. Drop of 190; raps — 


Enter St 


o ſinging. 
Ste. I ſhall uo more to Sea, to 4 here fall I die «lon. 
This is a very ſcurvy Tune to ſing at a Man s : 
Funeral : Well, here's my Comfort. 8 


Sings. The Moſler, the Swakber, the bafn and 1, 


= The Gunner, and his Mate, 


Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marrian and Margery, 


But none of us car d for Kate; 
For ſhe * Tang, 
Would cry to a Sailor go hang 

She loud not the Sat of Tar mor of " # 


Yet 4 Taylor might jcratch her where &er ſhe a. 
Then to Sea, Boys, and let her go *. | 


This is a ſcurvy Tune too: he 
But here's my Comfort. Prints. 


Cal. Do not Torment me: Oh! 
Ste. What's the Matter? 25 
Have we Devils here? 


Do you put Tricks upon 's with "+ and Men of > 
Inde? ha? I have not ſcap'd drowning to be afraid now 
of your four Legs; for it hath been ſaid, ne a Man 


as ever went on four . cannot m 


_ Cat. The * torments me: Oh! 


cy 5 Ste. 


him 
ſo again, While wales 
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Ste. This is fome Monſter of the Iſle, with four Legs; 


* 


who has got, as I take it, an Ague: Where the Devil 


ſnould he learn our ? I will give him ſome Re- 
Hef, if it be but for that: If I can recover him, and 


| keep him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a Pre- 
ſent for any Emperor that ever trod on Neats-Leather. 

Cal. Do not Torment me, prethee; I'll bring my 
Wood home faſter. 


Ste. He's in a Fit now; and does not talk after the 


Wiſeſt: He ſhall taſte of my Bottle. If he have never 
drunk Wine afore, it will go near to remove his Fit: If 


I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take 
too much for him; he ſhall pay for him that hath him, 


and that ſoundly, 


Cal. Thou doſt me yet but little Hurt; thou wilt a- 


— 


non, I know it by thy Trembling: Now Proſper works 


upon thee. | , 
Ste. Come on your ways; open your Mouth; here is 
that which will give Language to you, Cat; open your 
Mouth; this will ſhake your ſhaking, I can tell you, and 


that ſound'y: You cannot tell who's your Friend; open Y 


your Chaps again. 
Tri. I ſhould know that Voice: | 

It ſhould be—— "oY ft by 
But he is drown'd; and theſe are Devils; O! defend me. 
Ste. Four Legs, and two Voices; a moſt delicate Mon- 


ſter: His forward Voice now is to ſpeak of his Friend; 


his backward Voice is to utter foul Speeches, and to de- 


tract. If all the Wine in my Bottle will recover him, I 


will help his A e: Come! Amen ! I will pour ſome in 


thy other Mouth, 
Tri. Stephano. 


Ste. Doth thy other Mouth call me? Mercy! Mercy! = 
This is a Devil, and no Monſter: I will leave him; I have 


no long Spoon. 


Vi. Stejhano: If thou beeſt Stephano, touch me, and | 
yok to me; for I am Trinculo; be not afraid, thy good 
Fri | —"W The 


end Trmeulo, 


Ste. If thou beeſt Trinculo, come forth, III pull thee 


by the leſſer Legs: If any be Triaculo's Legs, * are 


** * 
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they. Thou art very Triaculo indeed: How cam'ſt thou 
to be the Siege of this Moon-calf ? Can he vent Trin- 
culos? 

Tri. I took him to be kill d with a Thunder- Stroke; | 
But art thou not drown'd, Stephans? I hope now thou 
art not drown'd: Is the Storm over-blown ? I hid me 


under the dead Moon-calf's Gaberdine, for fear of the 


Storm: And art thou living Stephano? 0 Stephano, two 

Neapolitans ſcap d? : 

Ste. Prethee do not turn me about, wy Stomach is not 

a be hi and if th be rights: 
ne . ngs, if they be not Sp 

That's a brave God, and bears C * —— 


kneel to him. 


Ste. How didſt thou ſcape? 
How cam'ſt thou hther? | | 
Swear by this Bottle how thou cam'lt hither: 1 cſeap'd 
upon a Butt of Sack, which the Sailors heav'd o'er-board, 
by this Bottle! which I made of the Bark of a Tree, with 
mine own Hands, ſince I was caſt a-ſhore, - 
Cal. Vil ſwear, upon that Bottle, to be thy true Sub- 
je&; for the Liquor i is not carthly. | 
Ste. Here: Swear then how thou eſcap'dft. | 
| Tri. Swom a-ſhore, Man, like a Duck; I can ſwrim * 
2 Duck, Ill be fworn. 
Ste. Here, kiſs the Book. | 
= pact like a Duck, chow art made like 
a G | | 
Tri. O Stephano, haſt any more of this? 
Ste. The whole Butt, Man; my Cellar is in © Rock by 
th' Sea-fide, where my Wine is hid: 


How now, Moon- calf, how does thine Ague? 


Cal. Haſt thou not dropt from Heay'n? 1 
Ste. Out o th Moon, I do aſſure thee. I was the Man : 


in th? Moon when time was. 


Cual. | have ſeen thee in her; and 1 do adore thee: My 


Miſtreſs ſhew'd me thee, and thy Dog, and thy Buſh. 


Ste. Come ſwear to that; kiſs the Book: 1 will furaiſh 
it anon with nem Contenu: Swear. 


cs 25 Tri, 
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Tri. By this good Light, this is a very ſhallow Monſter 5 
I afraid 6. him? a very ſhallow Monſter: 
The Man i'th* Moon? 
A moſt poor credulous Monſter : 
Well drawn, Monſter, in good ſooth. | 
Cal. III ſhew thee every fertile Inch o th ile; and a 
will kiſs thy Foot: I prithee be my God. 

Tei. By this Light, a moſt — and drunken 
Monſter; when his God's aſleep he'll rob his Bottle. 
Cal. II kiſs thy Foot. I'll ſwear my ſelf thy Subject. 

Ste. Come on then; Down, and ſwear. 
Di. I ſhall laugh m ſelf to Death at this Puppy-head- 


ed Monſter: A molt Monſter: I could find in my 
Heart to beat him. 
Ste. Come, kiſs. 
Vi. But that the poor Monſters in ink: 
An abominable Monſter, 


Cal. Fl chew thee the beſt "WRAY Il viack thee Ber 
ties; I'll fiſh for thee, and ger thee Wocd enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that I ſerve; | 
 _ Pit bear him no more Sticks, but follow thee, thou won- 
drous Man. | 
Ti. A moſt ridiculous Monſter, to make a Wonder of 
M ou 3 
2 rethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow, 
nd 1 I wit my long Nails w n dip thee Pig-nuts; ſhow 
_ thee a Jay's Neſt, and inſtruct thee how to ſnare the nim- 
ble Marmazet; III bring thee to cluſtring Filberds, and 
ſometimes Ill get thee young Scamels from the Rock. 
Wilt thou go with me? 5 þ 
Ste. I prethee now lead the way without any more 
talking. Trizeulo, the King and all our Company elſe de- 
ing drown'd, we will inherit here; here, bear my Bor- 
be; Fellow Trinculo, we'll fil him by IFRS. 
 Calban ſings — 
| | Farewel, Maffer; farewel, farewel, 
Tri. A howl'ng Monſter; a drunken Monkter, 
"3: No more Dams I'll make for Fiſh, 
Nor fetch in firing at requiring 
Nor ſcrape . nor waſh Diſh 
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Ban, Ban, Cacahhban | A 
_ Ha: a new Maſter, get a new Man. 
Freedom, h-y-day, hey-day Freedom, rn heyday 
Freedom. 
| _ O brave Monſter, lead the + M [ Exennt. 


—— 


ACT 10. SCENE * 


Enter Ferdinand, bearing a Log. 


Fer. Tune be ſome Sports are painful, and their Labour 
| Delight in them ſets off: Some kinds of — 
Are nobly undergone, and moſt poor Matters N 
Point to rich Ends; this my mean Task 
Would be as heavy to me, as odious, but 

The Miſtreſs which 1 ſetve, quickens what's dead, 

And makes my Labours Pleaſures: O ſhe is 
Ten times moi e 2 than her Father's crabbed; 

And he's compos'd of Harſhneſs. I muſt remove 
Some ce + theſe Logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a fore Injunction; my ſweet Miſtreſs 
Weeps when ſhe ſees me work, and ſays ſuch Baſeneſs 
Had never like Executor; I forget; 
But theſe ſweet Thoughts do even refreſh my Labcurs, 
Moſt buſie leaft, when I do ir. 

Enter Miranda, and Proſpero at a Diſtance unſem. 

_ Mira. Alas, now pray you, 
Work not ſo hard; I would the Lightning had 
Burnt up thoſe Logs that thou'rt enjoin'd to pile: 
Pray ſet it down, and reſt you; when this burns 
Till weep for having weary'd you; my Father 
Is hard at S udy, pray now reſt your ſelf, 
He's ſafe for theſe three Hours. 
Fe'éer. O moſt dear Miftrels, 
The Sun will ſer before 1 ſhall * 

What I muſt ſtrive to do. 

n If you'll fir down; 

a your the while. Pra ve me that,” 
II carry "i to 0 the Pi 76 
Fer, 
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Fer. No, precious Creature, 
I had rather crack my Sinews, break my Back, 
Than you ſhould ſuch Diſhonour 9 
While I fit lazy by. 
Mira. It — become me, 
As well as it does you; and I ſhould do it 
With much more Eaſe; for my Good-will i is to it. 
And yours it is 2gainſt. 
Pro. Poor Worm, thou art infected, 
This Viſitation ſhews it. | 
Mira. You look wearily. | 
Fe'ẽr. No, noble Miſtreſs, tis freſh Morning with me, 
When you are by at Night. I do beſeech you, 
Chiefly that I 1 ſet it in my 
What is your Name? N 
Alira. Miranda. O my Father, 
I ébave broke your Heſt - ſay is. 
Fer. Admir'd Miranda! INS 
Indeed the Top of Admiration, worth 
What's deareſt to the World; full many a Lady 
I have ey d with beſt Regard, and many a tine 
Thb Harmony of their Tongues hath into Bondage 
Brought my too diligent Ear; for renal Virtues. 
Have I Uk d ſeveral Women, never an 
With ſo full Soul, but ſome Defect in 
Did quarrel with the nobleſt Grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put it to the Foil. But you, O you, 
o perfect, and ſo peerleſs, are created 
Of every Creatures beſt. 5 
Alira. 1 do not know | : Is 
One of my Sex; no Woman's Face remember, 7 
Save, from my Glaſs, mine own; nor have 1 ſeen 
More that 1 may call Men; than you good Friend, 
And my dear Father; how Features are abroad 
I am ckilleſs of; but by my Modeſty, 
The Jewel in my Dower, I would not wiſh 
Any Companion in the World but you; 
Nor can Imagination form a Shape, | 
Beſides your ſelf, to like of; but I prattle 


— too wildly, and my Father's 3 


— — — 
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I therein do forget. 
Fer. I am, in my Condition, 2 

A Prince, Miranda, 1 do think a King; 

I would not fo, and would no more endure 

This wooden Slavery, than to ſuffer 

The Fleſh-flie blow my Mouth. Hear my Soul ſpeak; 
The very inſtant that I ſaw you, did 

My Heart fly to your Service, there reſides 

To make me Slave to it, and for _ ſake 

Am I this patient Log- man. 

Mira. Do you love me? 

Fer. O Heay'n, O Earth, bear Witneſs 8 
And crown what I profeſs with kind Event, 
If I ſpeak true; if hollowly, invert 
| What beſt is boaded me, to Miſchief; I, 

Beyond all limit of what elſe i th World, 

Do love, prize, honour vou. 

Mira. I am a Fool 
To we ere 

Pro. Fair Encounter 
Of two moſt rare Affections! Heav'ns rain Grace 
On that which breeds between em. 

Ter. Wherefore weep you? 
| Mira. At mine Unworthinefs, that dare not offer 
What I deſire to give, and much leſs take 
What I ſhall die to want: But this is tritling. 
And all the more it ſeeks to hide it ſelf, TIES 
The bigger Bulk it ſhews. Hence baſhful Cunning, 
And prompt me plain and holy Innocence. 
I am your Wife, if you will marry me; 
If not, I'll dye your Maid: To be your Fellow 
| You may deny me; but Il be your Servant, 
Whether you will or no. 
Fer. My Miſtreſs, deareſt, 

And 1 thus humble ever. 

Mira. My Husband then? 
Fer. Ay, with a Heart ſo 


As Bondage e er of Freedom; —.— Hand. 


Mira And mine, wich my Heat int, and nom hee: 
-Till ball an Hour hence: 


Fer. 
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Fer. A thouſand, thouſand. [ Exerm 
Pro. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Who are pc d with all; but my reJoycing 
— For per can be more. I'll to my Book, 
et e er Supper-time muſt 1 perform 15 | 
h Buſineſs appertaining. Exit. 
SCENE II. 
Enter Caliban, Stephano and Trinculo. 

Ste. Tell not me; when the Butt is out we will drink 
Water. not a drop before; therefore bear up, and board 
em, Servant Monſter; drink to me. 

Trin. Servant Monſter! the Folly of this Iſland! they 

ſay there's but five upon this Iſle; we are three of them, 
if the other two be brain d like us, the State totters. 
Ste. Drink, Servant Monſter, when I bid thee ; thy 

Eyes are almoſt ſet in thy Head. 

Irin. Where ſhould they be ſet elſe; he were a brave 

Monſter indeed if they were ſet in his Tail. 1 

Ste. My Man-Monſter hath drown'd his Tongue "= 
Sack; for my Part the Sea cannot drown me. I fvam, 
_ er I could recover the Shore, five and thirty Leagues, 
off and on; by this Light thou ſhalt be =wF Licutcnant, 

Monſter, or my Standard. | 

Trin. Your Lieutenant, if you lit, he's no Standard. 

Ste. We'll not run, Monſieur Monſter. 

Trin. Nor go neither; but you'll lye like Dogs, and yet 


Gy nothing neither. 


de. Moon-calf, ſpeak once in thy Life, if thou beeſt a 
Moon-calf. 
Cal. How does thy Honour ? Let me lick thy Shooe; 
I u not ſerve him, he is not valian'” | 
Tin. Thou lieſt, moſt ignorant Monſter, I am in caſe 
to juſtle a Conſtable; why, thou deboſh'd Fiſh, thou, was 
there ever Man a Coward, that hath drunk fo r 
Sack as I to Day? wilt thou tell me a monſtrous Lie, be- 
ing but half a Fiſh and half a Monſter? | 
Lend Lo, how he mocks me: wür thou let him, my 


— 


| Tris, 
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Trin. Lord, quoth he! that a Monſter ſhould be fuck | 
a Natural! | 
Cal. Lo, lo, again; bite him to Death, I prethee. 
Ste. Trinculo, keep a good Tongue in TT Head; if 
you prove a Mutineer, the next Tree — the poor Mon- 
ſter's my Subject, and he ſhall not ſuffer Indignity. | 

Cal. | thank my noble Lord. Will thou be pleas'd t to 
hearken once again to the Suir ] made to thee? 

Ste. Marry will I; kneel and repeat it; 

I will ſtand, and ſo ſhall Trinculo. 

Cal. As I told thee before, 1 am Subject to a Tyrant, 
A Sorcerer, that by his Cuaning hath cheated me 
: ny 9 Iſland. | 

Thou lieſt; | 
2 Theu lieſt, thou jelting Monkey thou; 
I would my valiant Maſter would deſtroy thee; 
I do not lie. 
Ste. Trinculo if you trouble him any more in's Tate, 
5 By this Hand, I will ſupplant ſome of your Teeth. LOSS 

Trin. Why, I faid nothing. | 
Ste. Mum then, and no more; proceed. 

Cal. I fay by Sorcery he got this Iſle, 

From me he got it, If thy Greatneſs will 
Revenge it on him, for I know thou ark, 

But this Thing dare not. 

Ste. That's molt certain. | 

Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, and Il ſerve thee. 

Ste: How now ſhall this be _— 7 a 
Canſt thou bring me to the Party? 

Cal. Yea, yea, my Lord, It yield him thee alley; 

Where thou may'ſt knock a Nail into his Head. 

Ari. Thou lieſt, thou canſt not. 

Cal. Whata pyde Ninny'sthis ? Thou ſcurvy Parch! 

| I do beſeech thy Greatneſs give him Blows, 
Ard take his Bottle from him; when that's gone 

He ſhall drink nought but Brine, for Vl not der u 
Where the quick Freſhes are. 

Ste. Tymculo, run into no further Danger: 

laterrupt the Monſter one Word — and by a" 
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oy rurn my Mercy out o' Doors, and make a Stock-fſh 
of t 
Trin. Why, what did 17 I did nothing; 
I'll go no further off. 
| Ste. Didſt thou not ſay he ly'd . 

Ari. Thou lieſt. 

Ste. Do I fo? Take thou that. [Beats him. 
As you like this, give me the Lie another time, | 
1 Thin. did not give thee the Lie; out o your Wits and 
Hearing too? 

A pox o your Bottle, this can Sack and Drinkin do: 
A murrain on your Monſter, and the Devi e your 
Fingers 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha. 

Ste, Now forward with your Tale prethes ſtand kur- 
ther off. 

Cal. Beat him enough; after a litle tie : 

8 | Tm beat him too. $4 | 

Ste. Stand further; come, | 5 
Cal. Why, as 1 told thee, tis a Cuſtom with him 
'Vth' Afternoon to ſleep; there thou may'ſt brain him, 
Having firſt ſeiz'd his Books! or with a has 
Batter his Skull, or paunch him with a Stake, 

Or cut his Wezand with thy Knife, Remember 
Firſt to poſſeſs his Books; tor without them 
He's but a Sot, as I am; nor hath not 

One Spirit to command. They all do hate him 

As roetedly'as I. Burn but his Books; 

He has brave Utenſils, for ſo he calls them, 

Which when he — an Houſe, he'll — withal, 
And that moſt deeply to conſider, is 

The Beauty of his — — z be himſelt 

Calls her a Non-pareil: I never ſaw a Woman 

But only Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe; 

But the as far ſurpaſſes Sycorax 

As greateſt does the] 


84 1 fo bros Laſh? 
Ay, Lor e wi come th Bad, I warrant; | 
And bring the forth brae Brood. , 


8 
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Ste. Monſter, 1 will kill this Man: His Daughter and 1 
will be King and Queen, ſave our Graces: and ny 
and thy ſelf ſhall be Vice-Roys. 
Doſt thou like the Plot, Trinculo ? 
Trin. Excellent. 
Ste, Give me t „ I am forry 1 beat thee: 5 
But while thou liv' k a good Tongue in thy Head, | 
Cal. Within this half Hour will he be aſleep; 
Wilt thou deſtroy him then? 
Ste. Ay, on my Honour. | 
Ari. This will 1 tell my Mafter. 
2 Thou mak'ſt me merry; I am full of Pleaſure 
Let us be jocund. Will you troul the Catch 
You taught me but whileare ? 
Ste. At thy Requeſt, Monſter, I will do Reaſon, : 
And Reaſon: Come on, Trineuls let us ſing. LS | 
Flous am and thout em; and about em, — mn, 
Thought is free, 
_ Cal, That's not the Tune, 5 
[Ariel plays the Tune « on 4 Tube and | Pipe 
gde. What is this lame? _ 
Vin. This is the Tune of our Cate; plaid by the Pi- 
ture of No- body. 
Ste. If thou be a Man, ewe th * in thy Likeneſs 
If thou be'ſt a Devil, take'r as thou li 
Trin. O forgive me my Sins. 
Ste. gon that dies pays all Debts: I defie thee; 
Merc n us! 
0 y 1 thou afraid? | 
Ste. No, Monſter, not 1. 
Cal. Be not afraid; the Iſle is full of Noiſes, 7 
Sounds, and ſweet Airs, that give delight, and hurt not. 


Sometimes a thouſand twangling Inſtruments 


Will hum about mine Cars; and ſometimes Voices, 
That if 1 then had wak'd after long 1575 
Will make me ſleep again; and then in dreaming, 
= Th 8 methought would open, and ſhew lebe! 
eady to drop upon me, that when 1 mes 
d to dream _ | 


165 
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Ste. This will prove a brave Kingdom to me, 
Where I ſhall have my Muſick for nothing. 

Cal. When Proſpero is deſtroy d. 

Ste. That ſhall be by and by: 
I remember the Story. 

Trin. The Sound is going away ; 
Let's follow it, and after do our Work. 
Ste. Lead, Monſter; 3 

We'll follow. 1 would I could ſee this Taborer: 
He lays it on. | 

Trin. Wilt come? 


ren bee, 
S C EN E I. 


p Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian; 
Franciſco, cc. 8 


Sen. Ry'r lakin, I can go no further, Sir, 


| My old Bones ake: Here's a Maze trod indeed 
Through Forth rights and Meanders: By your Patience, 

I needs muſt reſt we. E | 
Alon. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am my ſelf attachd with Wearinels 
To th' dulling of my Spirits; fit down and reſt; 
Even here I will put off my Hope, and keep it 
No longer for my Flatterer: He is drown'd, 

_ Whom thus we ſtray to find, and the Sea mocks 
Our fruſtrate Search on Land. Well, let him go. 
Ant. I am right glad that he's ſo out of Hope. 

Do not, for one Repulſe, forego the Purpoſe 

That you reſolv'd reffect, . 
Ses. The next Advantage will we take throughlys 
nt. Let it be to Night; 5 
For, now they are oppreſs d with Travel, they 

Will not, nor cannot uſe ſu h V gilance 

As when they are freſh, 


— 


8 


And I'll be ſworn 'tis true. Travellers ne er did lie, 
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Solemn and ſtrange Mu/ick, and Proſpero en the Top invi- 
ſible, Enter af, ſtrange Shapes, bringing in a Ban- 

Aut; and dance about it with gentle Acłions of Salutation, 
and inviting the King, &c. to eat, they depart. 


Seb. I fay to Night: No mere. ] 
Alon. What Harmony is this? My good Friends, bark! } 
Gon. Marvellous ſweet Muſick! 
Alon. Give us kind Keepers, Heav'n; what are theſe? 
Seb. A living Drollery. Now I will believe 
That there are 8 that in Arabia | N 
There is one Tree, the Phernix Throne, one Phoenix = 
At this Hour reigning there. | TY 
Ant I'll believe both: 
And what does elſe want Credit, come to me. 


Though Fools at home condemnm em. 

Son. If in Naples 
1 ſhould report this now, would they believe me? 
If I ſhould fay I aw ſuch Iſlanders: 

(For certes theſe are People of the Iſland) 

Who tho? they are of monſtrous Shape, yet note 
Their Manners are more gentle, kind, than of 
Our human Generation you ſhall find l 

Many, nay, almoſt any. 1 

Pro. Honeſt Lord, | 5 1 

| Thou haſt ſaid well; for ſome of you there preſent | 

Are worſe than Devils. 

| . 2 Lr too much 2 A 

ach Shapes, ſuch Geſture, and ſuch Sou expreſ 
Albough they want the uſe of Tongue, a kind M- 
Of excellent dumb Diſcourſe, 

Pro. Praiſe in departing. 
Fran. They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 
' _ Seb, No matter, ſince 

They have left their Viands behind; for we have Stomachs. 

Wilt pleaſe you taſte of what i is here? 

Alon. Not I. 

Gon. Faith Sir, you need not . When we were Boys, | 
Who would believe that there were Mountaineers, 5 

We 


| 


- - — — 
— — 2 
F 
— ——̃ — dro — — 1 
. * 


Incens'd the Seas and Shores, yea, 
Apt your Peace: Thee of thy Son, Alonſo, 
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Dew. apt like Bulls, whoſe Throats had hanging at em 


Wallets of Fleſh? or that there were ſuch Men 


Whoſe Heads ſtood in their Breaſts! which now we find 


Each Putter out of five for one will bring us 


Good warrant of. 


Alon. I will ſtand to, and feed, 
Although my laſt; no matter, fince 1 feel 


Thebeſt is paſt. Brother, my Lord, tlie Dake, 
Stand to, and do as we. 


Thunder and Li hening.. Enter Atiel like a Harpy. claps his 
Wings upon the Table, and with a queint Device the Bun- 


quet vaniſhes. 

Ari. You are three Men of Sin, whom Deſtiny, 
That hath to Inſtrument this lower World, 
And what is in't, the never-ſurfeited Sea 


 Hath caus'd to belch you up; and on this Iland, | 
| Where Man doth not inhabit, you *mongſt Men 


Being moſt unfit to live: I have made you mad; 
And even with ſuch like Valour Men hang and drown. 


Their proper ſelves: You Fools, I and my Fellows 
Are Miniſters of Fate; the Elements | 


Of whom your Swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud Winds, or wit bemockt-at Stabs 


Kill the ſtill cloſing Waters, as diminiſh 


One Dowle that's in my Plume: M Fellow-miniſters 
Are like invulnerable. if you could 
Your Swords are now too maſſie for oo. ee 


And will not be up- lifted. Bur remember, 


For that's my Buſineſs to you, that you three 
From Millan. did ſupplant —— Proſpero : 
Expos'd unto the Sea, which hath requit it, 


Him and his innocent Child: For which foul Deed 


The Powers delaying, not forgettin ins, have | 
the Creatures, | | 


They have bereft; and do pronounce by me, 


_  Lingring Perdition, worſe than any Death | 


Quan be at once, ſhall S Step attend 
You aud your Ways, whot 


Wraths to guard ou from, 
ye Which 
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Which here, in this moſt deſolate Iſle, elſe fall; 


Uron your Heads, is nothing but Heart's- ſorro w, 
And a clear Life enſuing. 


He waniſhes. in Thunder: Then, to ſoft Muſick, Enter the | 
Shapes again, and dance with Mocks and Mowes, and car- 
rying out the Table. 66 in 


Pro. Bravely the Figure of this Harpy haſt thou 
Perform'd, — Ariel N it had devouring: 
Of my In ſtruction haſt thou nothing bated 
In what'thou hadſt to ſay: So with good Life, 
And Obſervation ſtrange, my meaner Miniſters - 
Their ſeveral Kinds have done; my high Charms work, 
And theſe, mine Enemies, are all knit up 
In their DiſtraQiens: They now are in my Power; 
And in theſe Fits I leave them, whilſt I viſit 
Young Ferdinand, whom they ſuppoſe is drown'd, 
And his, and my loy'd Darling. r 
Gon. Ith' Name of ſomething holy, Sir, why ſtand you 


In this ſtrange Stare? | 

"i Alon. O, it is monſtrous! monſtrous! 

_ "RH Methought the Billows ſpoke, and told me of it; 
The Winds did ſing it to me, and the Thunder, 
That deep and dreadful Organ-pipe, pronoutc'd 
The Name of Proſper: It did baſe my Treſpaſs, 

Therefore my Son i' th' Ooze is bedded; and 

Fl ſeck him deeper than e er Plummet ſounded 


And with him there lye mudded. ' 1 [Exit. 

Seb. But one Fiend at a time, 

Vil fight their Legions oer. dy: Fo ( 

Ant. Tl be thy Second. I [Exennt. 
Gon. All three of them are deſperate; their great Guilt, 


Like Poiſon giv'n to work a great time after, f | 
Now 'gins to bite the Spirits.” I do beſeech you, 
That are of ſuppler Joints, follow them ſwiftly, 

And kinder them from what this Extafhe © 

May now provoke them to, 


Aari. Follow, I pray you. : [ Exeunt. 
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ACT W. 8 C E NE [ 


Enter Proſpero, Ferdinand, and Miranda,” 


Pro. 1 F I have too auſterely puniſh'd you, 
Your Compenſation makes Amends; for 1 
Have given you here a Third of mine own Life, 
Or that for which I live; who once 
I tender to thy Hand: All thy- Vexations 
Were but my Trials of thy Love, and thou _ 
Haſt ſtrangely ſtood the Teſt. Here afore Heav'n | 
I ratifie this my rich Gift: O Ferdinand, 
Do not ſmile at me that I boaſt her off; 
For thou ſhalt find ſhe will out-ſtrip all Praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her. 
Fer. I do believe it 
Againſt an Oracle. 
Pro. Then, as my Gift, and thine own lehnen 
Worthily purchas' d, take my Daughter. 
If thou doſt break her Virgin-knot 
All ſanctimoaious Ceremonies may, 
Wich full and holy Rite, be mini 
No ſweet Aſperſion ſhall the Heay'ns let fall | 
| To make this Contract grow: but barren Hate, 
Sour. ey d Diſdain, and Diſcord ſhall beftrew _ 
The Union of you Bed with Weeds fo loathly 
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That you ball hate it derb: Therefore take had: 
As Hymen's Lamps ſtall light you. FF | 
Fer. As1 


For quiet Days, fair Iſſue, and long Life, 17 27 
; * _e Love as tis now, the murkieſt Den, 
he moſt opportune e, | Suggeſtion 
Our worſer Genius can, ſhall never 
Mine Honour into Luſt, to take away | 
The Edge of that Day's Celebration, | 
When I ſhall think or Phoebus Steeds are founder, (4 
Or Night kept chain'd belo p. * 
Pero. Fairly ſpoke; 3 N 
Sit then, — with her, ſhe is thine 6 own, 
What, Ariel; my induſtrious Ser ant, Ariel 


— 
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> Enter Ariel. | 
Ari. What would my potent Maſter? here I am. 
Pro. Thou, and thy meaner Fellows, your laſt Service 
Did worthily perform ; and I muſt uſe you 
In ſuch another Trick; go bring the Rabble, 
O'er whom I give thee Power, here, to this Placez 
Incite them to quick Motion, for 1 muſt 
Beſtow upon the Eyes of this young — 
Some Vanity of mine Art; it is my Pro 
And they expect it from me. 
Ari. Preſently? 
Pro. Ay, with a Twink. 
Ari. Before you can ſay "WE and go, 
And breathe twice; and cry, So, ſo; 
Each one tripping on his Toe, 
Will be here — Mop and Mow. 
Do you love me, Maſter? No? | 
Pro. Dearly, my Delicate Ariel; do n not 2 approach 
Till, thou do'ſt hear me call. ; 
Ari. Well, I conceive. D Exit. 
Pro. Look thou be true; do not give 3 7 
Too much the Rein; the ſtrongeſt Oaths are Stra 
To th' Fire i' th“ Blood: Be more — | 
Or elſe good-night your Vow. 
Þ 3 you, Sir, | 
The white cold Vir wow m Heart, 
Abates the Ardour Fay 2 7 
Pre, Well. 


| Now come my Ariel, bri a Corolary, - 5 
: Rather than want « piri, appear, and pertly, 


25 3 
No Tongue; all Eyes; be filent. OK. a 
| Enter Iris, 
Iris. Ceres, moſt beauteous Lady, the rich Leas 
Of Wheat, Rye, Barley, Fetches, 8 and Peaſe; 
Thy turfy Mountains, where live nibling Sheep, 
And flat Meads tharch'd wich Stover, Wa to keep; ' 
Thy Banks with pioned, and tulip'd Brims, 


l « thy keene / 
* 9 


. 


* 


To come, and ſport ; her Pcacocks pe 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 


Ard ca coy right out. 
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To make cold Nymphs chaſte Crowns; and thy Broom- | 
Whoſe Shadow t Almiſſedt Batchelor 3 loves 


Heing Laſs-lorn; thy pole- cli 
And thy Sea-marge ſteril, . + rl 


Where thou thy ſelf do'ſt air ; -_ Queen o ' thiSky, - 


Whoſe watry Arch, and Meſſenger, am l. 
Bids thee leave theſe, and with her Soy'raign Grace, 


Here on this Grals-plot, in this very place 
[Juno deſcends, 


Enter Ceres. 
. aun; Hail many-colour'd Meſſenger, that ne'er 
Do'ſt diſobey the Wife of Jupiter: 
Who, with thy Saffron Wings, upon my Flowers 


Diffuſeſt Honey Drops, refreſhing Showers, 


And with each end of thy blue Bow do'ſt crown 
My bosky Acres, and my unſhrub'd Down, 
Rich Scarf to my proud Earth; why hath thy Queen | 


Summon d me hither, to chis ſhort- graſs Green?” 


Iris. A Contract of true Love to cler, 


And F _ 


On the bleſs d Lovers. 

Cer. Tell me heav'nly BoW. 
If Venus or her Son, as thou do ſt know; . 
Do now attend the Queen? ſince they did plot 


The Means, that dusky Dis, my Daughter, got; 


Her and her blind Boy's ſcancal'd Company | 


I have forſworn. 


Tris. Of her Society 


Ze not afraid; I met her Deity 
Cutting the Clouds towards Paphos, and her Son 
Dove-diawyn with her; here thought they to have done 


Some wanton Charm upon this Man and Maid, 


| Whoſe Vows are, that no Bed right ſhall be rad 


Til Hymen's Torch be lighted ; but in vain 


 Mars's b Mlinion is return'd 


Her wa. t headed Son LOTT. „„ 
Su ca f vill ſhoot no more, but play with Sparrows, 


Cer, © 
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Cer. Higheſt Queen of 'State, 
Great — comes, I know her by her Gate. 


un. How does my bounteous Siſter? Go with me 
To bleſs this Twain, that they may proſperous be, 


And honour'd in their Iflue, " [They ſang. 


un. Honour, Riches, Marriage Bleſſing; 
J r encreaſmg, 

Howrly Toys be ſtill pon you, = 

Earth's Increaſe, and Foyſon plenty, 
| Barns and Garners never empty, 
Vines, with cluſtring Bunches growing, 
Plants, with goodly Burthen bowing : 
Spring come to you at the fartheſt, 
In the very End of Harveſs: 

Scarcity and Want ſhall ſhun you, 
Ceres Bleſſmg ſo is on you. 


Fer. This is a moſt majeſtick Viſion. and 
Harmenious charmingly; may I be bold 


To think theſe Spirits? 


Pro. Spirits which by mine Art To 
I have from all their Confines call'd, t' enat 
My preſent Fancies. . 


Fer. Let me live here ever; 3 
So rare a wonder'd Father, and a Wife, 


Makes this place Paradiſe. 

Pro. Sweet now, Silence: 
Juno and Ceres whiſper ſeriouſly; "Ber" = RORN 
There's ſomething elſe to do; Kain 
Or elſe our Spell is marr . 

Juno an whiſper, and ſend Iris on 


Tris, You Nymphs call'd Nayades of the winding Brooks, 


With your ſedg d Crowns, and ever-harmleſs Looks, 
Leave your criſp Channels, and on this Green-land T2 
Anſwer your Summons, Juno does Command : 


Come, temperate N;mphs, and help tc celebrate 


A Contract of true Love; be not too late. 
\ os. 1. 


* 
4 
W4 
WE 


13 
22 
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Enter certain Nymphs. 

You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen, of Auguſt weary, 

Come hither from the Furrow, and be merry; 

Make Holy- day; your Rye-ſtraw Hats put on, 
And theſe freſh Ny mphs encounter every one 

im Country footing. 


Enter certain Reapers, properly habired; they jcin with the 
Nymphs in a graceful Dance; towards bs end whereof © 
Proſpero ſtarts ſuddenly. and ſpeaks; after which to 
ſtrange hollow and confuſed Noiſe, they heavily _— 


Pro, I had forgot that foul Conſpiracy | 
Of the Beaſt Caliban and his Contcderates, 
Againſt my Life; the Minute of their Plot 
Is almoſt come. Well done, avoid; no more. 


Fer. This is ſtrange; your Father's s in ſome Paſſion 
That works him ftronyly. | 


Mira. Never till this Bay 


Say I him touch'd with Anger, fo diltemper'd. 
__ You de look, my Sor, in a mov'd lort, 
Asif if you were diſmay” d; be chearful, Sir, 
| Our Reyels now arc ended: Theſe our aQors, 
2 1 foretold you, were all Spi its, and 
Are melted into Air, into thin Air; 
And like the baſeleſs Fabrick of their Viſi zom, 
The Cloud- capt Towers, the gorgeous Palaces, 
The folema Temples, the great Globe it ſelf, 
Tea, all which it inherit, diſſolve, 
And like this inlubſtantial Pageant fades, | 
Leave not a Rack behind; we are ſuch Stuff 
As Dreams are made on, and our little Life 
Is rounded with a Sleep. Sir, Il am vext; _ 
Bear with my Weakneſs, my old Brain is troubled : 
Be not diſturo d with my 'ntirmity ; 
If thou be pleas'd, retire into my Cell, 
And there repoſe ; a Turn or two Tü walk 
Io till my beating Mind. SIA 
Fer. Mira We wiſh you Ne r Exe. 


Pro. Come WAR A thank thee, aii Come: 


Enter 


n 


e. / 
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Avi. Thy Thoughts I cleave to; what's thy Pleaſure? 

Pro. Spirit, we muſt prepare to meet with Caliban. 
Ari. Ay, my Commander, v/hen I preſented Ceres 


I thought to have told thee of it, but I fear'd | 


Leſt I might anger thee, 
Pro. Say again, where didſt thou leave theſe Varlets ? 
Ari. I told you, Sir, they were red hot with drinking; 


So full of Valour, that they ſmote the Air © 
For breathing in their Faces; beat the Ground 


For kiſſing of their Feet; yet always bending 
Towards their Project: Then I beat my Tabor, 
At which, like unbackt Colts, they prickt their Ears, 


Advanc'd their Eye-lids, lifted up their Noſes. 
As they ſmelt Muſick; ſo I charm'd their Ears, 


That, Calf-like, they my Lowing follow'd through 
Tooth'd Briars, ſharp Furzes, pricking Goſs and Thorns, 


Which enter'd their frail Shins: At laſt I left them 
I' th' filthy mantled Pool beyond your Cell, 28 


There dancing up to th Chins, that the foul Lake 
O ooo 
Pro. This was well done, my Bird; 

Thy Shape inviſible retain thou ſtill; 
The Trumpery in my Houſe, go bring it hither, 
For ſtale to catch theſe Thieves. e 

Ari. I go, I go. TS | 

Pro. A Devil, a born Devil, on whoſe Nature 
Nurture can never ſtick; on whom my Pains, 


(Exit, 


Humanly taken, all. all loſt, quite loſt; 
| And as, with Age, his Body uglier grows, 
So his Mind cankers; I wil! plague them all, 


Even to roaring: Come, hang on them this Line, 
Enter Ariel loaden with 22 Apparel, &c. Enter 
Caliban, Stef hano, and Trinculo, all wet. ons 


| Cal. Pray you tread ſofily, bat the blind Mole may not 
| Hear a Foot fall; we now are near his Cell. . 


Ste. Monſter. your Fairy, which you ſay is a harmleſs Fairy, 


Has done little better than plaid the Jack with us. 


Irm. Monſter, I do ſmell all Horlſe-pits, at Which 5 
My Noſe is in great Indignation. . 8 
TI... 5 l 5 | Ste 


= 
— 


D 


- a w— 
_—_— 
2 — | < 
* - 
——— 
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— — I _ — 


I do begin to have bloody Thoughts. 
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Ste. So is mine: Do you hear, Monſter? If I ſhould 
Take a Diſpleaſure againſt you; look you —— 


Trin. Thou vert but a loſt Monſter. 
Cal. Good my Lord, give me thy Fayour till: 


Ze patient. for x: Prize I'll bring thee to 


Shall hood-wink this Miſchance; therefore ſpeak u: 1 


Alls huſht as Midnight yet. 


Pin. Ay, but to loſe our Bottles in the Pool. 
Ste. There is not only Diſgrace, and Diſhonour in nt, 


Monſter, but an infinite Loſs. 


Trin. That's more to me than my wetting : 
Yet this is your harmleſs Fairy, Monſter. . 
Ste. I will fetch off my Bottle, 


Tho I be o'er Ears for my Labour 


Cal. Prethee, my King, be quiet: Seeſt thou here, 


This is the Mouth o'th' Cell; no Noiſe, and enter; 
Da that good Miſchief which may make this Iſland | 


Thine own. for ever; and I, thy Caliban, 


For ay thy Foot-licker. 


Ste. Give me thy Hand; 


Trin. O Ki ee O Peer! O worthy — 
Look what py arr here is for thee. 
Cal. Let it alene, thou Foal, it is but Traſh. 5 

Trin. Oh, ho, Monſter; we know what belongs to. 
a Frippery, O King Stephano. 

Ste. Put off that Gown, Trinculs, by this Hand rm 


: have that Gown. 


Trin. Thy Grace ſhall have it. 
Cal. The Dropſie drewn this Fool; what do you mean 


Io doat thus on ſuch Luggage? Let's alone, 


And do the Murder firit : If he awake, 
Fram Toe to Crown he'll fill our Skins with Pinches; 


Make us ſtrange Stuff. _ 
Ste. Be you quiet, Monſter. Miſtreſs Line, is not this 


my ſerkin? Now is the Jerk. under the Line; Now. 
9 Jerkin you are like to lo 


e your Hair, and Hons a bald 


Jerkin. 
Trin. Do, do; we ſteal by Line and Lerch and 't like 


your Grace. 


Ste, 
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Ste. I thank thee for that Jeſt, here's a Garment for't; 
Wit ſhall not go unrewarded while 1 am King of this 
Country: Steal by Line and Level. is an excellent Paſs 
of Pate; there's 4 Garment fort. 

Trin. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your Fin- 
gers, and away with the reſt. | 

Cal. 1 will none on't; we ſhall loſe our Time, 
And all be turn d to Barnacles, or to Apes, 
With Forcheads villanous low. | 

Ste. Monſter, lay to your Fingers; help to bear this a- 
way, where my ogſhead of Wine is, or I'll turn you 
out of my Kingdom; go to, _y this. 
Trin. And this. | 
Ste. Ay, and this. 


4 Noiſe of Hunters beard. Enter divers Syirits in. ſhape of 
2 . — them about ; — NS 
— 


Pro. Hey Mountain, "RY | 

Ari. Silver; there it goes, Sour... 

Tro. Fury, Fury ; there Tyrant, there; hark. bark; 
Go, charge my Goblins that they grind their Joints 
With dry Convulſions, ſhorten up their Sinews __ 

With aged Cramps, and more pinch-ſpotted make cher 


T ban Patd, or Cat o Mountain. 


Ari. Hark, they roar. | 
Pro. Let them hunted ſoundly. enn 
_ Lye at my Mercy all mine Enemies: | 
Shortly ſhall all my Labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the 57 at Freedom; for a little 2 
= N and than ares | I[Exeunt. 


A 0 7 v. SCE N E I. 
5 Enter Profpero i his Magite Robes and Ariel. 
Pro. NN does my Project gather to a 


My Charms crack not; my Spirits obe 10 Tinle 
Goes uprig — e 


Ari. 


3 TemPrs 7. 


— On the fixth Hour, at which time, my Lord, 
Lou faid our Work ſhould ceaſe. 
| Pre. I did fay fo 
When firſt I rais'd the Tempeſt; ſay my Spirit, 
How fares the King and's Followers? | 
Ari Confin'd together | 
In the ſame Faſhion as you gave in charge, 
_ Juſt as you left them all Priſoners. Sir, 
In the Lime-Grove which weather-fends your Cell. 
They cannot budge *cill your releaſe. The King, 
His Brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim- full of Sorrow and Diſmay; but chiefly 
Him that you term'd, Sir, the good old ar Gonzalo. 
His Tears run down his Beard, like Winter Drops 
From Eaves of Reeds; your Charm ſo ſtrongly works em, 
That if you now beheld them, — Affections 5 4 
Would become tender, 
Pro Dofſt thou think ſo, Spirit? 
Ari. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 
Pro. And mine ſhall. 85 
Haſt thou, which art but . a Touch, a Feeling | 
Of their Afflictions, and ſhall not my ſelf, 4 
One of their Kind, that reliſh all as y 
_ Paſſion as they, be kindlier moy'd than thou art? f 
Tho' with their igh Wrongs I am ſtruck to th quick, 
Vet, with my nobler Reaſon, 1 * 
Do | take part; the rarer e . 
In Virtue than in Veel av they being penitent, 
The ſole Drift of my Purpoſe doth extend 
Not a Frown "nk 4: Go — — them, = 
My Charms F ll break, their Senſes 1'1! reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelves. 
Ari. Il fetch them, Sir. (Exie 
Pro. YeElvesof Hills, Brooks, ** Lakes and Groves, 
2 e that on the Sands with printleis Foot 
chae the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
* he comes you Demy Puppets 1 
By Moon ſhine do the green ſour Ringlets make, 
Where ths Ewe not bites; and you whoſe Paſtime 


Is 


III drown my Book. 


Here enters Ariel before; then Alonſo with a frantick Ge- 
fare, attended by Gunzalo. Sebaſtian and Anthonio is 


Didſt thou, Alonſo, uſe me, and my Daughter: 
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I; to make Midnight Muſhrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the folemn Curfew, by whoſe Aid, 
Weak Maſters tho? ye be, I have be-dimm'd 


The Noon tide Sun, call'd forth the mutinous Winds, 


And 'twixt the green Sea and the azur'd Vault 
Set roaring War; To the dread ratling Thunder 
Have I given Fire, and rifted Fove's ſtout Oak 


With his own Bolt: The ſtrong bas d Promontory 


Have I made ſhake, and by the Spurs pluckt u 

The Pine and Cedar : Graves at my Com 
Have wak'd their Sleepers, op'd, and let em forth 
By my fo potent Art. But this rough Magick 

I here abjure; and when I have requir'd 


Some heav'nly Muſick, which even now I do, 
To work mine end upon their Senſes, that 


This airy Charm is for, I'll break my Staff, 
— it certain Fadoms in the Earth, 
And deeper than did ever Plummet found 


like manner, attended by Adrian and Franciſco. They all 
enter the Circle which Proſpero had made, and there 
ſtand charm d; which Proſpero obſerving, ſpeaks: 


_ A fila ie. 6d hee Cratforter 


To an unſetled Fancy, cure thy Brains 
Now uſeleſs, boil'd within thy Skull; there ſtand, 
For you are ſpell. : POE WEK -.3 5 
Joly Gonzalo, honourable Man, 


Mine Eyes, even ſociable to the ſhew of thine, 
Fall fellowy Drops: The Charm diſſolves apace, 

And as the Morning ſteals upon the Night, 
| Melting the Darkneſs, ſo their riſing Senſes 


Begin to chaſe the ignorant Fumes that mantle 


| Their clearer Reaſon. O good Gonzalo, 
My true Preſerver, and a loyal Sir 
To him thou follow'ſt; I will pay thy Gra 


Home both ia Word and Deed. Moſt cruelly 


"+ Thy 
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Thy Brother was a Furtherer in the Act; 
Thaurt pinch'd for't now, Sebaſtian. Fleſh and Blood, 
You, Brother mine, that entertain'd Ambition, 
| Id Remorſe and Nature, who with Sebaſtian, 

oſe inward Pinches therefore are moſt ſtrong, 
Wold here have-kill'd your King; I do forgive thee, 
Unnatural though theu art. Their Underſtanding 
Begins to (well, and the approaching Tide 

Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable Shore, 
That now lyes foul and muddy. Not one of them 

That yet locks on, me, or would know me; Ariel, 

Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell; 

I will diſcaſe me, and my ſelf preſent, = 
As 1 was ſometime Millan: Quickly, * ? 
Thou ſhalt e er long be free, 


Ariel /mgs. and helps to attire him. 


Where the Bee ſucks, there ſuck I; 
In a Cewſlip's Bell I lye: 
There I couch when Owls do cry. 

| On the Bat's Back I do fly 
After Summer 1 

Merrily, merril | ſhall I live now, 

Under che Bloſſors that hangs on the Bough. 


Fro. Why that's my dainty Auel; I, hall miſs: thee; 
But yet thou ſhalt have Freedom. So, ſo, io. 
To the King's Ship, inviſible as thau art; 
There ſhalt thou find the Mariners aſleep 
Under the Hatches; the Maſter and the BoatGwain, 
Being awake, enforce them to this Place, 
And preſently, I. prethee. 
Ari. I drink tte Air before me, and return 8 : 
Or e er your Pulſe twice beat, DE (Eis. 
Son. All Torment, Trouble, Wonder and Amazement | 
Inhabits here; ſome heav'nly Power = 12 
Out of this fearful Country. 
Pro. Behold, Sir King, 
The wronged Duke of Millan, 
For more Aſſurance that a living lacs 
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Does now ſpeak to thee, I embrace thy Body, 
And to thee, and thy Company, I bid 

A hearty Welcome. 

Alon. Where thou beeſt he or no, 

Or ſome inchanted Trifle to abuſe me, 

As late I have been, I not know; thy Pulfe : 
Beats as of Fleſh and Blood, and hace I faw thee 
Th' Affliction of my Mind amends, with which 

I fear a Madneſs held me; this muſt crave, | 
And if this be at all, a moſt ſtrange Story: 

Thy Dukedom 1 reſign, and do intreat 

Thou pardon me my Wrongs; But how ſhould Proſpero- 
Be living, and be here? | 

Pro, irſt, noble Friend, 

Let me embrace thine Age, whoſe Honour cannot 
Be meaſur d, or confin . 

Cn Whether this be, 

Or be not, I'll net fivear. * 

Pro. Tou do yet taſte 

Some Subtilities o th Iſle, that will not let 
Believe things certain : Welcome, my bre, 3 
But you, my brace of Lords, were I "is minded, 

I here could pluck his Highneſs Frown upon * 
as ie you Traitors; at this time 

tell no Tales. % 

"7 The Devil ſpeaks in him. 

Pro. No! 

For you, moſt wicked Sir, -whom'td. call ENG 
Would even infe& thy Mouth, 1 do forgive 
Thy rankeft Faults; all of them; and require 

My ”Dukedotn of thee, which perforce I know 
Thou muſt teſtore. 

Aon. If thou beeſt Pyp 

Give us Particulars of thy Profitvarion, 

How thou haſt met us here, who'three Hours fnce- 
were worackt upon this Shore 7 where T —_ 
(How ſharp the Point of this Remembrance 9 
My dear Son Ferdinand. = 

Pro, I am wo for t Sir. | 


58 The TEMPEST. 


At this Encounter do ſo much admire, 

That they devour their Reaſon, and ſcarce think- 
Their Eyes do Offices of Truth, their Words | 
Are natural Breath; but howſoever you have = 


bo would ee the World. 


Alon. lrreparable i is the Loſs, and Patience 
Says, it is paſt her Cure. 
Pro. I rather think I 
You have not ſought her Help, of whale ſoft Grace, 
For the like Loſs, I haye her Sovereign Aid, 


And reſt my ſelf content, 


Alen. You the like Loſs? 

| Pro, As great to me, as late, and infupportable | 
To make the dear Loſs, have I Means much weaker 
Than you may call to comfort you; for 1 


Have loſt my Daughter, 
Alon. A Daughter? 
O Heay'ns! that they were living both i in Naples, 


The King and Queen there; that they were, | wiſh 


My felf w were mudded in that Oozy Bed 
| Where my Son lyes. When did you loſe your | 


Pro. In this laſt Tempeſt. I perceive 


Been juſtled from your Senſes, know for certain 
That l am , and that very Duke 


| Which was thruſt forth of Millan, who moſt frangely 


Upon this Shore, where you were wrackt, was landed 


Jo be the Lord on't. No more yet of this; 
For tis a Chronicle of Day by Day, 


Not a Relation for a Breakfait, nor 


_ Befitting this firſt Meeting. Welcome, Sir; 0 
This Cell's my Court; here have | few Attendants, 


And Subjects none abroad; pray you look in; 
My Dukedom fince you have given me again, 


_ I will requite you with as a thing, 
At leaſt, bring forth a Wonder, to content ye, 


As much as me my Dukedom. * 
Here Proſpero diſcovers bes, = a and Miranda playing 2 


Mira. Sweet Lord , you play me falſe. 
Fer. No, my Love, 


Mira. 


_— 


T bis Lady makes him to me. 


1 
* 
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Mira. Yes, for a ſcore of Kingdoms PO | 
And I would call it fair Play. 
Alon. If this prove 
A Viſion of the Iſland, one drar Son. 

Shall I twice loſe. 
Seb. A moſt high Miracle. 
Fer. Though the Seas threaten, they are merciful: 
I have curs'd hr without Cauſe, 12 
Alon. Now all the Bleſſings 
Of a glad Father compaſs thet about; 
Ariſe, and ſay how thou cam'ſt ere. 

Mira. O! Wonder! 
How many goodly Creatures are there here? 
How beauteous Mankind is! O braye new der 
That has ſuch People in't. 

Pro. Tis new to thee, | 

Alon, Whar is this Maid, with whom thou waſt at play? ; | 
Your eld'ſt Acquaintance cannot be three Hours : A | 
Is ſhe the Goddeſs that hath fever'd us, 
And brought us thus together? 
__-__ Fee, Sir, ſhe is Mortal; - | 
Butt by Immortal Providence ſhe's mine; 

I choſe her when I cculd not ask my Father 
For his Advice; nor thought I had one: She . 
Is Daughter to this famous Duke of Millan, 

Of whom ſo often 1 have heard Renown, _ 
But never ſaw before; of whom l have 
| Receiy'd a ſecond Life; and ſecond F ather 
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Aon. I am hers; | | 1 nv 

But O, how odly will it ſound, that I 1 
| Muſt ack my Child Forgiveneſs? | 5 = 

Pro. There, Sir, ſtop ; 

Let us not burthen our Remembrance wich 

An Heavineſs of on . 

Gon. I have inly w | | 
Or ſhould have ſpoke e er this. Look fon, you Gods; 
And on this Couple drop a bleſſed Crown: 

For it is you that have c_—_ forth — Way 
Which — us hither. 


Alon. 
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8 © look Sir, leok Sir, 1 | 
This Fellow could not drown: Now, Blſphemy, 
_© Haſt thou no Mouth by Land? 


Have I done ſince I went. 


From e to ſtranger: Say, how came you 


Alen. I fay Amen, Gonzalo. 
Gon. Was Millan thruſt from Millan, that his Iſſue 


Should become — * of Naples! O rejoyce 


Beyond a common ſet it dovvn 


With Gold on lating Pillars: In one Voyage 
Did Claribel her Husband find at Tunis; 
And Ferdinand, her Brother, found a Wife, 


Where he himſelf was loſt; Preſpero his Dukedom, 

In a poor Iſle; and all of us, our _ 

When no Man was his own. | 
Alon. Give me your Hands: 

Let Grief and Sorrow ſtill embrace his Heart, 


- 


That doth not wiſh you oy. 


| Gon. Be it ſo, Amen. | - 
N Ariel, with the Maſter and Boaifwnin n 


I propheſy d, if a Gallows were on Land 
That ſwear ' ſt Grace o'cr-board, not an Oath on Shore. 5 


What is the News? | | 
Boat The beft News is, that we have aely found 
Our King and Company; the next, our Ship, PRs 

Which but three Glaſſes ſince we gave out ſplit, 


Is tight and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when | 
We firſt put out to Sea. 
Ari. Sir, all this Service 


Pro. My trickſey Spirit. 
Alon. Theſe are not natural "IO they feng 


Boat. If 1 did thin k, Sir, I were well awake, 
Td ſtrive to tell you: We were dead of fleep, , 
And, how we know nor, all clapt under Hatches, 
| Where, but even now, with ſtrange and ſeveral * | 


Ot roaring, ſiricking, howling, Chains, 
And 7 divertity of $ "We 11 rible, | 


We were awak'd; ſtraightway at Liberty; 
Where we, in all our Trim, freſhly beheld 1 
. Our 


The Temyes r. 
Our royal, good, and gallant Ship; our Maſter | 
Capring to eye her; on a trice, ſo pleaſe you, 
Even in a Dream, were we divided from them, 
And were br moping hither. 
Ari. Was t well done? 
Pro. Bravely, my Diligence; thou ſhalt be free. 
Alen. This is as ſtrangea Maze as &er Men trod, 
And there is in this bufmeſs more than Nature 
Was ever Conduct of; ſome Oracle 


Muſt rectifie our Knowledge. 
Pro. Sir, my I 
Do not infeſt your Mind with on 


The ſtrangeneſs of this Buſineſs; at pickt Lei 


Which ſhall be ſingle I'll reſolve © 
Which to you hal Gow Savable dreary 


| Theſe car ee till ns fa be the 
And think of each thing well. Come hither, 

Set Caliban and his Companions free: 

tie the Spell. How fares my gracious Sir? 


There are yet miſſing of your Company 
Some few odd Lads, that you remember not. 


Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and b. 
culo, in their flollen Apparel. 
| Se, Every Man ſhift for all the reſt, and let 
No Man take care for himſelt; for all is 
But Fortune; Coragio, Bully-Monſter, Coragio. 
Trin. 1 Spies which I wear in my Head, 
Here's a goodly Si 
Cal. G Setebos, theſe be brave Spirits indeed! 
How fine my Maſter is! I am afraid 3 
He will me. 
Seb. Ha, ha; | 
What Ser my Lord u; 
Will Mony buy em? 
As. Very like; one of hem 
Is a plain Fiſh, and no doubt ' marketable. 
Pro. Mark bu: the Badges of theſe Men, wy Tai, 
Then fay if they be true: This miſhapen Knave, 
His Mother was a Witch, and one fo ſtrong 


That could controul the Moon, make Flows and Ebbe, 


With ſuch Diſcourſe, as I not doubt ſhall make it 
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And deal in her Command without her Power : 
Theſe three have robb'd me, and this Demy-Devil, 
For he's a Baſtard one. had plotted with them 
To take my Life; two of theſe Fellows you 
Muſt know and own, this thing of Darkneſs I 
Ackhowledge mine. 
Cal. I ſhall be pincht to Death, 
Alon. Is not this _ my drunken Butler? 
Seb. He is drunk now; 
Where had he Wine? | 
Alon And Trinculo is * ripe; a ſhould bey 
Find this grand Liquor that hath gilded em? 
How cam'ſt thou in this pickle? 
Tin. I have been in ſuch a pickle ſince I ſaw you laſt, 
That I fear me will never out of " Bones: 
I ſhall not fear fly-blowing. 
Seb. Why, — now Stephano 
Ste. O wok me not: I am —.— op but «Crump. 
Fro. You'd be King o th' Iſle, Si 
Ste. I ſhould have a fore one then. 
Alon. Tis a ſtrange thing as cer I look'd on. 
Pro, He is as diſproportion'd in his Manners 
As in his Shape: Go, Sirrah, to my Cell, 
Take with you your Companions; as you look 
To have my Pardon, trim it handſomly. 
Cal. Ay, that 1 will; and Pl be wi © hereafter, 
And ſeek for Grace. What a thrice double Aſs 
Was I to take this Drunkard for a God? 
And worſhip this dull Fool? 
; Pro, Go ro, away. ſit. i 
Alen Hence, andbeftow your Luggage where you found 
Seb. Or ſtole it rather. 
Fro. Sir, I invite your Highneſs and your Train 
; To my poor Cell; where you ſhall take your Reſt. 
For this one Night, which, Part of it, I'll waſte 


Go quick away; the Story of my Life, 

And the particular Accidents gone by 
Since I came to this Ile: And in the Morn - 
Il bring you to your Ship; and ſo to Naples. 


Where 
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Where 1 hee hoyo-t6 ſee the Nuptials 
Of theſe our dear-beloved folemniz'd; 
And thence retire me to my Millan, where 
Every third Thought ſhall be my Grave. 

Alon. I long 
To hear the Story of your Life, which muſt 
Take the Ear ſtrangely. 
Pro. Tl deliver all, 
And promiſe you calm Seas, auſpicous Gales, 


And Sail ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch 


Your Royal Fleet far off: My Ariel, Chick, 
That is thy Charge; then to the Elements 
Be free, and fare thou well. Pleaſe you draw near. 
Fil ( Exexnt omnes. 


E PI- 


| Which was to pleaſe, | Now I wane | 


* 
_ | 


EPILOGUB, 


. Spoken by Proſper. 


No my Charms are all & er-thrown, * 
And what Strength I have's mine rum, 

Which is moſt farnt : Now tit true 

I muſt be here confin'd by you, 
Or ſent 40 Naples. Let me nor, 

Since I have my Dukedom got, 
And pardow'd the Deceiver, dell 

In this bare Iſland by your Spell; 
Bat releaſe me from my Bands, 
With the belp ef your good Hands. 
Gentle Breath of yours, my Sails 
| Muſt fill, or elſe my Projett falls, 


Spirits to enforte, eee 

And my ending is Deſpair, 

Unleſs I be rel by Prayer 1, 

I bicb pierces ſo, that it 4 15 
Meran it ſelf, and frees all Faults, 

A. yon from Crimes wonld pardon'd be, 
Tet yr. — * me free. : 


, 6G 


—ͤ—— — — 2 = | 
= tad — "© > OT ITED | b "= | j 
| —— — — 
N 99 _ * 8 
| 7 _- off l 
* 
* * 
* 
, oy 
yd 
* 
8 
CY 
* | 
: * 
x 
. 
* 
* 
” 
. 
* . 
s 
- 
* 
. 
6 
_ 
* 
= 
. 
# 
o 
— | 
4 
« 
* . 


* EY 
"Ml 


* . 
AER robes? 


— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
— 


599909. 
i . 


1 THE TWO ON 
GENTLEMEN 


or 


=\ 


COME D Y. 


—— 


aa 


Printed in the Year MDCC AIV. 


— 


| Dramatis Perſone. 2 


D UK b, Father 10 Silvia. 


W the two Gentlemen. 
Protheus, 


Anthonio, Father to protheus. 
Thurio, 4 fooliſb Rival ro Valentine. 


Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in her Eſcape. 
Hoſt, where Julia lodges. 


- Out-laws with Valentine. 


Speed, a clowni ſh Servant to Valentine. | 
Launce, the like to Protheus. 


-Panthion, Servant 10 Anthonio. = 
Julia, beloved of Protheus. 


Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 3 
Lucetta, Maiting- woman zo Julia. 


THE Two 2255 \ 


GENT LEMEN 


N OF 


* E E 0 N A. 


ACTI SCENE 1 


Ester valentine and Protheus. 


FYALENTINE. 


4s E to perſuade, m loving Fratbeusz 
Home lake Youth have ever homely 
Wits; 


Wer't not Aſſection chains thy tender 
Days, 


=| To the bees d Glances of thy honour'd 
— Love, 


* = 
8 
4 


— [ 


I rather would intreat thy Com 
To fee the Wonders of the World - +" 

Than, living dully ſiuggardiz d at home, 
Wear out thy Youth with ſhapeleſs Idleneſs. . 
But fince thou loy'ſt, love ſtill, and thrive thereia, 
Wren Tel OUR LO PIO. 8 
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-Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine; adieu; 
Think on thy Protheus, when thou haply ſeeſt 
Some rare Nore-worthy Object in thy Travel: 

— 1 aker in thy Haf pineſs a in ch 
en doſt meet Hap; and in thy 
If ever Danger do 65 thee, Danger 
Commerd thy Grievance to my holy pray ers; 
For I wilt berthy Bead's-man, Valentine. 

Val. And on a "ie e-book pray for my Succeſs? | 

Pro. Upon ſome Book | love I'll pray for thee. 

Val. Tha''s on ſome ſhallow Story of deep Love, 
How young Leander croſs d the Helleſpont. | 
Fro. That's a deep Story of a deeper Love; 

For he was more than over Shoes in Love. 
Val. Tis true; for you are over Boots in Love, 
And yet you never ſwom the Hell-ſpont. 

Pro. Over the Boots ? Nay. give me not the Boots. 

Val. o. | will not; for it boots thee not. A 

W. What? 2 

Val. To be in Love where Scorn io b. nb ces 
Coy Looks, with heart- ſore Sighs; one fading Moment's 
With twenty watch ful, weary, tedious ns.” _ (Mirth, 
If ha * ba perhaps an hapleſs Gain 
II loft, then a,grievous Labour won; | 

How 3 t a Fol! Ii bought with Wit, | 
Or elſe a Wit by Fol y vanquiſhed.» 

Pro. So, by yeur 3 you call me Fool. 

Pal. So, by your Circuraſtance, I fear you'll prove. 

Pro. "Tis Love you cavil at; I am not Love. 
| Val. Love is your Maſter; for he mafters you. 

And he that is fo yoked by a Fool, 
| Methinks ſhould not be chronicled for Wiſe. 

Pro. Yet Writers fay, as in the ſweeteſt Bud 
The eating Canker dwells; ſo eating Love 
Inbabits in the fineſt Wits of all. 

Val. And Writers fay, as the moſt forward may. 


ls eaten by the Canker, cer it blow; 


Even ſo by Love the young and tender Wit ds 
Is turn d to Folly, blaſting in the Bud. 
Leng his Verdure even in the Prime, | 
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And all the fair Effects of future Hopes. 
But wherefore waſte I Time to counſel thee, 

That art a Votary to fond Defire? 

Once more adieu: 1 do the Read. 
Expects my coming, there to ſee me-ſhipp' 

Pro And chirher veil I bring -thee, ls: -- 

Val. Sweet Prothens, no: Now let us take our Leave. 
At Millan let me hear from thee by Letters 

Of thy Succeſs in Lore; and what News elſe 

Retideth here in Abſence of thy Friend: 

And I likewiſe will viſit thee with mine. 

Pro. All Happineſs bechance to thee in Milla. 
Val. As much to you at home; and fo farewel. [Exits 
Pro. He after Honour hunts, I after Love; 

He leaves his Friends, to dignifie them more; 

love my ſelf, my Friends, and all for Love. 

Thou Fals, thou haſt metamorphos'd me; 

Made me negle& my Studies, luſe my Time; 

War with good Counſel, ſet the World at nought; ; 
3 Made Wit. with Mufing, weak; Heart fick,withThought. 
3 Enter 8 | 

| Speed. Sir Protheus, ſave 42 you my Maſter? 
Pro. But now he parted hence to embark for Millan. 
| Speed. Twenty to one then he is ſhipp d — Z 
And I have plaid the Sheep in him. * 
Pro. Indeed a Sheep doth very ſtray, 

And if the Shepherd be a while away. 

Speed. Vou cen my * ue Shepherd then, 
and | a Sheep? 
Pro. I do. 
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Speed. 3 we his Horns, whether I 
wake or {1 : 
Ties. A ſilly Anfwer. reer well Sheep. 
2 This proves me ſtill a -S 
Pro. True; and 'thy Maſter a She Pherd. Us 
Speed. Nay, that I can deny by 93 
Fro. It ſhall go hard but I Il prove it by another. 
Speed. The Shepherd ſecks the Sheep. — not the Sheep 
the Shepherd; r | 
not oy therefore 1 anno Shcop. © 
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Fro. The Sheep for Fodder follow the Shepherd, the 
Shepherd for Food follows not the Sheep; thou for ces 
followeſt thy Maſter thy Maſter for Wages follows not 
_ thee; therefore thou art a Sheep. 

Speed. Such another Proot will make me cry B44. 
Pro. But doſt thou hear? gaveſt thou Av Letter to 


ia? | 
” Speed. Ay, Sir; I, a loft Mutton, gave your Letter to 


her, a lac'd-Mutton; and ſhe a lac d- Mutton, gave me, a 


- loſt-Murten, nothing for my Labour. 
Pro. Here's too {mall a Paſture for ſuch ſtore of Mut- 


tons. | 
Speed. If the Ground be over-charg' d, you were beſt 
ſtick her. 


Pro, Nay, in that you are aftray; twere beſt pound 


, peed Nay, Sir, leſs than a Pound ſhall ſerve me = 
your Letter. | 

Pro. You miſtake; I mean the Pad, a Pin-fold. 3 
Speed. From a . to a Pin? fold it over and over. 12 
Thi threefold too little for ni ade e. 1 
Fro. But what ſaid ſhe? 
Speed. I. 

Fro. Nod-I? why, that's Noddy: | 
Speed. Lou miſtook, Sir, I ſaid the 2d nod: 
And 1 ask me it ſhe did nod, and 1 ſaid, Ay. 

Pro. And that ſet together, is Noddy. X 

. Now you have taken the Pains to ſet it toge- 
ther, take it for your Pains. 
Fro. No, no, you ſhall have it for bearing the Letter. — 
Speed Well, 1 perceive I mult be fain to bear with you. 
Fro. Why, Sir. how do you bear with me? 
Speed. — Sir, the Letter very orderly, 
| Having nothing but the Word Noddy for my. Pains. 
Pro. Beſhrew me, but you have a quick Wit. 

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your flow Purſe. 
| Pro. Come, come, open the Matter in brief; what ſaid 
_— Open your Purſe, that the Mony and the Matter 
© Ly f bo 

Pro. 
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Pro. well Sir, here is for your Pains, what ſaid ſhe ? 
Nr Truly, Sir, I think you'll hardly win her. 

Pro. Why? could'ſt thou perceive ſo * from her? 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her; 
No. not ſo much as a Ducket for d Ivering your Letter. 
And being ſo hard to me that brought your Mind, 
I fear ſhell prove as hard to you in telling her Mind. 


Give her no Token but Stones; for ſhe's s as hard as Steel, | 


Pro. What faid ſhe, nothing? 
| Speed. Ne, not ſo much as Take this for thy Pains: 
To teſtifie your Bounty, I thank you, you havefeſtern'd me: 
In requi- ial whereof, henceforth carry your Letter your 
Self: E ſo, Sir, I'll commend you to my Maſter. 


Pro. Go, go, be one , to.ſave your Ship from wrack, 
havi | | 


Which cannot peri ving thee aboard, 
| Being deſtin'd to a drier Death on Shore. 
_ I muſt go fend ſome better Meſſenger: 
I fear my Julia would not deign my Lines, 


** *. from ſuch a — Poſt. — [Exemuns. 


SCENE II. 


| Enter Julia and Lucetta. 


Ful. But ay, Lacerta, now We are alone, 

Wouldſt thou then counſel me to fall in Love? 

Luc. Ay, Madam, ſo you ſtumble not unbecdfully. 

Jul. Of all the fair Reſort of Gentlemen, 

| That every Day with Parle encounter me, 

In thy thy Opinion which is worthieſt Love? | 

925 Pleaſe you repeat — ſheve my Mind, 
2 to my ſhallow ſimple Skill. 


Ful. What think'ſt thou of the fair Sir -.. x . 8 


Lac. As of a Knight well ſpoken, neat aud fine; 
_ Put gen! you, he never ſhould be mine. yy 
Ful. What think'ſt thou of the rich Mercatio! 
Luc. Well of his Wealth, but of himſelf ſo, fo. 
Ful. What think'ſt thou of the gentle Prothens? - 
Luc. Lord, Lord! to ſee what Folly reigns in us. 


Ful. How now? what means this Paſſion at his Name? 5 


Luc. Pardon, dear Madam; —— 


N 
| 
1 
i 
-Þ 
i 
5 
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That 1, unworthy Body as 1 am, 


Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 
Ful. Why not on-Prothens, as of all the reſt? 
Luc. TY thaw; of — I think him beſt, | 
Ful. Your Reaſon-? ; 
Lac. 1 have no other but a Woman's Reaſon; 


I think him fo, becauſe I think him ſo. 


Jul. And wouldit thou have me caſt my Love on him? 
Luc. Ay, if you thought your Love net caſt away. 
Fil. Why he, of all the reſt, hath never mov'd me. 

Luc. Yer he, of all the reſt, I think beſt loves ye. 

Ful. His little ſpeaking ſhews his Love but ſmall. 

Luc. Fire that's cloſeſt kept burns moſt of all. 

Ful. They do not love that do not ſhew their Love, 

Luc. Oh, they love leaſt that let Men know their _ 

Ful. 1 would 1 knew his Mind. 

Tuc. Peruſe this Paper, Madam: 

Ful. To Julia; ſay, from whom? 
Luc. That the Contents will ſhew- 


* Say, ſay; who gave it thee? | 1 
Tuc. Sir Valentine's Page; and ſent, l think, from Prothens. | 
Hie weuld have given it you, but I being in the Way, 
Did in your Name receive it; pardon the Fault, I pray. 


Now, by my Modeſty, a goodly Broker; 
8 — to harbour — ; 
To whiſper and conſpire —— my Vouth? 
Now truſt me, tis an Office of great Worth, 
And you an — Places _ 
There; take the Paper; ſee it be return d, 


Seen no more into my Sight. 


Luc. To plead for Love deſerves more Fee than Rate. 
= Will ye be gone? 

That you may ruminate. [Exiz. 
Ful And yet 1 = ould 1 had v'e-loak'd the Later, 


: It were a — to call her back again, 


And pray her toa Fault, for which-I ch d ber. 
What Fool is ſhe that knows Jam a Maid, 


And would not force the Letter to my View? | 3 
Since Maids, in ä op No to that 4 5 
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Which they would have the Profferer conſtrue, Ay. 
Fie, fie; how way-ward is this fooliſh Love, 
That, like a teſty Babe, will ſcratch the Nurſe, 
And preſently, all humbled, kiſs the Red? 
How curly 1 I chid Lucetta hence, 
When willingly I would have had her here? 
How angerly I taught my Brow to frown, 
When inward Joy enforc'd my Heart to ſmile? 
My Penance is, to call Lucetta back, 
And ask Remiſſion for my Folly paſt. 


Z What ho! Lacetta ! 


Re. enter Lucetta. 
Tuc. What would your Ladyfhip? 
Ful. Is t near Dinner-time? 
5 Luc. I would it were, ts, 
That you might kill 5 71 Stomach on your Mext, 
And not upon your 7 

Ful. What is't that you og 

Took up fo gingerly?. 
Luc. Nothing. 
Ful. Why didſt thou Sabo th then? 
Luc. To take a Paper up that I let fall. 
Ful. And is that Paper og 7 
Luc. Nothing cencernin $2 
Ful. Then let it lye for t ole that! it concerns: 
3 Luc. Madam, it will not lye where it Concerns, 

| Unleſs it have a falſe In | 


Ful. Some Love of 742 bath writ to you in Rhime. 


Luc. That 1 might fing it Madam, to a Tune; 
Give me a Note; your Ladyſhip can ſet. 
Ful. As little by doch Toys as may be poſſible; 
Det ing it to the Tune of Light Q Love. BY | 
Luc. It is too heavy for fo light a Tune. 
Ful. Heavy? belike it hath forge Burthen then. 
Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you * it 
Ful And why not you? 
Luc. ] cannot reach ſo high. _ 
Ful. Let's ſee your Song: | 
How now Minen? 


vol. | Ip > 
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Cuc. Keep Tune there ſtill, you will ſing it out: 
And yet methinks I do not ike the Tune, 
Ful. You do not? 
Luc. No, Madam, tis too ſharp. 
2 You, Minion, are too fawcy. 
Nay, now you are too flat, 
And n mar the 4. with too harſh a Deſcant: 
There wanteth but a Mean to fill your Song. 
Ful. The Mean is drown'd with your unruly Baſe. 
Luc. Indeed I bid the baſe for Protheus. 
Ful. This Babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me. 
Here is a Coil with a 4 ge T4 
Go, ou gone; and let the Pa e: 
Lou 1 be fngring them to anger — 
Tuc. She makes it ſtrange, but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
To be ſo anger'd with another Letter. (Exit. 
Ful. Nay, would I were ſo anger'd with the fame! 


-- hateful Hands to tear ſuch loving Words; 


Injurious Waſps, to feed on ſuch * 4 
And kill the Bees that yield 1 

II kiſs each ſeveral Paper for amen 
Look, here is writ, kind Julia; unkind Fulia! 5 


4 s in revenge of thy Ingratitude, 


I throw thy Name againſt the bruiſin Stones, 
Frampling contemptuouſly on thy Di 
Look here is writ, Love-womnded Protheus. 
Poor wounded Name! my Boſom, as a Bed, 
Shall lodge thee till thy Wound be pen beat; 


And thus I frvech it wich 3 Qeeraigs 


But twice or thrice was e written doyyn : 
| Be calm, good Wind, blow not a Word away, 
| = I have found « N the Letter, 
Except mine own e: T © ome Whir-wind be 
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging Rock, 
And throw it thence into the raging Ses. 
2 redo $A is his ; > ug 
1 or paſſiongte Protheus, 
| ſweet Julia: That Ell tear gays 
| And yet I will not, fith fo 


He couples i it to o his . Names: : 


Thus 
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Thus will 1 fold them ane n another ; 
No kiſs embrace, contend, do what you wil. 
| Enter Lucetta.  - 
Cas. Madam, Dinner is ready, and your Father flays. 
Well, let us 
. What, ſhall dec Papers lye, like Tell-tales here? 
FJ If thou reſpect them, beſt to take them up. 
Luc, Nay, I was taken up for laying them down: 
| Yet here they ſhall not lie Agar cold. 
Ful. 1 you have a Month's to them. 
WM Luc. Ay, Madam, you may ſay Tt Sights you ſee: 
I fee things too, although you judge I wink. 1 
Ju. Come, came, will pleaſe you go? [ Enns. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Anthonio and Panthion. 


Te av. Tell me, Pantbios, what ſad Talk was that 
I Wherewith my Brother held you in the Cloyſter? 
Pam. Twas of his Nephew Protheus, your Son: : 
Ant. Why, what of hen? 
Pant. He wonder d that your 
Would ſuffer him to Gd} his Youth at home; 
While other Men of ſlender Reputation 
Put forth their Sons to ſeek Preferment out: 
Some to the Wars, to try their Fortune theres 
Some to diſcayer Iſlands far 2 
Some to the ſtudious Univerſities. 
For any, or for all theſe. Excerciſes, . 
He faid, that Fretheus, your Son, was meet; | 
And did requeſt me to importune yu | 
To lt him ſen his time no ha 5 
Which wo great Impeachment to his | 
In havin wok, no Trae in his Youth. _ 
Aut. Nor need'ſt thou much im dune me to that 
Whereon this Month I have been hammering. 
I have conſider'd well his loſs of Time; 
And how he cannot be 3 perfect Man, 
Not being try ., nor tutor d in the World: 
* is by Induſtry atchiey'd, 
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And perfected by the ſwift Courſe of Time; 
Then tell me, hither were 1 beſt to ſend him? 
Pane. I think your Lordſhip is not ignorant, 
How his Companion, youthful Valentine, 
Attends the Emperor in his Royal Court. 
Ant. I know it well. 
Pant. Twere good, I think, your Lordſhip ſent lie 
There ſhall he practiſe Tilts and Turnaments, ſthither; 
Hear ſweet Diſcourſe, converſe with Noblemen, | 
And be in Eye of every Exerciſe 
Worthy his Youth, and Nobleneſs of Birth. 
A I like thy Counſel; well haſt thou advis'd; 
And that thou may'ſt perceive how well I like it, 
The Execution of it ſhall make known; 
Even with the ſpeedieſt Expedition 
I will diſpatch him to the Em ror's Court. 
Tam. To Morrow, may it pleaſe you, Don Liphonſo, 
With other Gentlemen of good Efteem, 
Are journeying to ſalute the Emperor, 
And to commend their Service to his Will. 
Ant. Good Company: With them ſhall FProtheus go. 
And 1 now will we break with him. 
Enter Protheus. 
Sweet Love, fweet Lines, ſweet Life! 
Here is her Hand, the Agent of her Z 
Here is her Oath for Love, her Honour's Pawn. 
O that our Fathers would applaud our Loves, 
- | To ſeal our Happineſs with their Conſents. 

On heav'nly Julia! | | 
Ant. How now? What Letter are you reading there? 
Pro. May't pleaſe your Lordſhip, tis a Word or two. 

of 8 ent from Valentine; _ 3 

Deliver d by a Friend that came from him. 
Ant. Lend me the Letter; let me ſee what News. 
Pro. There is no News, my Lord, but that he writes 

How Fr hp y he lives, how well belov'd, | | 

And graced by the Emperor; 3 
Wiſhing me with him, Partner of his Fortune, 
An. And bow” R Wiſh? 
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Pro. As one relying on your Lordſhip's Will, 

And not depending on his friendly Win. 
Ant. My Will is ſomething ſorted with his Wiſh: 

Muſe not that I thus ſuddenly proceed; 
For what I will, I will; and there's an End. 

I am reſfoly'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome Time 
With Valentino in the Emp'ror's Court: 

What Maintenance he from his Friends receives, 

Like Exhibition thou ſhalt have from me: 


To Morrow be in readineſs to go. 


Excuſe it not, for I am peremptory. 
Pro. My Lord, I cannot be fo ſoon: provided; 
| Pleaſe you deliberate a Day or two. 

Ant. Look what thou want'ſt ſhall be ſent after thee: 
| No more of Stay; to Morrow thou muſt go. 
Come on, Panthion; you ſhall be imploy'd 


To haſten on his Expedition. Exe. Ant. and Pant. 


Pro. Thus have I ſhun'd the Fire, for fear of burning, 
And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drewn'd: 
I fear'd to ſhew my Father-Fulia's Letter, 

Leſt he ſhould take an to my Love; 
And with the vantage of mine own Excuſe, 
Hath he excepted moſt againſt my Love. 
Oh, how this Spring of Love reſembleth 

'Th' uncertain Glory of an April Day. 

Which now ſhews all the my of the Sun, 

And by and by a Cloud takes all away. 

| | iter Panthion. 

Pant. Sir Protheus your Father calls for you; 
He is in haſte, therefore I pray you go. 
| Pro. Why this it is! My Heart accords thereto, 
And yet a — 
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times it anſwers no Eau. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
Enter Valentine and Speed. 
Speed. 8 IR, your Glove. "IG, 
bs Val. Not mine; my Gloves are oft. 
Speed. Why then this may be yours, for this is but one. 
Pal. Ha? let me ſee: Ay, give it me, it's mine: 
Sweet Ornament that decks a Thing divine. 
Ah Silvia, Silvia! | ings; 
Speed. Madam Silvia! Madam Silvia! 
Val. How now Sirrah? MS 
Speed. She is not within hearing, Sir. 
Val. Why Sir, who bad you call her? 
Speed. Your Worſhip, Sir, or ele I miftook, 
Val. Well, you'll till be too forward. | : 
Speed. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too low. 8 
Vat. Go to Sir, tell me, do you know Silvia 
Speed. She that your Worſhip loves? 
Vat. Wny, bow xaow jou twat I am in Los ;;; N; 
Speed. Marty, by theſe ſpecial Marks: Firſt, you hive 
learn d, like Sir Prothens, to wreath your Arms like a 


7 


1 


Mile content, to reliſh a Love Song like a Robin l. 


| breaſt, to walk alone like one that had the Peſtilence, to 
ſigh like a School-boy that had loſt his A. B, C, to * 12 
like a young Wench that had loſt her Grandam, to fa 
like one that takes Diet, to watch like one that fears rob- 
bing, to ſpeak palng like a Beggar at Halbowmaſs: You 
were wont, when you laugh'd, to crow like a Cock; 
When you walk d, to walk like one of the Lions; when 
you faſted, it was preſeacly after Dinter; when you 
ook'd fadly, it was for want of Mony: And now you 
are metamorpos'd with a Miſtreſs, that when I look on 
you, 1 can hardly think you my Maſter. 

Val. Are all theſe things perceiv'd in me? 

Speed. They are all perceiv'd without ye. 

Val. Without me? they cannot. ON TT 
Speed. Without you? nay, that's certain; for without 
you were fo fimgle, none elſe would: But 'you 7 ſo 

1 To 3 3 
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without theſe Follies, that theſe Follies are within you, 


and ſhine through you like the Water in an Urinal; that 


not an Eye that ſees you, but is a Phyſician to comment 
on your Mala 
Val. But tell me, doſt thou know my Lady Silvia? 
Speed. She that you gaze on ſo as ſhe fits at Supper? 
Val. Haſt thou obſery'd that? Even ſhe I mean. 
Speed. Why, Sir, I know her not. 


Val. Doſt thou know her by gazing on her, and yet 


know'ſt her not? 
Speed. Is ſhe not hard-favour'd, Sir? 
Val. Not fo fair, Boy, as well favour d. 
Speed. Sir, 1 know that well enough. 
Pal. What doſt thou know? 
Speed. That ſhe is not ſo fair, as of you well Arber d. 
Val. 1 mean that her Beauty is exquiſite, 


5; Bat her Fayour infinite. 


_ I th co RR, and the other 
5 out of all Count. Wy 


Val. How painted? and how out of Count? 


Speed. Marry Sir, ſo painted to make her fair, that no- 


Man counts of her Beauty. 
Val. How eſfeem'ſt thou me? 1 git of her Bear, 
| Speed. You never ſaw her ſince ſhe was deform 
Val. How long hath ſhe been deform'd? 
Speed. Ever ſince you loy'd her. 
pal. I have loy'd her ever fince I Cow her, 
And ſtill I fee her beautiful. 
Speed. If you love her, you cannot ſce ker. 
Pa. Why? 


| Speed. Becauſe Loveis blind, O that you had mine Eyes, 
or your own Eyes had the Li güts 4 were wont 4 have, 


| when you chid at Sir Prothens for going ungarter d. 
Pal. What ſhould I fee then? 


Speed. Your own preſent Folly, and her raffing De. 


formity: For he being in Love, could not ſee te garter 


his Hoſe, and you, being in Loye, cannot ſee to put on 


your Hoſe. 


: ' Val. Belike, Boy, then you are in ove; for laſt Morn- 


ing you could not ſee to w__ my Shoes. 


E 4 Speed. 
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Speed. True, Sir, I was in Love with my Bed; I thank 
are you ſwing'd me for my Love, which makes me the 
| bolder to chide you for yours. | 

Val. In Concluſion, | Nand affected to her. 

* I would you were ſet, ſo your Affection would 
ceaſe 

Val. Laſt Night ſhe enjoin'd me 
To write ſome Lines to one ſhe loves. 

Speed. And have you? 
Pal. I have. 
Speed. Are they not lamely writ? _ 
Val. No, Boy, but as well as I can do them: 
Peace, here the comes. | 
e ' 
Oh excellent Motion! Oh exc 
Wow will he interpret to her. ' Popper 
| Val. Madam and Miſtreſs, a thouſand Good-morrows. 
Speed. Oh! give ye Good-ey'n; here's a million of Man- 
ners. | 
Sil. Sir Valentine, and Servant, to you two thouſand; | 
Speed. He ſhould give her Intereft; and ſhe Laar it him. 
Val. As you injoin'd me, I have writ your 
_ Unto the fe ecret, nameleſs Friend of yours; 
Which J was much unwilling to proceed i in, 
But for my Duty to your Ladyſhip. 
Sil. I thank you, 45 Servant, tis very Clerkly 
Val. Now truſt me, Madam, it came hardly o 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writ at random, ver Joubtfully. _ 
Sil. Perchance you think too 3 of ſo much Pains? | 
Val No, Madam, fo it ſteed you, I will write, 

Pleaſe 2 command, a thouſand times as much. 


_ 

"pity Peried; well, 1 gueſs the mo 
And yer a Tal not name it, yet I care not, 
And yet take this again, and yet I thank you; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more, P 
Speed. And yet yuu will; and yet, another yet; Liu. 5 
Pal. What means your Ladyſkip? 5 | 
Do "__ not like 166 


— 
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Sz. ves, the Lines are very quaintly writ; 
But, ſince n i aun; | 


0 Nay, take them. 


Val. Madam, they are for you. 

Sil. Ay, ay; you writ rally Sir, at my Requeſt; 
But I none of them; they are for you: 
_ I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Val. Pleaſe you, I'l write your Ladyſhip another. 

Sil. And when it's writ, for my ſake read it over; > 
And if it pleaſe you, fo; if not, why ſo. = 
„Fa. If it p e me, Madam, what then? 
Sil. Why, if it pleaſe you, take it for your Labour; 
; And ſo good-morrow, Servant. [Exit, 
Speed. Oh Jeſt unſeen, inſcrutable, inviſible, | 
As a Noſe on a Man 3 Face, or a Weathercock on a Steeple; 
My Maſter ſues to her, and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 
He her Pupil, to become her Turor: COON 58 
Oh excellent Device! was there ever heard a better? 


That my Maſter being the Scribe, to himſelf ſhould write : 
thx Letter? 


val. How now, Sir? | 
3 8 "Rr reaſoning with your felt? 5 ; 
ay, I wasriming; 'tis you that have the Reaſon. 
. "xy To o what? | 


Speed. To be a Spokes-man from Madam Silvia. | 

Val. To whom "IM 
Seed. To your ſelf; why, he wooes you by a rere : 

Val. What Figure? | 
Speed. By a Letter, I ſhould ſay. | 
Pal. Why, ſhe hath not writ to me? 
Speed. What need ſhe, 
When ſhe bath made you write to your ſelf? 
Why, do you not perceive the Jeſt? 
Jui. No, believe me. 


Speed. No believing you indeed, Sir: 
But did you perceive her Earneſt? 


Val. She gave me none, except an angry Word. 
Speed. Why, ſhe hath given you a Letter. 
Val. That's the Letter I writ to her Friend. bed. 
* * Gs. Loney" hath ſhe deliver d, and there's an 
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Val. 1 would it were no worſe, 

Speed. III warrant you tis as well: 
For often have you writ to her, and ſhe in : - 
Or elſe for want of idle Time, could not 8 Y 
Or tetring elſe ſome Meſſenger that might 142 
cover, 
Her ſelf hath taught her Love himſelf to wyite unro Her 
All this 1 ſpeak in Print; for in Print I found it. 8 


Why muſe you, Sir? tis Dinner - time. 


Val. I have din d, 


| Speed. Ay, but hearken, Kr; ads toes 


can feed on the Air, I am one that am nodriſti d by my 
Vietuals; and would fain have Meat: Oh be riot like your = 
Miſtreſs; be moyed, be moved. [Exvnt. 


„ SEEN Ni. 
5 dur Prothens an Julia, 


. Hare Patience: gentle Julia. 
Ful. I muſt, where is no Remedy. 

Pro. When poſlibly I can, I will return. 
Ful. If you turn not, u will return the ſooner: 
this Remembrance r thy Julias fake.[Giving a * 
Pro. Why then we'll make Exchange; 


Here, take you this. 


Ful. And ſeal the Bargain with a holy Kiſs. 
Pro, Here is my Hand for my true Conſtancy: 
And u hen that Hour O er- ſlips me in the Day, 
Wherein | ſigh not, Fulia, fer thy ſake, 
The next enſuing Hour ſome foul "Miſchance | 
Torment me. for my Love's Forgetfulneſs! ! 
My Father ſtays my coming; anſwer not: 
The Tide is now; nay, not thy Tide of Tears; . 
That Tide wil, ſtay me longer than I ſhould: * Jt 
Jo, farewel, What? gone without a Wor | 
Ay, ſo true Love ſhould do; it cannot ſpeak; 
For Truch hath better Deeds than Words to Toes . 
Euer Panthion. 
Ban. dir Protheus, you are ſtaid for. 
Pro. Go; I come, I come; 


Alas! this Parting _ poor Lovers dumb  [Excmmt. 


CY 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Launce. 


Zaun: Nay, twill be this Hour cer I have done weep⸗ 5 
ing; all the Kind of the Eames have this very Fault: I 
hare receiv'd my Proportion, like the prodi ious Son and 
_. gon wi Sir Prothezes to the Imperial's Court, I 
think Crab, m . be the ſowyreſt natur dq Dog that 

lives: My N "my Father wailing, my si- 
ſter crying, our "Maid owling, our Cat Wringing fo 
Hands, and all our Houſe in a great Perplexity ; yet did 

= this cruel-hearted Cur ſhed one Tear: He is a Stone, 
* and has no more Pity in him than a 

A Jem would have wept to have ſeen our Parting), 

why, my Grandam, having no Eyes, look you, | woe 


* 


her ſelf blind at my Parting. Nay, I ſhow yo 
manner of it: This Shoe m Father; no, ane le Shoe 
is my Father; no, no; chis ef! See is my Mother; nay, 

that cannot be ſo neither; yes, it is ſo, it is ſo; it hath 
the Worſer Sole; this Shoe with the Hole in it is my 

| Mother, and this my Father; a Vengeance on't, there 
tis: Now, Sir, this Staff ir my Siſter; for look you, ſhe 

is as white as a L lly,and as ſmallas a Wand; this Hat is 
Nan, our Maid; I am the Dog; no, the Dog is himſelf, 

and 1 am the Dog: Oh, the Dog is me, and I am my | 

ſelf; ay, ſo ſo; Now come I to my Father; Father, 

Bleſſing; now ſhould not the Shoe ſpeak à Word for 

weeping; now ſhould I kiſs my Father; well, he 

on; Now come I to my Mother; oh that ſhe could f 
now like a Would woman; well; kiſs her; why there tis; 

here's my Mother's Breath up arid de vn: Now come 1 
to my Siſter; mark the Moan ſne makes: Now the Dog 5 

all this while ſheds not à Tear, nor ſpeaks a Word; bur 


e how 1 lay the Duf with my Ter 


Enter Panthion. 3 
"2 Pane. Lawnce, away, away; aboard; thy Maſter is 
ſhipp'd and thou art 2 poſt after wich Ofts: What's the 


Matter? why weep'ſt thou, Man? _ AB m——_ 0 
n | 
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Laun. It is no matter if the Tide were loſt, for it is 
the unkindeſt Tide that ever apy Man ty'd. 
Pant. What's the unkinde Tide? 
Lau. Why, he that's ty d here; Crab, my Dog. 
Pant. Tut, Man, I mean, thou'lt loſe the Flood; * | 
in loſing the Flood, loſe thy Voyage; and in loſing 
Voyage, loſe th J. Maſter; and in loſing thy Maſter, ol 
| thy. bavicw, and in loſing thy Service, ——Why doſt thou 
ſtop my Mouth? | 
Laan. For fear thou ſhould'ſt loſe thy Tongue. 
Pant, Where ſhould 1 loſe my Tongue? 
Lawn. In thy Tale. 
Part. In thy Tail. 5 "mY 
Lau. Loſe the Tide, and the Voyage, and the Maſter, 
and the Service, and the Tidez why, Man, if the River 
were dry, I am able to fill it with my Tears; if the Wind 


| were down, I could drive the Boat with my Sighs. 


Part. Come, come away, Man; I was feat to call thee. 
Laun. Sir, call me what thou dart, = 


Pant. cl. Toff - Os 
Lau. Well, I will go. [Exeun. 
SCENE iv. - 
Enter Valentine, a Thurio and Speed, 
Sil. Servant. 
Val. Miſtreſs. 8 


| Speed. Maſter, Sir Thurio frowns on you. 
Pal. Ay Boy, it's for Love, 

Speed. Not of you. 
Val. Of my Miſtreſs then. 
Speed. *T'were good you knockt him. 
Sil. Servant, you are fad. = 38 
Val. Indeed, Madam, I ſeem fo. 
'Thu. Seem you that you are not? 

Val. Haply 1 do. N 

Thu. So o Counterfeit: Ea 

Val. So do you. 

Thu. What ſeem 1 that I gm not? 

Val. Wile, 354 
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Tb. What Inſtance of che contrary? 
Val. Your Folly. 
The. And how quote you my Folly? 
Val. I quote it in your Jerkin. 
Thu. My Jerkin is * Doublet. | 
Val. Well then, I'll double your Folly. 
Thu. How? 
Sil, What, angry, Sir Thurio ? do hs Soo colour? 
yal. Give him ve, Madam; he is a kind of Camelion. 
Thu. That hath more mind 5 on your Blood, 
than live in your Air. | 
Pal. You have ſaid, Sir. | | 
_ Thu. Ay Sir, and done too, for this time. 
Val. I know it well, Sir; you always end e er you Eo . 
3 fine Volly of Words, Gentlemen, and qui 
Val. Tis indeed Madam ; we thank the Giver. 
Sil. Who is that, Servant? | 
paul. Your ſelt, ſweet Lady, for you gave the Fire: . 
Sir Thurio borrows his Wit from your Ladyſhip's Looks, 


And ſpends what he borrows kindly in your Company. 


Thu, Sir, if you ſpend Word for Word with me, I 
| ſhall make your Wit bankrupt. 
Val. I know it well, Sir, you en Exchequer of Words, 
And, I think, no other Treaſure to give your Followers : 
For it appears, by t their bare Liveries, | 
That they live by your bare Words. 

Sil, No more. Gentlemen, no more: 
Here comes my Father. 5 
| - Enter the Duke. 

| Duke, Now, Daughter Silvia, you are hard beſer. 
Sir 288 your Father is in good Health: 
bans, you to a Letter from your Friends 
4 News ? 7 
= Mord I will be thankful 
To any Meſſenger from thence, * 3 

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your Countryman ? 
Pal. Ay, my good Lord, 1 know the Gentleman 
To be o Worth, and worthy Eſtimation, 
And not without Deſert ſo well _ 


o 


Dake 


36 The Two Gentlemen. 


Duke. Hath he not a Son ? 

Val. Ay, my good Lord, a Son that well deſerves 
The Honour and R of ſuch a Father. 

Duke. You know him well? 

Pal. I knew him as my ſelf, for from our Infancy 
We have converſt, aud ſpent our Hours together? 
And tho' my ſelf have been an idle Truant, 

Omittin 5 che ſwert Benefit of Time, 
To clothe mine Age with Angel- ne Perfection; 
Vet hath Sir Pyotheur, for that's his Name, 
Made Uſe and fair * of his Duys; 
His Years but young, ence old; 

His Head unmellow'd, Is his Ju nent z 

Arid in 4 Word, for far behind his Worth 
Come all rhe Praiſts the I now beſtow, 

He is compleat in Feature and in Mind, 

With all good Grace ti grate a Gentlemen: 
Duale. Beſhre w me, Sir, but if he males this good, 
He is as worthy for an Empreſs Love, 
As meet to be an Emperor“ Counſellor: 

Well, Sir, — — e 
Wik Commendation from great Potentutes; 

| And here he means to ſpend his Time a while. 

I tHink 'ris no un welcome News to 

Val. Should 1 have wiſti'd a thing, it had been he. 

Dake, Welcome him then accord fig ro his Worth: 
Silvia, I ſpeak to you; and yout Sir Thurio; 

For Valentine * not cite him Tr 
I will ſend him hither to you preſentiy e [Exit Duke. 

Val. This is the Gentleman I told your Lad Wir 5 
Had come along with me, but that his Miſt 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chriſtal Looks: 
Sui. Belike that now ſhe hath ctifranchi#d' them 

Upon ſome other other Pawn for Featy. | 
Val. Nay ſure, I think he Holds them Priſoners aut 
 - Nay then he ſhould be blind; and being blind; 
How 8 bone . 

Pal. Why 1 twenty Pair of Eyes. 

Thu. They D 23 Lowe hath' not an Rye dt all! 

Pal. To ſee ſuch: Lovers, Thurio, as your lf: 


L cds AF Object Love can . 


Enter Protheus. | 

8. Have done, have done; here comes the Gentleman. 

Val. Welcome, dear Prothens: Miſtreſs, 1 beſeech 
Confirm this Welcome with ſome ſpecial Favour. 

Sil, His Worth is Warrant for his \ Welcome hither, 
If this be he you oft have wiſh'd to hear from. 

Val. Miſtreſs, it is: Sweet Lady, entertain him 
To be my Fellow-ſervant to your Ladyſhip. 

Sil. Too low a Miſtreſs for ſo high a Servant. 
Pro. Not fo, ſweet Lady; but too mea a Servant 
To have 4 Look of ſuch a Joorth Miſtreſs. 
yal. Leave off Diſcourſe of Difability 


Sweet Lady entertain him for your Servant. 
Pro. My Duty will 1 boaſt of, rotting elſe. 
Sil. And Duty never yet did want His Merd: 
Servant, you are welcome to a\worthleſs Miſtreſs. 
— Il die on him that ſays fo but your ſelf. 
Sil. That you are welcome? 
Pro. That you are worthleſs. 
Thu. Madam, m) Lord, your Father would ſpeak 00 
Sil. I wait upon his Pleaſure; Come, Sir Thurio, 


\ . Go with me. Once more, new Servant, welcome 


III leave you to confer of home Affairs; 
When you have done, we look to hear from y 
Pro. We'll both attend upon your Laras“ 


Ex. Sil. and Thu. 


Val. Now tell me how do all from whence you came? 
Pro. Your Friends are well, and have them much 


Val. And how do yours? (commended. 


Pro. I left them al in Health. 


yal. How does yout Lady? and how thrives your Love? ; 


Pro. My Tales of Love were wont to weary yen ; 

1 know you ae not in a Loye-diſcourſe, 

_ Pal. ro:heus, but that Life is alter'd now; 

| 1 have done Penauce for contemning Loye, 

| Whoſe high imperious Thoughts have puniſh'd me 
With bitter Fiſts. with penitential Groans, 

With night iy Tears and daily heart-ſore Sighs: 

For in revenge of my Contempt of Love 

Love th chac'd Sleep from my Meade Fyes, 
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| And made them Watchers of mine own Heart's Sorrow. 
| © gent tle Protheus Love's a mighty Lord, 
hath ſo humbled me, as I confeſs 
— is no Wo to his Correction; 
Nor to his Service, no ſuch Joy on Earth. 
Now no Diſcourſe, except it be of Love; 
Now can I break my Faſt, dine, ſup and ſleep 
Upon the very naked Name of Love. 
Pro, Enough: I read your Fortune in your Eye. 
Was. this the Idol that you worſhip ſo? | 
Val. Even ſhe; and is ſhe not a heay'nly Saint? 
Pro. No; but ſhe is an earthly "gen. 
Pal. Call her divine. | 
Pro I will not flatter her. 
| Val. O flatter me; for Love delights in Praiſe, 
Pro. When J was fick you gave me bitter Pills, 
And I muſt miniſter the like to you 
pal. Then ſpeak the Truth by her: If not divine, 
| Yet let her be a Priacipality, 
Soveraign to all the Creatures on the Earth. 
Pro. Except my Miſtreſs. | 
: Val. Sweet, except not any, 
Except thou wilt except againſt my Love. | 
Tro. Have I not Reaſon to prefer mine own? 
Val. And 1 will help thee to prefer her too: 
She fhall be dignify'd with this high Honour, 
| To bear my Lady's Train, leſt the baſe Earth 
| Should from her Veſture chance to ſteal a Kiſs; 
And of ſo great a Favour growing proud, 
Diſdain to root the Summer-ſ{welling F lower, 

And make rough Winter everlaſtingly. 5 
Pro. Why, Valentine, what Brag iſm is this? 
Pal. P on me, Prothens; all I can is nothing, 5 
To her, whoſe Worth makes other W nothing; 

She i is alone. | 

Pro. Then let her alone, 

val. Not for the World: „Man, ſhe i; is mine own, 
And Jas rich in having ſuch a evrel, | 
As twenty Seas, if all their Sand were Pearl, 
The Water Necla, and Nek pare Ge. 
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Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Bec:uſe thou ſeeſt me doat upon my Love. 


My fooliſh Rival, that her Father likes, 


Only for his Poſſeſſions are ſo huge, 
Is gone with her along, and I muſt after; 


For Love, thou know'ft, is full of Jealouſie. 


Pro. But ſhe loves you? (Hour, 


Val. Ay. and we are betrothed ; nay more our Marriage 


With all the cunning manner of our Flight, 

Determin'd of; how I muſt climb her Window, 

The Ladder made of Cords, and all the Means 

Plotted and greed on for my Happineſs. 

Good Protheus go with me to my Chamber, 

In theſe Affairs to aid me with thy Counſel. 

Pro. Go on before; I ſhall enquire you forth, 
I muſt unto the Road, to diſembark 

Some Neceffaries that I needs muſt uſe; 

And then 111 preſently attend you. 

Pal. Will you make haſte? 

Fro. I will. 


Even as one Heat another Heat expels, 
Or as one Nail by Str drives out another; 


So the Remembrance of my former Love 
Is by a newer Object quite forgotten: 
: * mine then, or valine raiſe? | 
Her true Perfection, or my falſe Tranſgreſſion, 
That makes me 8 reaſon thus? 
She is fair; and fo is Julia, that] love; 
That I did love, for now my Love is thaw d; 
Which, like a waren Image gainſt a Fire, 
Bears no Impreſſion of the thing it was: 
 Methinks my Zeal to Valentine is cold, 
And that 1 love him not as I was wont. 
O! but I love his Lady too too much; 
And that's the Reafon I love him ſo little. 
How ſhall I doat on her with more Advice, 
That thus without Advice begin to love her? 


Tis but her Picture I have yet beheld, 2 
And that hath dazled ſo my Reaſon's Light: | 
| A\ 


But when 1 look on her PerfeRions, 


[Exit Vil. 
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Eine tos, „e 
If I can check m Love, I will; gs Fe 
If not, to compal br der Ill uſe my Skill. 5 Exit. 


S CE. N E v. 


. Enter Speed and Launce. 
Speed. Launce, by mine 1 Weldon t to Padus 
Lawn. Forſwear not thy ſelf, ſweet Youth; for I am 
not welcome: I reckon this always, that a Man i is never 
undone till ke be hang d, nor never welcome to a Place 
3 we certain Shot be paid and the Hoſteſs ſay Wel- 


oy ed. Come on, you Mad-cap; 8 
with you prefeutly, where, for one Shot of five-p 5 
thou ſhalt have 4 thouſand Welcomes, But, 

how did thy Maſter part with Madam Julia? 


Lan. Marry, tht den co in Scl. they puns 
n 
3 peed, But ſhe marry him? 


| Speed. How then ? Shall he marry ker? 
Taxn. No, neither. 
Speed. What, are they broken ? 
| Lam. No, they are both as whole as a Fiſh. 
Speed. Why then, how ſtands the Matter with them? 
Taun. des chus; when it feaids well vith him, it 
ſtands well with ker. 
Speed. What an Aﬀs art thou? I underſland thee nor. 
Lawn. What à Block art thou, that 9 not? 
My Staff underſtarids — 
| Speed. What thou fay ft? 4 
Lau. Ay, 0 os: Look ther, ü bu 
' lean, and my Staff underſtands me. 
Speed. It ſtands under thee indeed. | 
Lawn, Why, ftadd-under, and underſland is all one. 
Speed. But tel 1 wil — s March? _ 


Lan. Ask my it will; if be fay 
no, it will; if A make 5 Ry Sy: ay nothing, it 


_ Shoes. The Concluſion is the — os 
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Ta. Thou ſhalt never get ſuch a Secret from me, but 
by a Parable. 
_ | Speed. Tis well that I get it o: | But, Lawice, how 
ſay'ſt thou, that my Maſter is become a notable Lone? 
| Lawn, I never knew him otherwiſe. 
Speed. Than how ? | 
| Lawn. A notable Lubber, as thou reporteft him to be. 
2 Why, thou whoreſon Aſs, thou miſtak'ſt me. 
, Laun, Why Fool, 1 meant not the; I meant thy Ma- 
er. 


| Speed. I tell thee, my Maſter is become a bot Lover. 
Lau. Why, I tall thee, I care not tho” he burn him- 
ſelf in Love: "if thou wilt go with me to the Alehouſe, 
ſo; if not, thou art an Hebrew, 2 and not wor 
the Name of a Chriſtian, 

Speed. Why ? 

Lawn. Becauſe thou haſt U in thee 
as to go to the Ale-houſe with a 2 Wilt thou go? 

Speed. At thy Service. Exeunt. 


SCENE vi. 


Buer Protheus ſolur. 


Pro. To leave my Julia; ſhall I be forſworn? 
To love fair Silvia; ſhall 1 be forſworn? . 
To wrong my Friend, 1 ſhall be much forſworn : 
And ev'a that Pow'r which = me firſt my Oath, 
Prevokes me to this threefold Perjury. 

Love bad me ſwear, and Love bids me forſwear: 
O ſweet ſuggeſting Love, if thou haſt ſinn d, 
Teach me, thy tempted Subject, to excuſe it. 
At firſt 1 did adore a dene Sur, 


= But now I worſhip a celeſtial 


Whoſe Sov'raig 


 Unheedful Vows 4 heedfully be hk, 

And he wants Wit dt wants Jelolved Will, 
Jo learn his Wit © exchange the bad for better: 
Fie, fie, unreverend Tongue, to call her bad, 
ty ſo oft thou haſt preferr'd, 
With twenty Gland Soul · confirmed Oaths. 
I cannot — — do: 
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But there I leave to love where I ſhould love : 1 
Fulia I loſe, and Valentine I loſe: x. 
If I keep them, I needs muſt loſe my ſelf: 8 — "= ( 


If 1 loſe them, thus find I but their Loſs, 


For Valentine, my ſelf, for Julia, Silvia: 


I to my ſelf am dearer than a Friend; 


For Love is ſtill moſt precious in it ſelf: 


And Silvia, witneſs Heav'n that made her Fair, 


 Shews Fulia but a ſwarthy Erhiope. 


I will forget that Julia is alive, 


Remembring that my Love to her is dead: 
And Valentine I'll hold an Enemy, 


Aiming at Silvia as a ſweeter Friend: < 


cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelf, 
Without ſome Treachery us'd to Valentine: 


This Night he meaneth, with a corded Ladder, 
To climb celeſtial Silvia's Chamber Window, 
My ſelf in Council his Competitor: a 
Now preſently I'll give her Father notice 


Of their diſguiſing, and pretended Flight; 
Who, all enrag'd, will baniſh Valentine; 
For Thurio he intends ſhall wed his Daughter. 
But Valentine _ gone, I'll quickly croſs, 


By ſome ſly Trick, blunt Thario's dull Proceeding. 


Love lend me Wings, to make my Purpoſe ſwift, | 


As thou haſt lent me Wit to plot his Drift. [Exit. 
: SCENE vn. 
Enter Julia and Lucetts. 


Jul. Counſel, Lucetta; gentle Girl, aſſiſt me, 


And even in kind Love I do conjure thee, 


. Who art the Table wherein all my Thoughts 
Are viſibly CharaQter'd and ay'd, , 
To leflon me, and tell me ſome good Mean, 
How with my Honour I may undertake 
A Journey to my loving Prothens. 


Luc. Alas, the Way is weariſome and long. 
Jul. A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary | 
To meaſure Kingdoms with his feeble Steps, 


Much 
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Much leſs ſhall ſhe, that hath Love's Wings to fly; 
And when the Flight i is made to one ſo dear, 
Of ſuch divine Perfection as Sir Protheus. 2 
Luc. Better forbear till Protheus m. ke Return. 
Jul. Oh, know ſt thou not, his Looks are my Soul s Food? 
Pity the Dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that Food ſo long a time: 
Didſt thou but kndw the inly Touchrof Love, 
Thou would'ſt as = go kindle Fire with Snow, 
As ſeck- to quench the Fire of Love with Words. 
Luc. I do not ſeek to quench your Love's hot Fm, 
But qualifie the Fire's extream Rage, 
Leſt it ſhould burn above the Bounds of Reaſon. 5 = 
Ful. The more thou damm'ſt it up, the more it burns: 
The Current that with gentle Murmur glides 
Thou know'ft, being ſtopp'a, impatiently doth rage; 
But when his fair Courſe is not hinclered, 
He makes ſweet Muſick with th ennomel'd Stones, 
Giving a gentle Kiſs to every Sedge yo 
He overtaketh in his Pilgrimage: 
And ſo by many winding Nooks he ſtrays, 
With willing Sport, to the wild Occan. 
Then let me go, and hinder not my Courſe; 
II be as patient as a gentle Stream, | 
And make a Paſtime of each weary Step, 
Till the laſt Step have brought me to my Love; 
And there I'll reſt, as, after much Turmoil, 
A bleſſed Soul doth in Elxium. 
Tuc. But in what Habit will you go along? 
Ful. Not like a Woman; for I would prevent | 
; Tk looſe Encounters of laſcivious Men: . 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with ſuch Weeds 
As may beſeem ſome well-reputed Page. 
Luc. Why then your Lady ip muſt cut your Hair. 
Ful. No, Girl; I'll knit it up in fiiken Strings, 
With twen odd- conceired true-love Knots: 
To be fantaſtick, may become a Youth 
Of greater time than (ball ſhow'to be. 
© Lic. What Faſhion, Madarn, ſhall | make your Breeches? 
_— Tbat fits as well, as Tell me, good my * 
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What compaſs will you wear your Farthin 
Why, even what Faſhion thou beſt like'ſt, . 725 
Luc. You muſt needs haye them with a Cod · piece, Madam. 
Ful. Out, out, Lucetta, that will be ill- favour'd. g 
Teac. Around Hoſe, Madam, now's not. worth aPin, 
| Unleſs you have a Cod-picce to ſtick Pins on. 
Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'ſt me, let me have 
What thou think ſt meet, and is moſt mannerly: 
But tell me, Wench, hw will the World repute me 
For undertakin ſo unſtaid a Journey? 
I fear me it will make me ſcandaliz'd. 
Lac. If thou think fo, then ſtay at home, and go not. 
Ful. Nay, that I will not. 
Tuc. Then never dream on Infamy, but go. 
If Frotheus like ra urney when you come, 
Ne matter who's diſpleas d when you are gone: 
1 fear me he will FEA, be pleas'd with a 
Jul. That is the leaft, Lucetta, of my Fear: 
A thouſand Oaths, an Ocean of his Tears, 
And Inſtances as infinite of Love, © 
Warrant me welcome to my Protheus, 
Tuc. All theſe are Servants to deceitful Men. 
Jul. Baſe Men that uſe them to ſo baſe Effet: 
But truer Stars did n Protheus Birth; 
His Words are Bonds, his Oaths are Oracles, 
His Love fincere, his Thoughts immaculate, 
His Tears pure Meflengers ſent from his Heart, | 
His Heart as far from Fraud as Heav'n from Earth. 
Luc. Pray Heav'n he prove fo when you come to kim: 
Jul. Now as thou loy't me, do him not that Wrong, 
To bear a hard Opinion of his Truth; | 
Only deſerve my Love by loving him, 
And preſently go with me to my Chambe 
E A kund in need 0 
o furniſh me upon m ng e 
All that is mine Trans ir d N " "ml * 
My Goods, my Lands, my Reputation, 
Only in lieu thereof diſpatch me hence. 
Come, anſwer not; but tp it preſently: 


am impaticur of my Turiance. Zauumnt 
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ACT W. SCENE LL 


Ester Duke, Thurio and protheus. 
Due. C IR Tbaris, give us leave, I pray, a while; 
e have ſome. Secrets to confer about. 


[Exit Thurio. 


Now tell me, Protheus, what's your Will with me ? 
Pro. My gracious Lord, that which I would diſcover 
The Law of Friendfhip bids me to conceal; 
But when I call to Mind your gracious Favours 
Done to me, undeſerving as I am, a 
= by, pricks me on to utter thaf,, 
Wi dae no worldly Good ſhould draw from me. 
Know, worthy Prince, Sir Falentine, my Friend, 
This Night intends to ſteal away your Daughter: 
My ſelf am one made privy to the Plot. 
I es you have determin'd to beftow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle Daughter hates: 
And ſhould ſhe thus be ſtoll'n away from you, 
It would be much Vexation to your Age. 


Thus, for my Duty's ſake, I rather choſe 


To croſs my Friend in his intended Drift, 


Than, by concealing it, heap on your Head 


A pack of Sorrows, which would preſs you down, 
Being unprevented, to your timeleſs Grave. 7 
Duke. Protheus, I thank thee for thine honeſt Care; 
Which to requite, command me whute I live. pt 
This Love of theirs my ſelf have often ſeen; 
_ Haply when 42 judg d me faſt aſleep; 
And oftentimes have purpos d to forbid 
Sir Valentine her Company, and my Court: 
But fearing left my jealous Aim might err, 
And fo unworthily diſgrace the Man, 
A Raſhneſs that I ever yet have ſhunn'd; 
I gave him gentle Looks, thereby to find | 
That which thy {elf hath now dilclos'd to me. 
And that thou may ſt perceive my Fear of this, 


Knowing that render Youth is ſoon ſuggeſted, | 
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I nightly lodge her in an upper Tower, 
The Key whereof my ſelf have ever kept; 


And thence ſhe cannot be convey'd away. 


Pro. Know, noble Lord, they have devis'd a mean | 


How he her Chamber-Window will aſcend, 
And with a corded Ladder fetch her down; 


For which the youthful Lover now is gone, 

And this way comes he with it preſently: 

Where, if it pleaſe you, you may intercept him. 

But, good my Lord, do it ſo cunningly, 

That my Diſcovery be not aimed at; 

For Love of you, not Hate unto my Friend, 

Hath made me Publiſher of this Pretence, 
Duke. Upon mine Honour. he ſhall never know 


That I had any Light from thee of this. 


Pro. Adieu, my Lord; Sir Valentine is coming. [Ex. Pro. 
3 Enter Valentine. a 
Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away ſo faſt? 
Val. Pleaſe it your_Grace, there is a Meſſenger 


That ſtays to bear my Letters to my Friends, 
And I am going to deliver them. 


Duke. Be they of much import? 
val. The Tenure of them doth but ſignific - 
My Health, and happy being at your Curt. 
Duke. Nay, then no matter; ſtay with me a while; 


I am to break with thee of ſome Affairs | 


That touch me near; wherein thou muſt be ſecret. 


Tis not unknown to thee, that I have ſought 
To match my Friend, Sir Thurio, to my Daughter. 


Val. I know it well, my Lord, and fure the Match 


Were rich and honourable; , the Gentleman 
Is full of Virtue, Bounty, Worth and Qualities, 


Beſeeming ſuch a Wife as your fair Daughter. 


Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him? 


Duke. No, truſt me, ſhe is peeviſh, ſullen, froward, 


Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborn, lacking Duty); 
Neither regarding that ſhe is my Child, 
Nor fearing me, as if I were her Father: 


And may 1 fay to thee, this Pride of hers 
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And where I thought the Remnant of mine Age 
Should have been cheriſh'd by her Child-like By, 
I now am full reſolv'd to take a Wife, 
And turn her out to who will take her in: 
Then let her Beauty be her Weddiag-Dowre; 
For me and my Poſſeſſions ſhe eſteems not. 
Val. What would your Grace have me to do in this? 
Duke. There is a Lady in Verona here 
Whom l affect; bur ſhe is nice and coy, 
And nought eſteems my aged Eloquence: 
Now therefore would I have — to my Tutor; 
For long agone I have forgot to court; 
Beſides, the Faſhion of the Time is chang d. 
 Hew, and which way I may beſtow my ſelf, 
To be regarded in her Sun-bright Eye. 
Val. Win her with Gifts, if ſhe reſpects not Words; | 
Dumb Jewels often in their filent kind, 
More than quick Words, do move a Woman's Mind. 
Duke. But ſhe did ſcorn a Preſent that I ſent her. 
Val. A Woman ſometimes ſcorns what beſt contents hers 
Send her another; never give her o'er; 
For Scorn at firſt makes After- love the more. 
If ſhe do frown, tis not in Hate of you, 
Bur rather to beget more Love in you: 
If ſhe co chide, tis not to have you gone; 
For why, the Fools are mad if left alone. 
Take no Repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay; 


For, Get you gone, ſhe doth not mean away: N | ; 


Flatter, and praiſe, commend, extol their Graces; 
Tho' ne er fo black, ſay they have Angels Faces. 


1 That Man that hath a Tongue, I ay, is no Man, 


If with his Tongue he cannot win a Woman. 
Duke. But ſhe, I mean, is promis d by her * 
Vnto a youthful Gentleman of worth, 
And kept ſeverely from Reſort of Men, 
That no Man hath Acceſs by Day to her. 
Val. Why then I would reſort to her by Night. Lo 
Due Ay, but the Doors be lockt, and Keys kept ſafe, | 


That no Man hath Recourſe to her by Night. 


| Val. What lets but one may enter at her Window | 
Vol. 1. 14 os Duke 
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Duke. Her Chamber is aloft far from the Ground, 
And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his Life. 
Val. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords, 
| To caſt up, with a pair of anchoring Hooks, 
Would ſerve to ſcale another Hero's Tower, 
So bold Leander would adventure it. 
Duke. Now as thou art a Gentleman of Blood, 
Adviſe me where I may have ſuch a Ladder. 
Val. When would you uſe it ? pray Sir, tell me that. 
Duke. This very Night; for Love is like a Child, 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Val. By ſeven a Clock I'll get you ſuch a Ladder. 
Duke. But hark thee: I will go to her alone; 
How ſhall I beſt convey the Ladder thither? 
Val. It will be light, my Lord, that you may bear i it 
Under a Cloak that is of any length. 
Duke. A Cloak as long thine will ſerve the — 
Val. Ay. my good Lord. 
Duke. Then let me ſee thy Cloak; 
Vil get me one of ſuch another len th. 
Val. Why any Cloak will ſerve — turn, my Lord. 
Dube. How ſhall I faſhion me to wear a Cloak? 
I pray thee let me feel thy Cloak upon me. 
V hat Letter is this ſame? what's here? to Silvia? 
And here an Engine fit for my Proceeding? 4 
I'll be ſo bold to break the Seal for once. [Duke Reads 


ly Thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 
And Slaves they are to me that ſend them flying: 
Oh, could _ Fo fon and go as lightly, 
Himſelf would lodge e, ſenſeleſs, they are lyi 
M * Thoughts m thy x Joh uſe _—_ 
| While I, their King, that thither them importune, 
Do curſe the Grace that with ſuch Grace hath bleſt * 
| Becauſe my ſelf do want my Servants Fort ne- 
T curſe my 9 (ef; 71 they are ſent by m, 
That they ſhowld harbour where their Lord would be. 
"What's here? Silvia, this Night will I infranchiſe thee 
Duns: and har'sche Lacger for * 


: why 


But as thou loy'ſt thy Life, make ſpeed from hence. 
5 | ET . 
pal. And why not Death, rather than living Torment? 
To die. is to be baniſh'd from my felf, 
And Silvia is my ſelf; baniſh'd frem her 
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Why Phazton, for theu art Merop's Son, 
Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heav'nly Car? 


And with thy daring Folly burn the World? 


Wilt thou reach Stars, becauſe they ſhine on thee ? 
Go, baſe Intruder! over-weaning Slave! 
Beſtow thy fawning Smiles on equal Mates, 


And think my Patience, more than thy Deſert, 
Is Privilege for thy Departure hence: 


Thank me for this, more than for all the Favours 
Which, all too much, I have beſtow'd on thee. 
Bur if thou linger in my Territories, 

Longer than ſwifteſt Expedition 8 
Will give thee time to leave our Royal Court, 

By Heav'n, my Wrath ſhall far exceed the Love 
I ever bore my Daughter, or thy ſelf: 

Be gone, I will not thy vain Excuſe, 


Is ſelf from ſelf: A deadly Baniſhment! _ 
What Light is Light, it Silvia be not ſeen? 
What Joy is Joy, if Silvia be not by? 

Unleſs it be to think that ſhe is by, 
And feed upon the Shadow of Perfection. 


Except I be by Silvia in the Night, 
There is no Muſick in the Nightingale: 
_ Valeſs I look en Silvia in the Day, | 


There is no Day for me to look upon : 


She is my Eſſence, and I leave to be, 


If I be not by her fair Influence 


| Foſter'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. 


I fly not Death to fly his deadly Doom; 


Tarry I here, 1 but attend on Death; 
But fly I hence, I fly away from Life. 


3. Enter Protheus and Launce. 
Pro. Run, Boy, run, run, and ſeek him out. 
Law. Soa-hough, Soa-hough —— 3 


Which uarevers d ſtands in effectual Force, 

A Sea of melting Pearl, which ſome call Tears: 
Thoſe at her Father's churliſ feet ſhe tender d, 
. = them, upon her Knees, her humble ſelf, 
| 22 g her Hands, whoſe Whiteneſs fo became them, . 
As it 


But neither | 
Sad Sighs, deep Groans, nor 5 Tearz, 
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Lau. Him we go to find: 


There's not an Hair on's Head but ts a Valatn 


Pro. Valentine? 

Pal. No 
Pro. Who then; his Spirit / 
Pal Neither. 


Pro. What then? 


Val. Nothing. 

Laun. Can nothin ſpeak? Maſter, ſhall I Are: 
Pro. Whom wouldſt thou ſtrike? 

Lawn. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, forbear. 
Lan. Why, Sir. I'll ſtrike nothing; I pray you. 
Pro. Sirrah, I ſay, forbear: Frien Valentine, a Word. 
Val. My Ears are ſtopt, and cannot hear good Ne e 


So much of bad already hath poſſeſt them. 


Pro. Then in dumb Silence will I bury mine; 


| For they are harſh, untuncable, and bad. 


Pal. Is Sitvia dead? © 
Pro. No, Valentine. | 
Val. No Valentine, indeed, for facred ai. 


| Hath ſhe forſworn me? 


Pro No, Valentine. 


pal. No Valentine, if Silvia have forſworn n me: 
What is your News? 


| Lawn. Sir, there is a Proclamation that you are vaniſh'd, 
Pro. That thou art baniſh'd; oh that's the News, 


From hence, from Silvia, . from me thy Friend. 


Pal. Oh, I have fed upon this Woe already; 


And now Exceſs of it will make me ſurfeit. 
Doth Silvia know that 1 am baniſhed? 


Pro. Ay, ay; and ſhe hath offered to the Doom, 85 


ut now they waxed pale for Wo. 
bended Knees, pure Hands he'd up, 


My my 


- 


of VERONA. toi 
Could penetrate her uncompaſſionate Sire; 
But Valentine, if he be ta en, muſt die. | 
Beſides, her Interceſſion chaf'd him fo, 
When ſhe for thy Repeal was ſuppliant, , 
That to cloſe Priſon he commanded her, 
With many bitter Threats of biding there.  _ 
yal. No more, unleſs the next Word that thou ſpeak'ſt 
Have ſome malignant Power upon my Life: OT 
If fo, I pray thee breathe it in mine Ear, 
As ending Anthem of my endleſs Dolour. 
Pro. Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not help, 
And ſtudy Help for that which thou lament'ſt. 
Time is the Nurſe and Breeder of all Good: 
Here if thou ſtay, thou canſt not ſee thy Love; 
Beſides, thy ſtaying will abridge thy Life. N 
Hope is a Lover's Staff, walk hence with that, 
And manage it againſt deſpairing Thoughts. 
Thy Letters may be here tho? thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliverd 
Even in the milk-white Boſom ot thy Love. 
The time now ſerves not to expoſtulates 
Come, Il convey thee through the City-gate, 
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large - 
Of all that may concern thy Love-1ffairs: 
5 —. Silvia, tho not for thy ſelf, 
5 rd thy Danger, and along witn me. | 
Val. I pray thee Launce — if thou ſeeſt my Boy, 
Did him make hafte, and meet me at the North- Gate. 
Pro. Go Sirrah, find him out: Come Valentine. 
Val O my dear Silvia! hapleſs Valentine! [([Exennt. 
Lan. I am but a Fool, look you, and yet 1 have the 
Wit to think my Maſter is a kind of a Knave: But that's 
all one, if he be but one Knave. He lives not now that 
knows me to be in love, yet I am in love; but a Teem 
of Horſe ſhall not pluck that from me, nor who tis 1 
love, and yet tis a Woman; but what Woman'I will not 


my ſelf; and yet tis a Milk-maid ; yet tis not a 


Maid, for ſhe hath had Goſlips; yet tis a Maid, for ſhe 
is her Maſter's Maid. and ſerves for Wages: She hath more 

Qualities than a Water-Spaniel, which is much in a bare 
— 29 Chbriſtian. 
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Chriſtian. Here is the Cat. log [ Pulling out . 4 Pager] of 


her Conditions; Imtrimis, She can ferch and carry; why 


a Horſe can do no more, nay a Horſe cannot fetch, but 


only carry; therefore is ſhe better than a Jade. Item, ſhe 
can milk; look you, a {weet Virtue in a Maid with clean. 
Hands. 
0 Speed. 
Speed. How now. Signior Latnee ? What News with 


your Maſterſnip? 


TLaun. With my Maſterſhip? Why, it is at Sea. 
Speed. Well. your old Vice ſilt; miſtake the Word: 


What News. then in your Pa 


Laun. The blackeft News * ever thou bead. 
Speed. Why Man, how black ? | 
- Laun. Why, as black as Ink. 
Speed. Let me read them. 
Lawn. Fie on thee, Jolthead, thou canſt not read. 
Speed. Thou lieſt 1 can. 
Lawn. I will try thee; tell me this, who begot thee? 
Speed. Marry, the Son of my Grand-father. 
Laun. 2 iterer, it was the Son of thy 
OSrand- mot proves chat thou canſt not read. 
Speed. Come Fool, come, try me in thy Paper, 
Laun. There, and S. Nicholas be thy Speed. 
| Speed. Imprimis, ſhe can milk. 
Lam. Ay, that he aan. 
Speed. Item, ſhe brews good Ale. 
Lawn. And thereof comes the Proverb, Blog of youn 


Heart, brew good Ale. 


Item, the can ſowe. | 
La. That's as much as to fa, Can ſhe fot 
Speed. Item, ſhe can knit. | | 
Laun. Whatneed a Man care for a Stock . Weadh, 


| When ſhe can knit him a Stock! 


| Speed. Item, ſhe can waſh and ſcour. ” | | 
Lam. A fl Virwe, for then ſhe necd not,to be 
waſh'd and ſeour d. _ 

| Speed. Item, ſhe can ſpin. 2 

Ea. eee 
ſpi for her Eo | 

AD * Speed. 
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Speed. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſs Virtues. | 


Laws. That's as much as to fi y Baſtard Virtues, that in- 
deed know not their Fathers, nd therefore have no 


'" Nane. 


more. 


Speed. Here follows hav Vices. 
Laun. Cloſe at the Heels of = Virtues, 
— Item, ſhe is not to 8 kiſt faſting, in aged of 
her Breath. 


Lawn. Well, that Fault may be — with a Breakfaſt: 
Read on. | | 
Speed. Item, ſhe hath a ſweet Mouth. 
Lawn. That makes amends for her ſour Breath. 
Speed. Item, ſhe doth talk in her Sleep. 
Lawn. It's no matter for that, ſo ſhe ſleep not in her Tak. 
. Speed. Item, ſhe is flow in Words. | 
Lan. Oh Villain! That ſet down among her Vices! 
To be ſlow in Words is a Woman's only Virtue: 
1 pray thee out with't, and — it for ber — Virtue. 
Speed. Item, ſhe is proud. 
RY | Lawn. Out with that too: 
| It was Eve's Legacy, and cannot be t ta en \ from ber. 
Speed. Item, ſhe hath no Teeth, 
Laws. | care not for that neither, becauſe 1 love Crufts. 
Speed. Item, ſhe is curſt. 
Lan. Well, the beſt is ſhe hath no Teeth to bite. 
Speed. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her Liquor. 
Laun. If her Liquor be good, ſhe ſhall; if ſhe will not, 
I will, for good things ſhould be praiſed. 
Spes. Item, ſhe is too liberal. 
| Lawn. Of her Tongue ſhe cannot, for ho writ down 
| ſhe is ſlowof; of her Purſe ſhe ſhall-not, for that Ill keep 


ſhut; now of another thing ſhe may, and that cannot 1 
help. Well, proceed. 


Speed. Item, ſhe hath more Hairs than Wit, and more 
Faults than Hairs, and more Wealth than Faults. . 

Laun. Stop there; Il have her; ſhe was mine, and not 
wine. twice or thrice in that Article. Re] that once 


Speed Item, ſhe hath more Hair than wit, 


F4 La. 
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Lam. More Hair than Wit; it may be Ill prove it: 
The Cover of the Salt hides the Salt, and therefore it is 
more than the Salt; the Hair that covers the Wit is more 
than the Wit; for the greater hides the leſs. What's next? 
Speed. And more Faults than Hairs. | 
Laun. That's monſtrous: Oh that that were out. 
Speed. And more Wealth than Faults. 
Tau. Why that Word makes the Faults gracious : 
Well, I'll have her; and if it be a _ as nothing is 
: impoſſible — _ | 
Speed. What then? | 
Laws. Why then will I tell the, ur Maſter ſtays 
for thee at the North-Gate. 
_ Speed. For me? 


Lawn. For thee? ay; who art thou ? He hath faid for 


a better Man than thee. 
| Speed. And muſtI go to him? 5 | 
Lan. Thou muſt run to him; for thou haft ſaid 1 


long that going will ſcarce ſerve the turn. = 
. Fox on your 


 Love-Letters 

Lamm. Now will he be ſwing's for reading. my Letter : 

An unmannerly Slave, that will thruſt himſelt into Secrets. 
Fl after, * 1 


8 CEN E u. 


Enter Duke and Thurio. 


Dude. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that ſhe will love you, | 
No Valentine is baniſh'd from her Sight 
IT). Since his Exile ſhe hath deſpis d me moſt, 
Forſworn my Company, and rail'd at me, 
That I am deſperate of obtaining her. | 
| Duke. This weak Impreſs of Love, is as a Figure, 
Trenched in Ice, which with an Hour's Heat | 
Diſſolves to Water, and doth loſe his Form. 
A little time will melt her frozen Thoughts, 
85 And worthleſs lan . be 


Makes me the better to co 
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Enter Protheus. | 
Novy now, Sir Prothens; is your Countryman, 
According to our Proclamation, gone? 
Fro. Gone, my Lord. 
Duke. My Daughter takes his going heavily. 
Pro. A little time, my Lord, will kill that Grief, 
Duke. So I believe; but Thurio thinks not ſo. 
Protheus, the good Conceit I hold of thee, 
For thou haſt ſhown ſome 155 of good Deſert, 
r with ther. 
Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your Grace, 
Let me not live to look upon your Grace. 
Duke. Thou know'ſt how willingly 1 would effect 
The Match between Sir Thurio and my Daughter. 
Fro. I do, my Lord. | 
Dube And alſu I do think thou art not ignorant 
| How ſhe oppoſes her againſt my Will. 
Tro. She did, my Lord, when Valentine was here. 
Duke. Ay, and perverſely ſhe perſeveres ſo. 
What might we do to war A the Girl forget 


The Love of Valentine, and love Sir Thurio? 


Pro. The beſt way is to ſlander Valentine 
With Falſhood, Cowardiſe. and poor Deſcent : 
Three things that Women highly hold in Hate. 

Due. Ay, but ſhe'll think that i it is ſpoke i in Hate: 

Pro. Ay, if his Enemy deliver it: | | 
| Therefore it muſt with Circumſtance be ſpoken 
By one whom ſhe eſteemeth as his Friend. 

Duke. Then you muſt undertake to ander him. 
Pro, And that, my Lord, I ſhall — 
Tis an ill Office for a Gentleman, 
Eſpecially againſt his very 9 Es 

Duke. Where your good Word cannot auge 
Your Slander a &.. endamage him; * 
Therefore the Office is indifferent, 

Being intreated to it by your Friend. 

Pro. You have prevail d, my Lord: If1 ad; is, 
By ought that I can ſpeak in his Diſpraiſe, : 

She ſhall not long continue Love to him. 
„ Lore from Valentine, | 
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It follows not that ſhe will love Sir Thurio, _ 
Thu. Therefore as you unwind her Love from him, 
Leſt it ſhould ravel, and be good to none, | 
You muſt provide to bottom it on me: 
Which muſt be done, by prailing me as much 
As you in Worth diſpraiſe Sir Valentine. 8 
Duke. And, Protheus, we dare truſt you in this kind, 
| Becauſe we know, on Valentines Report, | 
You are already Loye's firm Votary, 
And cannot ſoon revolt and change your Mind. 
Upon this Warrant ſhall you have Acceſs, 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large: 
For ſhe is lumpiſh, heavy, melancholy, 
And, for your Friend's ſake, will be glad of you; 
Where you may temper her, by your Perſuaſion, 
Ts hate young Valentine, and love my Friend. 
1 Fro. As much as I can do, I will — TIN 
But yay, Sir Thurio, are not enough; 
Lou muſt lay Lime, — 9 _ 
By wailful Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rhimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable Vows. 
Dube. Ay, much is the Force of Heav'n-bred Poeſie. 
Ds. ay. Bad upon the Altar of her Beauty 
You ſacrifice your Tears, your Sighs, your Heart: 
Write till your Ink be dry, and with your Tears 
Moiſt it again, and frame ſome feeling Line 
That may diſcover ſuch Integrity: Wa 
For Orpbeus Lute was ſtrung with Poets Sinews, 
| Whoſe. golden Touch could ſoften Steel and Stones, 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathan: Fs 
| Forſake unſounded Deeps, and dance on Sands. 
After your dire-lamenting Elegie, £5. 
Vik by Night your Lady's Chamber-Window 
With ſome fweet Conſort: To their Inſtruments 
Tune a deploring Dump; the Night's dead Silence 
Will well become ſome ſweet complaining Grievance. 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. | 
Duke. This Diſcipline | 
Ibu. And thy Advice thi 
| Therefore fweet P 


4. 


s thou haſt been in Love. 


s Night Vl! put in practice; 
my Direction. gi 
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Let us into the City preſen 
To ſort ſome Gentlemen well skill'd in Muſick; | 


I have 4 Sonnet that will ſerve the turn 
To give the Onſet to thy good Advice. 
Duke. About it Gentlemen, 5 
Fro. We'll wait upon your Grace al after 1 
And afterwards determine our Proceedings. | 
D. Even now * it. I will 23 you. [Exe 


— — = tA 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


SCENE * 


Enter certain Out- lam: 


on iter ſtand faſt: I ſee a Paſſen 
488 If there be ten, ſhrink not, but 
Enter Valentine and Speed. 
3 Out. Stand, Sir, and throw us that you have about pe: 25 
If not, we'll make you, Sir, and rifle you. 
| Speed. Sir, we are undone; theſe are the Villains 
That all the Travellers do fear ſo — | 
Val. My Friends. 
1 Ont, That's not fo, Sir; we are your Enemies. 
| 2 Ont. Peace; we'll hear him. | 
3 3 Out. Ay by my Beard will we; for he is r 


3 wih em. 


Val. Then know that I have little to loſe: 
A Man I am, crofs'd with Adverſity; 

= Riches are theſe poor Habiliments 
Of which, if you ſhould here disfurniſh me, 
| You take the Hom and Subſtance that I . 

2 Our, Whither travel you? 

Pal. To Verona. | 

1 Out. Whence came you? 

| Val. From Millan. 

1606; Have you long — there! 


Val, - 


EY * above the reſt we parley to you; 
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Val. Some fixteen Months, and | ight bave ſtaid, 
if coocdat ſem def wir * rb mow * | 


1 Out. What, were you baniſh'd thence? 
Val. I was. 


2 Out. For what Offence ? 


pal. For that which now torments me to rehearſe: 
1 kill'd a Man, whoſe Death I much repent ; 
But yet flew him manfully in Fight, 


Without falſe Vantage or baſe Treachery. | 
1 Out. Why neer repent it, if it were done ſo. 


But were you baniſh'd for ſo {mall a Fault? 


Val. N 
10. Have you the T 


Pal. My r ul Travel t made me happy, 
Or elſe 1 often had been miſerable. 


3 Out. By the bare Scalp of Robin Hood's fat Friar, 


This Fellow were a King for our wild Faction. 


1 Out. We'll have him. Sirs a Word. 
Speed. Maſter, be one of them: 


tes an honourable Kind of . 


Pal. Peace Villain. 


2 Out. Tell us this; have you an thing to take to? : 
Val. Nothing but my 33 . 


zom. Know then, that ſome of us are Gentlemen, | 
Such as the Fury of ungovern'd Youth _ 

Thruſt f om the Company of awful Men: 

My ſelf was from Verona baniſhed, 

For pr:Qtiing to ſteal away a Lad 


An Heir, and Neice, ally'd unto — Duke. 


2 Out. And | from Mantua, for a Gentleman, 


Who. in my Mood, I &bb'd uato the Heart. 


1 Out. And | for ſuch like pretty Crimes as theſe, : 


But to the Purpoſe; for we cite our Faults, 


That they may hold excus d our lawlcis Lives; 
cantly ſecing you are beautify'd 


And 


With — Shape, and, by your own oa 
AL def Man of Perfection 
2 As wodls bs ave Qialies much want, 


2 Out. Indeed — you are a baniſh'd Man, 
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Are you content to be our General? 
To make a Virtue of Neceſlity, 
And live as we do in the Wi 3 


3 Out, What fay'ſt thou? wilt thou be of our Conſort? 
Say, Ay, and be the Captain of us all: 

We'll do thee Homage, and be rul'd by — 
aaa Gutnder and er i 35 
1 On. But if thou ſcorn our Courteſie, ', 2 
2 Out. Thou ſhalt not live to brag what we have offer'd. 
Val. | take your Offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no Outrages 
On filly Women, or poor Paſſengers. 

30 No, we deteſt ſuch vile baſe PraAices. 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our Crews, 
And ſhew thee all the Treaſure we have 


— Wed es ne 
8 CE NE II. 


Euer Protheus. 
Pro. Already have I been falſe to Valentine, 
And now 1 muſt be as unjuſt to Threrio. 
Under the Colour of commending him, 

TI have Acceſs my own Love to prefer; 
But Silvia is too fair, tos true, too holy, 
To be with my worthleſs Gifts. 
When l proteſt true Loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my Falſhood to my Friend: 
When to her Beauty I commend my Vows, 
She bids me think how I hrwe been forſworn 


In breaking Faith with Julia whom | lov'd. 


And notwithilanding all her ſudden , 
The leaſt whereof would quell a CONS. 


Yet, Spaniel- like, — we . 

The more it grows, — N 
Now muſt we to ber Window, 
5 Aud give ſome Everi Muſick to her Ear. 


Ex ter and Muſicians. 
Thu, How now, Sir Frothew, we you crept before ws? 


* 


Pro. 


p » — = 
* — — 
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Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio; for you know that Love 


Will creep in Service, where it cannot go. 


Thu. Ay. but 1 hope, Sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but I do; r 
Thu. Whom, Silviat | | 


Pro. Ay, Silvia, for your fake. 
Thu. I thank you for — own: Now Gentlemen 


Let's turn, and to it _ a while. 
3 


Enter Hoſt, ulia in Boys Cloaths. 
Hoſt. Now my young Gueſt; — — re allycholly: 
I pray what is it? 
Ful. Marry, mine Hoſt, becauſe I cannot be merry. 
Hoſt. Come, we'l! have you merry: Til bring you 
where you ſhall hear Muſick, and ſee the Gentleman that 


| you ask*d for. 


Ful. But ſhall I hear him ſpeak? 
Hef. Ay, that you ſhall. 
Ful. That will be Muſick. 


Hoff. Hark, hark. 


Jul. Is he among theſe? Is 
Hoſt. Ay; but Peace, let's bear em. 


SONG 


Who is Silvia? what is ſhe? 

| That all our Swains commend her? 

 Hdly, fair and wiſe is ſhe, 

The Heav'n ſuch Grace did lend har, 
That ſhe might admired be. 

1 
For Beauty lives with Kindueſß. 

Love doth to her Eyes , 

To help him of his Bli 

f , 

Then to Silvia let us ſong, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

| She excels each mortal thing 

D Upon the dull Earth dwelling: 

To her let us Garland bring. 
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Hoſt. How now? are you ſadder than you werobafre? 
How do you, Man? the Muſick likes you not. 

Ful. You miſtake; the Muſician likes me * 

Hoſt. Why, my pretty Youth? 

Ful. He plays falſe, Father. 

Hof. How, out of tune on the Strings? 

Ful. Not ſo; but yet 
So falſe, that he grieves my very Heart-ſtringe. 

Hoſs. You have a quick Ear. [Heart. 

Ful. Ay, I would I were deaf; it makes me hayea flow 

Hoſt. 1 perceive you delight not in Muſick, 

Ful. Not a whit, when it jars ſo. 
Heft. Hark what fine Change is in the Muſick. 

Ful. Ay; that Change is the Spight. 

Hoſt. You would have them de play but one thing. 

Jul. 1 would always have one phy but one thing. 
But, Hoſt, doth this Sir Prothens, we talk on, 
Often reſort unto. this Gentlewoman? 
Haft. I tell you what Lance, ES TOS. 
He lov'd her out of all Nick. 
Ful. Where is Laue? ERS 
| Hoſe. Gone to ſeck his Dog, which to | Morrow, bt his 
Maſter s Command, he muſt carry for a Preſent to his Lady. 

Ful. Peace, fland aſide, the Company parts. 

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not; I will fo plead, 
That you ſhall ſay, my cunning Drifr excels. | 
Thu. Where meet we? 
Pro. At Saint Gregory's Well. 
Thu. Farewel. [Ex. Thu. and Mute 
Enter Silvia above. | 
Pro, Madam, good Even to your Ladyſhip. 
Sil. I thank you for —_ Muſick, Gentlemen: 
Wbo is that that ſpake? | 1725 | 
Pro. One, Lady, if you knew his pure Heart's Truth, 
| You would quickly i 1" oats his Voice. 
Sil. Sir Protheus, as I take it. 
Fro. Sir Prothews, gentle Lady, and your Servant. 
Sil. What's your Will? | 
Tre. That I may r yours, 
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Sil. You have your Wiſh; my Will is ever this, 
That preſently you hie you * to Bed. 8 
Thou ſubtle, perjur d, falſe, diſloyal Man, 
Think ſt thou I am fo ſhallow, fo conceitleſa, 
To be ſeduced by thy Flattery, bY 
That haſt deceiv'd ſo many with thy Vows? 
Return, return, and make thy Love amends. 
For me, by this pale Queen of Night I ſwear, 
I am ſo far from granting thy Requeſt, = 
That I deſpiſe thee for thy wrongtul Suit; 
And, by and by, intend to chide my ſelf, 
Even for this time I ſpend ia talking to thee. 
8 Pro. | grant, ſweet Love, that I did love a Lady, | 
E Boe. 8 . 
Ful. *Twere falſe, i 1d ſpeak it; 
Fol Len ſure ſhe is not bury'd. art gf OM 
Sil. Say that ſhe be; yet Valemine, thy Friend, 
| Survives; to whom, thy ſelf art Witnets, RET 
1 am betroth'd: And art thou not aſham'd 
To wrong him with thy Importunacy? 
Pro. I likewiſe hear that Valentine is dead. 
Sil. And ſo ſuppoſe am I; for in his Grave, 
Aſſure thy ſelf, my Love is buried. % | 
Pro. Sweet Lady, let me rake it from the Earth, 
Sil. Go te thy Lady's Grave, and call her thence, 
Or, at the leaſt, in hers ſepulchre thine. 
Ful. He heard not that. 5 
Pro. Madam, if your Heart be ſo obdurate, 
Vouchſafe me yet your Picture for my Love, 
The Picture that is hanging in your Chamber: 
To that LI ſpeak, to that Il ſigh and weep: 
For fince the Subſtance of your perfect ſeit „ 
ls elſe devoted, I am but a Shadow; .) 
And to your Shadow will I make true Love. | 
Ful. If twere a Subſtance you would ſure deceive it; 
And make it but a Shadow, as lam. 
Sil. I am very loath to be your Idol, Sir; 
But ſince your Falſhood ſhall become you well, 
To worſhip Shadows, and adore falſe Shapes, 
Send to me in the Morning, and Il fend it: 


» 


* 
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And fo good Reſt. ; 
Pro. As Wretches have o'er Night, 
That wait for Execution in the Morn. [Exe. ro. nisi. 
Ful. Hoſt, will you go? 
Heft. By my Hallidom, I was faſt aſleep, 
Ful. Pray you where lies Sir Prothens? 
Haff. Marry, at my Houſe : 
- Truſt me, I think tis almoſt Day. 
ul. Not fo; but it hath been the longeſt Night PTY 
That cer I watch'd, and the moſt beavieſt. Len, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Eglamour. 


1 24]. This i is the Hour that Madam Silvia | 
Entreated me te call, and krow her Mind: 
There's ſome great Matter ſhe'd ny me in, 


X Madarn, Madam. 


= One that attends your 


Enter Silvia above. 
E Who | Jae 
Egl. Your Servant and your Friend; 
Lad) yſhip's Command 3 
Sil. Sir glamour, a . times Good - morrowr · 
Egl. As many, worthy Lady. to _w ſelt: 
According to your Lady ſhip's Im 1 
I am thus early come, to know what Service 
It is your Pleaſure to command me in. 
Sil. Oh Eglamur, thou art a Gentle man; 
Think not 1 flatter, for I ſwear I do not; 

| Valiant, wiſe, remorſeful, well accompliſh'd; 
Thou art not ignorant what dear good Wilt 
I bear uato the baniſh'd Valentine; 
Nor how my Father would enforce me 

Vain Thurio, whom my very Soul bord. 
Thy ſelf haſt low d, wwe | I how heard thee + 1 

No Grief did come ſo near thy Heart, 
As when thy Lady, and thy — Love dyd; 
Upon whole Grave thou vow'dit pure Chaſtity, 5 
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine oy 
To Mantua, where I hear he makes Abode: 


And, 


I ic Conſent to go along with you, 
Wreaking as little what betideth me, 
As much I wiſh all Good befortune you. 
% he +: 
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And, for the Ways are dangerous to pals, 
1 do defire thy worthy Company; EE 
Upon whoſe Faith and Honour | repoſe. 

Urge not my Father's Anger, Eglamour; 


But think upon my Grief, a Lady's Grief, 


And on the Juſtice of my flying hence, 


To keep me from a moſt unholy Match, 


Which Heav'n and Fortune ſtill rewards with Plagues. =P 
I do defire thee, even from a Heart 25 TH 
As full of Sorrows as the Sea of Sands, 


To bear me Company. and go with me: 


If not to hide what I have ſaid to thee, 


That I may venture to depart alone. 


Egl. Madam, I pity much your Grievances; 
Which, ſince I know they virtuouſly are plac d, 


Sil, This Evening coming. 5 
Egl. Where ſhall I meet uo 3 
Sil. At Friar Patrick's Cell; 

Where I intend holy Confeſſion. 
Egl. I will not fail your Ladyſhip: 


Good - Morrow, Gentle Lady. 


Sil. Good-morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. b ; 
RES, Conn 


33 Fah. 5 
Laun. When a Man's Servant ſhall play the Cur with 


him, look you, it goes hard: One that I brought es 
a Puppy, one that 1 favd from drowning, when = 
or four of his blind Brothers and Siſters. went to it! I 
have taught him, even as one would ſay preciſely, thus I 
would teach a Dog. I was ſent to deliver him as a Preſent. 
to Miſtreſs Silvia, . my Maſter; and I came no ſooner 
into the Dining.Chamber, but he ſteps. me to her Tren- 
cher, and ſteals her Capon's-Leg. O, tis a foul 2 | 
when a Cur cannot keep himſelf in all Companies. 


would 
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would have, as one ſhould ſay, one that takes up- 
on him to be a Dog indeed, to be, as it were, a Dog 
at all things. If I had not had more Wit than he. to 
take a Fault upon me that he did, I think verily he had 
been hang'd for't, ſure as I live he had ſuffer d for'r; you 
ſhall judge: He thruſts me himſelf into the Company of 
three or four Gentleman-like Dogs, under the Duke's 
Table; he had not been there, bis the Mark, a pifling 
while, but all the Chamber ſmelt him: Out with the 
Dog, fays one; wht Cur is that? ſays another; whip 
him out, ſays the thirdz hang him up, ſays the Duke: * 
having been acquainted with the Smell before; knew it 
was Crab, and goes me to the Fellow that whips the 
Dogs; Friend, quoth I, you mean to whip the Dog? Ay 

marry do 1,  quorh he. You do him the more Wrang, . 
-quoth I; *twas I did the thing you wot of; he 

makes no more ado, but whips me out of the Chamber. 

How many Maſters would do this for his Servant? Nay, 

I'll be ſworn I have fat in the Stocks for Puddings he 
| hath ſtoll'n. otherwiſe he had been executed; I have [ 
ſtood on the Pillory for Geeſe he hath kill d, otherwiſe. | Wil 
he had ſuffer'd for f Thou think ſt not of this now. Nay, 
I remember the Trick you ſervd me when I took my 
Leave of Madam Silvia; did not I bid thee ſtill mark me, | 

and do as I do? When didſt thou ſee me heave up my IM 
Leg, and make Water againſt a Gentlewoman's Farthin- | 

; yr Didſt thou ever ſee me do ſuch a Trick? 

Buer Protheus and Julia, 

= Pro. Sebaſtian is thy Name? I like thee well, 

And will imploy thee in ſome Service 6-46 
Ful. In what you pleaſe; I'll do, Sir, wh I can. 
Fro. I hope thou wilt. 

How now, you Whore-Son Peſant, . 
Where have you been theſe two Days loitering : 
Lau. . Sir, carry d Miſtreſs Situis the Dog, 

you bad me. 

Pro. And what ſays ſhe to my little Jewel? 


— 


— — — 
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Lau. Marry, ſhe lays, your was 2 3 
you, curriſh Thanks is good en for ſuch a Preſent. 
. e 


—— — — EEE EIEECCCEERS EL er en 
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: This Letter; 
I claim the Promiſe for her heav'nly Picture. 


Where thou ha fnd me {ad ad ſolitary | [Exit Pro. 
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Laun. No indeed ſhe did not: 

Here have I brought him back again. | 
Pro What, did'ſt thou offer her this from me? 
Lawn. Ay Sir; the other Squirrel was ſtoll'n from me 


By the Hangman's Boy in the Market-Place; 
And then I offer'd her mine own, who is a Dog 


As big as ten of yours, and therefore the Gift the greater. 
Pro. Go get thee hence, and find my Dog again, 
Or ne'er return again into my Sight: „ 


Away, I ſay; ſtay'ft thou to vex me here? 


A Slave, they ſtill an end turns me to Shame. [Exit Laun; 


Sebaſtian, | have entertained rhee, 
_ Partly that I have need of ſuch a Youth, 


That can with ſome Diſcretion do my Buſineſs j 
For tis no truſting to yon fooliſh Lowyt: 


But chiefly for thy Face and thy Behaviour, 
Which. it my Augury decejve me not, 
Witneſs good bringing up, Fortune and Truth: 

| Theretore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 

| Go preſcntly, and take this Ring with thee; 
Deliver it ro Madam Silvia. A 


She loyd me well, that deliver'd it to me. 

Ful. It ſeems you lov'd not her, to leare her Token; 
She is dead belike. 

Pro. Not fo: 1 think ſhe lives, | 

Ful. Alas! 

Pro, Why do't thou cry alas? 

Ful. I cannot chuſe but pity her. 

Pro. Wherefore ſhouldſt thou pity her? ts 

Jul. Becauſe methinks, that ne lov d you as well 
As you do love your Lady Silvia: 
She dreams on him that has forgot her Love; 


Tou doat on her that cares not for your Love. 


'Tis pity Love ſhould be ſo contrary ; 


1 3 And thinking on it makes me cry alas! 8 


Pro. Well, give e her that Ring, and therewithal 
t's her Chamber: Tell my Lady, 


Your Meſlage done, hye home unto my Chamber, 
Ful. 
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How many Women would do ſuch a Mcſſage? 
232 Nena thou haſt entertain d 
A Fox to be the Shepherd of hy Lambs: 
Alas, poor Fool, why do I -S 8 
That with his very Heart dein m me? | = 
| Becauſe he loves ee: he deſpiſcth me; 
Becauſe I love him, I muſt pity him. 
This Ring I gave him when he parted from * 
To bind him to remember my good Will; 
And now I am, uhhappy Meſſenger, 
To plead for that which I would not obtain; 
To carry that which I would have refusd; 
To praiſe his Faith, which I would have difpras. 
I am my Maſter's true confirmed Love, 
But cannot be true Servant to my Maſter, 
_ Unleſs I prove falſe Traitor to my ſelf: 
Yet will I woe for him, but yet ſo cold! 
As, Heav'n it knows, 1 I would not haye him ſpeed. - 
via. 
Gentlewoman, Day; 1 my mean 
To bring me 1 ſpeak * * 
Sil. What would you arr 2 if that I be ſhe? 
Ful. If you be ſhe, I do entreat your Patience 
To hear me ſpeak the Meſſage I am ſent on. 
Sil. From whom? 
Ful. From my Maſter, Sir Prothens, Madam. 
Sil. Oh! he ſends you for a Picture? 
. Ay, Madam. 
2 Ur ws, bring my Picture there. 
8 For 2 tell him bow ms. 
_ s. that his c ng Thoughts 
* better fit his Chamber than this ow. 
Ful. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter. 
Pardon me, Madam, I have unadvis'd 
| Deliver'd you a Paper that I ſhould not; 
This is the Letter to your Ladyſhip. 
Siu. I pray thee let me look on that again. 
Ful. It may not be; good Madam, pardon me: 
Sil. There, hold; 
s 1 will not look upon your Maſter's Lines, ; 
I krow they a are ſtuſt with Proteſtation, And 


| 
| 


= * = _= 
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And full of new- found Oaths, which he ill break, | 
As eaſie as I do tear his Paper. 


ul. Madam, he ſends your Ladyſhip this Ring. 
a The more Shame for him that he ſends it me; 5 


For I have heard him ſay a thouſand times, 


His Julia gave it him at his Departure: 


Tho his falſe Finger have prophan'd the Ring, 
Mine ſpall not do his 7 ſo much * 


Jul. She thanks y 80 
Sil. What ſay ' ſt thou ? 
Jul. I thank you, Madam, that you tender hers 


| N Gentle woman, my Maſter wrongs her much, 


Sil. Doſt thou know her? 
. Almoſt as well as I do know my ſelk. 


| To think upon her Woes, I do proteſt, 


That I have wept an hundred ſeveral times. 


Sil. Belike ſhe thinks that Protheus hath forſook * 


Ful. 1 think ſhe doch; and that's her cauſe of — | 

Sil. Is ſhe not paſſing i?” N 

Ful. She hath been fairer, Madam, than ſhe i is; 
When ſhe did think my Maſter lov'd her well, 


She, in my Judgment, was as fair as ou. 
But ſince ſhe di neglect her Looking-Glaſs, 


And threw her Sun- expelling Mask away, 
The Air hath ſtarv'd the Roſes in her Checky 
And pinch'd the Lilly-Tincture of her Face, 


| That now ſhe is become as black : as I. 


= How tall was ſhe? 
ul. About my Stature: For at rana, 
When all our Pageants of Delight were plaid, 


| Our Youth got me to play the Woman's Part, 
And I was trimd in Madam Julias Gown, 


Which ſerved me as fit, by all Mens Judgments, 


As if the Garment had been made for me; 
T berefore I know ſhe is about my height. 
And at that time 1 made her weep 500d, 


For 1 did Play a lamentable Part. 
Madam, twas Ariadze paſſioning | | 


For Theſeus Perjury, and unjuſt Flight; 
2 Which 1 2 in my Tears, 
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That my poor Miſtreſs, moved therewithal, 
Wept bitterly ; and would I might be dead, 
If I in Thought felt not her very Sorrow. 
Sil. She is beholding to rhee, gentle Youth. 
Alas, poor Lady! deſolate and left; {= 
I weep my felt to think upon thy Words. 
Here Youth, there is a Purſe; I give thee this | 
For thy ſweet Miſtreſs fake, becauſe thou lov'ſt her: 
Farewel. [Exit Silvia. 
Ful. And ſhe ſhall thank you for't, if e er you know 
A virtuous Gentlewoman, mild and beauritul. (her. 
1 hope my Maſter's Suit will be but cold, | 
Since ſhe reſpects my Miſtreſs Love ſo much. 
Alas! how Love can trifle with it ſelf! 
Here is her Picture; let me fee; I think, 
If I had ſuch a Tire, this Face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of bers. 
And yet the Painter flatter'd her a little, 
Unleſs I flatter with my felt too much. 
Her Hair is Auburn, mine is perfect Yellow. 
If that be all the Difference in his Love, 
Il get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig. 
Her Eyes are grey as Graſs, and ſo are mine; 
Ay, but her Forchead's low, and mine's as high. 
What ſhould it be that he reſpects in her, 
But I can make reſpecti we in my ſelf, | 
If this fond Love were not a blinded God? 
Come, Shadow, come, and take this Shadow up; 
For tis thy Rival. O thou ſenſeleſs Form, + i 
Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs d, lov'd and ador d; 
And were there Senſe in his Idolatry, & 
My Subſtance ſhould be Statue in thy ſtead, 
III uſe thee kindly for thy Miſtreſs fake, 
That us d me ſo; or elſe, by Jobe I yow, 
I ſhould have ſcratch'd 5 unſeeing Eyes, | 
To make my Maſter out of Love with thee. [Ext. 
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ACT V. SCENE Lk 


Enter Eglamour, 


— HE Sun begins to gild the Weſtern 
| h K T Ard now it 1s —— the very Hour Sky, | 
That Silvia, at Friar Patrick's Cell, ſhould meet me. 
She will not fail; for Lovers break not ein 
' Unleſs it be to come before their time: 
So much they ſpur their Expedition. 
See where ſhe comes. Lady, a happy Evening, 
Enter Silvia. 
- 4 Amen: Go on, good Fglamour, 
Out at the Poſtern by the Abby-wall; | 
I fear 1 am attended by ſome Spies. 


SCENE 


Enter Thurio, Protheus and — 


Thu. Sir Protheus, what ſays Silvia to my Suit? 
Pro. Oh, Sir, I find her milder than ſhe was, 
And yet ſhe takes Ex 'eptions at your Perſon. 
Thu. What, that my Leg is too long? 
Pro. No; that it is too little. | 
Ibu. I'll wear a Boot to make it ſomewhat rounder. 
Pro. But Love will not be ſpurr'd to what it loaths. 
| Thu. What ſays ſhe to my Face? 
Pro. She ſays it is a fair one. 
Thu. Nay, then the Wanton lies; my Face i is Sacks 
Pro. But Pearls are fair; and the old Saying i is, - 
Black Men are Pearls in beauteous Ladies Eyes. 
Ful. Tis true, ſuch Pearls as put out Ladies Eyes 


Tuba. How likes ſhe my Diſcourſe? 
Pro. Ill, when you talk of Wa 

Tha. Rut well when 1 diſcourſe of Love and peace. 
EL But better indeed when you hold your Peace. 


Eggl. Fear not; the Foreſt is not three Leagues off; I 
” 11 we recover het, we are {ure 14 Eren. 


For I had rather wink than look on them. Lau. 8 


Thus 


7 S ya wann 1 


Thu. What ſays ſhe to my Valour? 
Pro. Oh, Sir. ſhe makes 2 doubt of that. 
Ful. She needs not, when ſhe knows it Cowardiſe. 
Thu. What fays ſhe to my Birth? 
Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 
Ful. True; from a Gentleman to a Fool. 
Thu. Conſiders ſhe my Poſſeſſions? 
| Pro. Oh, ay, and pities them. 
Thu. Wherefore? 
Ful. That fuch an Aſs ſhould owe them 
Pro. That they are out by Leaſe, 
Ful. Here comes the Duke 
Duke. How now, Sir Prothews? how now, Thurio? 
be; tas aorta 45 
Thu. Not I. 5 
Pro. Nor I. | 
Duke. Saw you my | Danghter? 
Pro. Neither. 
Date. Why then 
She's e's ft rhe Pen nee., 
Eglamonr is in m 
Th hrs for Print Lana we theme beck, 
As he, in Penance, wander'd through the Foreſt: 
Him he knew well, and gueſt that it was ſhe; 
But being mask'd, he was not ſure of it. 
Beſides, ſhe did intend Confeſſion 
At Patrick's Cell this Even, and there ſhe was not: 
Theſe likelihoeds confirm her Flight from hence. 
Therefore I pray you ſtand not to diſcourſe, 
But mount you preſently, and meet with me 
U the Ni ef tim Mountains Foot dr ee 5: 
That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fled. 


Diſpatch, ſweet Gentlemen, and follow me. (Exe Duke, 


Thu. Why this it is to be a peeviſh Girl, 
That flies her Fortune where it follows ber: | 
I'll after, more to be reveng'd of Eglamour, 

Than for the Love 2 — - 36 


vor. I. _ 
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Tune my. Diſtreſſes, and 
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Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvias Love, 

Than hate of Eglamonr that goes with ber, 
Ful. And 1 will follow, more to croſs that Love: | 

Than Hate for Silvia, that is gone for Love. Und; 


SCENE Il. 


Enter Silvia and Out lava. 
1 Ont Come, — 1 | 

Ve muſt bring you 

Sil. A | pony > © oo EFTIGY 

Have learn d me how to brook this patiently, 
20. Come, bring her away. 

3 % Where is the: Gentleman that wes wich her? 

3 Our. _ nimble-footed, he hath out-run usz 
* Meyſes Valerius follow him. | 
So tbau with her to the Weſt end of the wood. 
There is our Capain: We'll follow him that's fled. 

Ibo nn 

1 Ox. Come, I m bring you to our Captain's Cave, | 
Fear not; he bears an honourable Mind, 

| And will not uſe n Woman lawleſly. A 
*. o this I endure for thee, | Luut. 


1 
8 | Enter Valentine. 2 88 
pal. non Um doch breed's it in a Man! 
Woods, | 


I bett * 
er ons. 
Here I can fit alone, unſeen of any, 


And to the Nighrtingale's 
my Woes. 


' © zh thardottinbebie jm my Breaſt, 

Leave not the Manſion los Tenantleſs, 

Leſt, grow¾ing ruinous, the Building fall, 

And leave no Memory of what it was. 
Repair me with thy Preſence, Silvia; 
Thou geatle Nywgh, cheriſh ty forlorn Swain, | 


What 
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What Hollowing, and what Stir is this to Day? 5 
Theſe are my Mates. that make their Wills their Law, 
Have ſome unhappy Paſſenger in chaſe. 
2 love me well, yet I have much to do 
them from uncivil Outrages. 
Withdraw thee, Valentine: Who's this comes here? 
Enter Protheus, Silvia and Julia. 
b Madam, this Service have I done for you, 


Tho you reſpect not ought your Servant doth, 
To 3 Life, and reſcue you from him 


That wou'd have forc'd your Honour and your Love. 
Vouchſafe me for my Meed but one fair Look, - 


A ſmaller Boon than this I cannot beg, | 
And leſs than this I am ſure you cannot give. wo - mn 
Val. How like a Dream is this? I ſee and he: : 
Love, lend me Patience to forbear a while: 
Sil. O miſerable unhappy that I am! 
Pro. Unhappy were you, Madam, ere I ame; 
But by my coming I have mad 2 happy. 
'W why thy Approach thou mak'ſt me moſt | a 
And me, W to your Preſence. 


ﬆ. Had 1 been feel by a Lien, 
I would I have been a Breakfaſt to Beaft, RN | 
Rather than have falſe Prothexs reſcue me. 
Oh Heav'n be Judge how I love Valentine, 3 
Whoſe Life's as tender to me as my Soul; 
And full as muck, for more there cannot be, 
I do deteſt falſe perjur'd Protheus; 
Therefore be gone, ſollicit me no more, 
Pro. What Aion, flood it next to Death, 
Would I not ergo for one calm Look? 2888 
Oh, tis the Curſe in Love, and ſtill appror d. 


When Women cannot love where they're belov — 

. dey Protheus cannot Jove i. he's beloy d. 
Read over Julias Heart, th firſt beſt Love. 

For whoſe dear Sake thou didſt then rend thy Faith | 
Into a thouſand Oaths; and all thoſe Oaths 


Deſcended into by to deceive me, 
; * — 82 Thog 


BY — nK8ʃ — — — 


I am ſerry 
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Thou haſt no Faith left now, unleſs thou dſt two, © 
And that's far worſe than none: Better have none 


"Than plural Faith, which is roo much by ne; 
Thou Counterfeit to thy true Friend. 
Pro. In Love, 


Wbo res Friend ? 


Sil. All Men but Protheus. _ 
Fro. Nay, if the gentle Spirit of moving Words 


"Can no way change you to a milder Form; 
Ill move you like a Soldier, at Arms end, 
And love you 3 of Love; force 7e. 


Sil. Oh Hea 

Pro. VIl force thee yield to my Deſire. 

Pal. Ruffian, let that rude uncivil Fees 
Thos Friend of ke go thr 

Pro. Valentine! | | 

yal. Thou common Friend, Te without Faith or Lore; 


For ſuch is a Friend now: Thou treacherous Man! 


Theu haſt beguil'd m 2 nought but mine Eye 


Could have perſuad Now 1 dare not ſay 
I have one Friend 2 thou weuldft 1 me: 


Who ſhould be truſted now, when ones right Hand | 
Is perjur'd to the Boſom? Protheus, 


I muſt never truft thee more. 
But ceunt the World a Stranger for thy fake. = 
The private Wound is deepeſt. Oh time, moſt accurſt! 


Mongſt all Foes, that a Friend ſhould be the worſt! 


Pro. My Shame and Guilt confound me: 


Forgive me, Valentine; if hearty Sorrow 
Be a ſufficient Ranſom for ce, 
I tender't here; I * 

As Cer 1 did commit. 


Val. Then 1 am paid: 


5 „ 


Who by Repentance is not ſatisfy d, 


Is nor of Hearn nor Earth, for theſe are p w'd; _ 
By Penitence th Eternal 's Wrath's appeas 


And that my Love may appear plain and free, 
All tha was mine — | give thee.. 


Ful. 
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Jul. Oh me unhappy! 
Fro. Look to the Boy. 
Val. Why, Boy? 


Wh Wag, how now? what's the Matter? look up; 


Sir, my Maſter charg'd me to deliver a 
e Sw whe 1 my neglect, was | 


/ 


z f 
SL 
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. 1 Fal 
is the Ring I gave to 

» Cry you mercy, Sir, [ have miſtook ; 
you ſent to Silvia. 


Am thou by this Ring? At my Depore 


And Fulia her ſelf did give it me. 

d Jul ee . 
5 Behold her that gave aim to all th Ouths; 
2 em rel. up her Heart: : 

How oft haſt thou with cleft the Root? 

Oh Prothens, let this Habit make thee bluſh! . 

Be thou aſham'd that I have took upon me 
Such an immodeſt Rayment. If Shame live 

In a of Love, | 

It is the fer Blot Modeſty finds, 

Women to change their Shapes, than Men their Minds; ED 
Fre. Than Men their Minds? *Tis true, oh Hevn. 
But couſtant, he were perſelt; that one Error 


as 
of 


4 


— — — — — — 


5 
EER 


TH 


>» T7, 


Fills bim with Faults, makes him — ad Si : 


Inconſtancy falls off ere it 

What is in Silvias Face, but I may | 
More freſh in Julia s with a contin Rye? 

Pal. Come, come; a Hand from either: 

Let me be bleſt to make this happy Cloſe; 
F 


0 3 5 0 Pro, 
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Pro. Bear Witneſs, Heay'n, I have my Wiſh for ever. 
Ful. And I mine. 
Enter Duke, Thurio and Out-laws. 
Out. A Prize, a Prize, a Prize. 
Val. Forbear, forbear, I ſay: It is my Lord the Duke. 
| Your Grace is Welcome to a don diſgrac d, 
Baniſhed Valentine | 
Duke. Sir Valentine? 
Thu. Yonder is Silvia: And Silvia s mine. 
Val. Thurio, give back; or elſe embrace thy Death: : 
come not within the meaſure of my Wrath. 
Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, 
Verona ſhall not hold thee. Here ſhe ſtands, 
Take but Poſſeſſion of her with a Touch; 
I dare thee but to breathe upon my Love. 
Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, l. 
I hold him but a Fool that will endanger 
His Body for a Girl that loves him not : 
I claim her not; and therefore ſhe is thine. | 
Duke. The more d erate and baſe art then, 
To make ſuch means for her as thou haſt done, 
And leave her on ſuch {light Conditions. 
| Now, by the Honour of my Anceſtry, | 
I do applaud thy Spirit, — 
And think thee worthy of an Empreſs Love: 
Know then, 1 here forget all former Grie * 
Cancel all Grudge, repeal thee home 2 
Plead a new State in thy arrival'd Merit, 
To which I thus ſubſcribe: Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a Gentleman, and well deriv'd, 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou baſt deſery'd her. 
Pal. 1 "thank 
I now beſeech you, for your Daughter's fake, 
Jo grant one Boon that I ſhall ask of you. 
Duke. 1 grant it for thine own, — it be. 
' Val. Theſe baniſh'd Men that I have kept wirhal, 
Are Men endu d with worthy Qualities: 
: Fo ive them what the — committed here, 
let 5 be recall from their Exile. 


* 
! 


your Grace; the Gift hath made me happy: E | 
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| They are reform'd, civil, full of good, 5 
And fit for great Imployment, — —_— 
Duke. Thou haſt prevail'd, I pardon them and thee; 
| Diſpoſe of them as thou know'ſt their Deſerts. ZR | 
Come, let us go; we will include all Jars | 
With Triumphs, Mirth, and all Solemnity. — | 
| Val. And as we walk along, 1 dare be bold — | 
With our Diſcourſe to make your Grace to ſmile, 
What think you of this Page, my Lord? 1 
Duke. 1 think the Boy bath Grace in him, he bluſhes. 
Val. I warrant you, my Lord, more Grace than Boy. | 
Duke. What mean you by that Saying? 1 
Val. Pleaſe you, 1'll tell you as we pals along, 1 11 
That you will wonder what hath fortunſ. 1 
Come Protheus, tis your Penance but to hear | | 
The Story of your Loves diſcovered: CV 
That done, our Day of Marriage ſhall be yours, 
One Feaſt, one Houſe, one mutual Happineſs. uo 


17 
1 
inn 

f/ 

— 


rt 
11148: 
d 
1 $5 | 
= 
g 
=, 


2. % 129. 


44 


* 
TITELITETTY 
Z 
% 
—_ * 
— - , 
— 
— 


— 4 
—— — 27 #4 * jo = A 
— 7 „„ be q — 
* l ELSE ” , 
44 — — SIE4 ———— * — 4 
* 2 20 T 4 _ . Y - 
o a. boo 2 25 — 1 —— # 
— — 5 * th 4 
: — — + ] _— 1 
| . * 
+404 0005004 nc — 1 
2 — . -. = 
2 29 — Y 
FLEET op EET SELL IEEE FELEELES = ++ 
<< T * — 7 
. — — — - £1 — 
— - - EN 
22 =p 
— w - 
— — 2 * — % 
22 = Y 4 
2 < 33 — - # - - 
— ++ - ” 
N . * PTY _ * I ” — 
5 T TT + * ITT * * = 4 » a = 
—— — d <5 popes 3 4 2 
— — 
» = — 
= * - 
+ be »4 * - 
_ - — - 
* 
— * , 
- mad — — —— 
* . = * — — 
mg > = : 2 — 
7 " — 
* 5 — 
2 * # — 
2 * — — - 
— * * 2 —— — 
—_ -” ++ F'S — — — 
= = — 
” 
— 


111111. 
4 
0 
” 
1 
Tow 


+ 
A - fr oy 
. _ — * 3 —— 
4 — — — * —— ® 
= —_ — 
<4<4 ++ oy IT __ „ _ 
4+ = —— — -4 — — 
1 — — : A 
0 * — Ä — — I 
+ 2» — 
' — — 
+ Y — — = 
: > : — 7 
; — 4 —————— 
: | 8 = hat 1 Nin | 2 7 = 
p< 4+ : q | — 
222 7 22 0 u 
870 — > —— . 5 / 1 n 

Eh = Z Bell 
22 — a it — 
7 4 5 b : * ® 
227 5 |! its, 

I | 1348 * 0 

1 In 
11 1 { %J 


. a W 


2 : "rs 5 
88 2 — — , : — is _ 2 


0" "Is * ** 2 . 2 — 4 1 o - oY l 
3 — — ᷣ — — 


n —— — — 


— — 
—— 


— 3 ́ — ——— — —ͤ ³ — — — . 


— — —— — ns oe ena —ͤ— — — —— — —— —L— ä ĩę ——ðñt. — 


marc 


THE ; 
Merry Wives 
r 


WINDSOR. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


8 zune, in Love with Mrs. Anne Page. 
Shallow, a Country Fuſtice. 


Slender, Conf ro Shallow, a | fooliſh Country 


Av. Page: wo Gentlemen, dwelling at 
Mr. Ford, LC Windflor. 
Sir Hugh Evans, « Welch Parſon. 

Dr. Caius, @ French Doctor. 
Hoſt of the Garter, @ merry talking Fellow: : 
Bardolph, : f 
: 2 Sharpers attending on Falſtaff, 
 Nym, 

Robin, page 70 Falſtaff. 
William Page, 4 Boy, Son zo Mr. Page. 5 
Simple, Servant to Slender. 
Rugby, Servant z0 Dr. Caius. 


Ars. page, Wife to Mr. Page. 
Mrs. Ford, Wife to Jar. Ford. 
Mr. Anne page, Daughter to Mr. Page, in 
(Love witb Fenton. | 
Are. Quickly, — 0 Dr. Caius. 


IR John Falſtaf. 


Servants 10 Page, Ford, Ge. 
SCENE Windſor. 


THE 


Fenton, a young Gentleman of fal Fr: | 


Merry Wives of Windſor. 


— 


1 


1 ACTI. SCENE I © 
Ee Jaſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh 
1 F 
n We ns 

l R Hugh, perſuade me not; 1 will 

A 7 r 2 „ of it: If 

were twenty Sir Falftaffs, he 

ſhall not abuſe Rebers — = 

bien. In the County of Glouceſter, 
DAS Juſtice of Peace, and Coram. ES 
=— Shal. Ay, Couſin Slender, and Ca- 


Sten. Ay, and Rute lorum too; and a Gentleman born, 
Maſter Parſon, who writes himſelf Armigero, in any Bill, 
Warrant, Quittance, or Obligation, Armigers, 
Shal. Ay, that I do, and have done any time theſe 
three hundred Years. | 1 Of 
Slen. All his Succeſſors, gone before him, have don't; 
and all his Anceſtors, that come after him, may ; they 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat. 
e "WP _ 7 
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Evs. The dozen white Lowſes do become an old Coat 
wy it agrees well Paſſant; it is a familiar Beaſt to Man, 
e 

The Luce is the Freſh-fiſh, the aur dh is an old 
yer 1 may quarter, Coz. 


| Shal. You may, by marryin 
Eva, It is marring indeed he quarter | it. 
Shal Not a whit. 


Eva. Yes per · lady; if he has a qua uarter of your Coat, 
there is but three Skirts for your felt in my ſimple Con- 


jectures; but that is all one: If Sir Jahn aller have 


committed Diſparagements upon you, I am of the Church, 
and will be glad to do my Benevolence, to make Arone- : 
ments and Compremiſes between you. 
Shal. The Council ſhall hear it; it is a Riot. "OO 
Eva. It is not meet the Council hear of a Riot; there 
is no Fear of Got in a Riot: The Council, look you, ſhall 


7 deſire to hear the Fear of Got, and not to hear a Riot; 


take you viza · ments in that. | 
Shal. Ha! o my Life, if I were young again, the 


ö Sword ſhould end it. 


Eva, It is petter that Friends is the Sword, that end 


it; and there is alſo another Device in my Prain, which 
peradventure prings good Diſcretions with it: There BY 
Ame Page, which is Daughter to Maſter Thomas Page, | 
which is 2 Virginity. 


Slen. Anne Page © ſhe has brown Hair, and 
ſpeaks like a Woman, 
Eva. Is it that ferry Perſon for all the Ord, as juſt as 
you will deſire; and 1 — hundred Pounds of Monies, 
and Gold, and Silver, is her Grand- ſire upon his Dea hs- 
bed (Got deliver to a joy ful Reſurrections) give, when 


ſme is able to overtake ſeventeen Years old: It were a 


good Motion, if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and 


deſire a Marriage between Maſter Abraham, and Miſtreſs | 
Anme Page. 1 
Slen. Did her Grand fire leave her ſeven hundred — 


Pound? 
Eva, ay, and her Father i is make her a petter Penny. - 
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21259 Gentlewoman; ſhe has good 
* Seven hundred Pounds, and poſſibility is goot | 
* 0 let us fee honeſt Mr, Page : 1s j 


Evs. Shall I tell you. a Lie? I do deſpiſe a Liar as I 
do deſpiſe one that is falſe; or as I deſpiſe one that is not 
true. The Knight, Sir Fohn, is there; and I b-ſeech you 

be ruled. by your Well-wiſhers. 1 will peat the Door 
| — for Maſter. Page. What boa? Got bleſs your 


Enter Mr. Page. 
| Page. Who's there? 
| Eva. Here is Got's pleſſing, and your Friend, and - 
ftice Shallow; and here's young Ma — that per. 
adventures ſhall tell you another Tale, if matters grow to 
you likings. : 
e. I am glad to ſee your Worſhip's well I thank 
| 1 or my Veniſon, Maſter Shallow. 
_- Shal. . Maſter Page, I am glad to ſee you; much good 
on Heart: I wild your Veniſon better; it 
Was ill | kill' How doth good Miſtreſs Page? And I 
| thank you always with my Heart, la; with my Heart. 
| Page. Sir. I thank you. 
| _ Shal. Sir, thank you; by yea and no l do. 
Page. Iam glad to ſee you, good Maſter Slender, 
Sen. How do's your failow Greyhound, Sir? I heard 
ſay, he was out-run on Cotſale. 
Page. It could not be judg'd, Sir. : 

Slen. You'll not confeſs, youll not 3 | 
Spbal. That 33 dis . tis your bat; 
tis a good Dog. | 
e Dog, and a fair Dog; here 
Sb ir he's 2 , and a fair : cant 

be more fd? He i good nd fir I Sir Faby Falſtaff 
FR Sir he is within and 1 would 1 could do a g-od | 
= Office be ween you. 4 | 


us. It is 22 as a Chriſtians __ to ſpeak. 
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Shal. He hath wrong'd me, Maſter Page. 
Page. Sir, he doth in ſome ſort confels it. 
bal. If it be confeſs d. it is not redreſs'd; is not that 
ſo, Maſter Page? He hath wrong'd me, indeed he hath, 
at a word he bath, 88 me, Robert Shallw, Eſquire, 
faith, he is wrong 
Page. Here — 2 | 
Enter Sir John Falſta Bardolph, Nym and Piſtol. 
Fal. m_ Wer Shallow, you'll complain of me to 


the King? 

Shal. Knight, you have beaten my Men, kill'd my 
Deer, and broke open my Lodge. | 
Fal. But not kiſsd your wn; a Daughter 

Shal. Tut, a pin; this ſhall be anſwer 4. 

Fal. I will anſwer it ſtraight: I have done all this 
That is now anſwer d. 
Shall. The Council ſhall know this. 

Fal. Twere better for youifi it were known in Council 
8 vou! be laugh'd at. 
Tua. Pauca verba, Sir Fobn, Worts. : 
Fal. Good Worts? Good Cabbage. Slender, [ broke 
; your Head: what Matter haye you againſt me? 
Slen. Marry Sir, I have Matter in r= Head i . you, 
| an _ your 98 

Bar. You Banbury Cheeſe. 

_ Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Piſt. How now, Mephoſtophilus? 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter, 

Nym. Slice, I ſay, pauca, pauca: Slice, that's my Hu⸗ 
Dur. 

Slen. Where's Simple, my Man? Can you tell, Couſin ? 

Eva. Peace, I pa you: Now let us underſtand; 
there is three Umpires in this matter, as I underſtand; 
that is, Maſter Page, fodelicet, Maſter Page; and there is 
my felf, fdelicer, my ſelf; and the three Party is, laſtly, 
and finally, mine Hoſt of the Garter. | 
Mr. * between 


— 


5 Fe 
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Eva. Ferry goot: I will make a Prief of it in m 
Note book, we ll iewards . the Cu 0 
with as great diſcreetly as we can. 

Fal. Pl. 

Pi. He hears with Ears. 
| Eva. The Tevil and bis Tam; what Phraſe is this, he 
hears with Ear? Why it is Affectations. 
Fral. Piſtol, did you pick Maſter Slender's Purſer? f 

Slew. Ay, by theſe Gloves did he, or I would 1 

abs a—_— come in mine own great Chamber again 
_ elſe. of ſeven Groats in Mill-fixpences, and two Edward 
Shovelboards, that coſt me two Shilling and two Pence 
a piece, of Tead Miller; by theſe Gloves. 

Fal. Is this true, Piftal? 

Eva. No; it is falſe, if it is a Pick-purſe. 
| Biff. Ha, thou Mountain Foreigner; Sir Fohn, and Ma- 
Ker mine, I Combate challenge of this Latin Bilboe: Word 
of Denial in thy Lalras here; —— Froth and 


S cum, thou ly. 


Slen. B theſe Gloves, then was he. £5 
Nym. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good Humours: I will. 
ay marry trap with you, if you run the Nut-hooks Hu- 
mour on me; that is the very Note of it. 
Slen. By this Hat, then he in the red Face had it; for 
the 1 cannot remember what 1 did when you made me 
drunk, yet I am not altogether an Afs. 1 
Fal. eee ahm? 5 
Bard. Why. Sir, for my part, I fay, the Gentleman had 
drunk himſelf out of his five Sentences. : 
| Eva, It is his five Senſes: Fie, what the Ignorance is? 
Bard. And being fap, Sir, was, as they fay, calkier'd ; 
and fo Contlulions the Car-cires. 


_ Slew. 2 pake in Latin then too; but tis no 
matter yum. 


| _- * godly y Company for this Trick: II I be drunk, 
III be drunk with thoſe t have the Fear of God, and 
not with drunken dog | 
Ewa. So Got ud Hf , that is a virtuous Mind. . 

cheſe Matters deay'd, Gentlemen, 


Enter 


Fal. You hear 
you hear it. 


. but in ho- 


The Merry Wives 
Die Miſtreſs Anne „with Wine. ; 
— 4 Nay, Daughter, carry the Wine in; wel drink 
with; 
' Slen. Oh Heay'n! this is Miſtreſs Ame Page. 
: Enter Mifireſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page. 
Page. How now Miſtreſs Ford. 
Fat. Miſtreſs Ford, by my Troth you are very wel 
met; by your leave, good Miſtreſs. 

2 Page. Wife, bid theſe Gentlemen Welcome: Come, 
de have a hot Veniſon Paſty to Dinner; Come, Gentle- 
* r ſhall drink dowa all Unkindneſs. 

[Ex. Tal. Page, Ge. 
Auen Shallow, Evans and Slender. 
tw I R 1 bad my Book 
of Songs and Sonnets here. 
Enter Simple. 

How now, Simple, where have you been? I muſt wait 

on my ſelf. muſt I? You have not the Book of Riddles 

about you, have you? 

Simp. Book of Riddles! Why, did you not lend it to 

c 2 . 


136 


MNMiabaeimas? 


|  S$hal. Come Coz, come Coz; we ſtay for you: A 
word with you Coz : Marry this, Coz; there is, as twere, 
2 Tender, a kind of Tender. made afar off by Sir Hugh 
here: Do you underſtand me? 
Sm Ay Sir you mal fd me reaſonable: If it be c, 
I ſhall do that is Reaſon. | 
Shal. Nay, bur underſtand me, 
Slen. 80 I do, Sir. 
kes Gi. e Ear to his Motions, Mr. Slender: I will de- 
ſcription the Matter to you if you be — 1 of it. 
Slen. Nay, I will do as me Cola Shaliow ſays: | pray 
| E pardon mes he's a Juſtice of Peace in his Country, 
| imple tho? 1 ſtand here. 
| Eva. But chat is not the Queſtion : "The Queſtion | is 
co cerning our Marriage 5 | | 
 Shal. Ay there's the point Sir. : 
Eta. Marry is it; ihe very Poiut of ir, to Mrs. Anne 


: Page. 


Slen. : 


_— 
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Slen. Why, if it be ſo, I will marry her upon any rea- 
any eg 


33 the oman? Let us com- 
nes he know 2 our Mouth, or of your Lips? 
For divers Philoſophers bold, that the Lips is Parcel of 
the Mouth: Therefore preciſely, can you marry your 

good Will to the Maid? | | 
| Shal. Couſin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 
Slen. 1 hope, Sir; 1 vill do as it ſhall become one that 


would do Reaſon. 


Eva. Nay, Gort's Lords and his Ladies, you muſt ſpeak 


poſſitable if you can carry- her your Defires towards her. 


Shal. That you muſt: 
Will you, upon good Dowry, marry her ? 
Slen. I will do a greater thing than that upon your Re- 


queſt, Couſin, in any Reaſon. 
bal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet Cor, what 
I do is to p eaſure you, Cox: Can you love che Maid? 


Slew. ] will marry her, Sir, at — But if there 


be no t Love in the beginning, yer Heav'n may de- 
_ creaſe * better Acquaintance, when we are marry'd, 
and hare more occaſion to know one another; I hope 
2 Familiarity will grow more Content: But if you 


, marry her, I will marry her, that 1 am freely diſ- 
— 25 and diſſolurely. 
us. It is a ferry diſcretion . fave the fall i is in 


tbꝰ Ort diſſolutely: The Ort is, according to our meaning, 
reſolutely ; his Meaning is - 


Shal. Ay, 1 think my 1 | 
Slam. Ay. r might be hang. Ia. 
Enter Miſtreſ Anne Page. 

- Shal. Here comes fair Mikreſs Annes: Would I were 
Young for your fake, Miftreſs Anne. * 

Ane. The Dinner is on the Table; my Father defires 
your Worſhip's Company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair Miſtreſs Ame. by 
Era. Od's 1 Will, 1 will not be abſence at the 


Srace. e. Shallow and Evans. 


Ame. Will't pleaſe your Worſhip to come in, Sir? 
len. No. thank you Forſooth heartily ; Iam very well. 
«bs, 
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Anne. The Dinner attends you, Sir. 
Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you Forſooth: Gs 

Sirrah, for all you are my Man, go wait upon my Couſin 

Shallow; a Juſtice of Peace ſometime may be beholding 

to his Friend for a Man. n 

S "till my Mother be dead; but what though, yet 

live a poor Gentleman born. 


ome. 1 may — genr Werſdigs they 
will nor fir ill 


Slen. L faith, Her no I cat nothing; 1 thank as much as 
though I did. _ | 
Anme. I pray you, Sir, walk in. 
on, Ta og Sqn thank you: I bruis'd 
my Shin th' other Day, wi A - 
gr wich a Maſter of Penn, 2 for a Diſh of 
d Prunes, and by my troth I cannot abide the ſmell 
of hot Meat ſince. Why do your Dogs bark ſo? be there 
| Bears i'th' Town? ; 
Ame. I think there are, Sir, I heard them talk'd of. N 
Siuien. I love the Sport well, but I ſhall as ſoon quarrel 
| atir as any Man in England. You are afraid if * 
te Bear looſe, are you not? 
ene. Ay indeed, Sir. ; 
_ Slen. That's Meat and Drink to me now; I ha ve form 
Sackerſon looſe twenty times, and have taken him by th 
"Chain; but, I warrant ou, the Women have fo cry'dand 
Fhrieke at it, that it paſt: But Women indeed cannot a- 
| bide em, they are very ill-favour'd rough things. 
Enter Mr. Page. | 
Page, Come, gentle Mr. Slender, come; we ſtay for you: 
Slew. I'll eat nothing, I thank you, Sir. 
Page. Dy Cock and Pye you fall netehurk; n 1 
come. 
Slen. Nay, bra Dos lead the Way. 
Page. Come on, Sir. 
Slen. Miſtreſs Anne, your {elf ſhall go firſt. 
Ame. Not I, Sir, pray you keep on. ; 
Slen. Truly 1 will not go firſt, nt I will ast a. 
. 
came. I pr 2 Ole 5 
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len. PI! rather be unmannerly than troubleſome; you 
do oy ſelf wrong, indeed-la. Exeunt. 


SCENE U. 


18 Enter Evans and Simple. ; 
Eva. Go your ways, and uk of Doftor Caius Houſe | 
which is the Way; and there dwells one Miſtreſs Quicbiy, 
which is in the manner of his Nurſe, or his dry Nurſe, or 
his Cook, or his Laundry, his Waſher, and his Ringer. 

Simp. Well, Sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is yet; give her this Letter; for 
it is a oman that alrogethers Acquaintance with Miſtreſs 
Arne Page; and the Letter is to defire, and require her to 


| Ffollicit your Maſter's Defires to Miſtreſs Amme Page: 1 pra 


ou be gone ; I will 3 Dinner; there 3 
and Cheeſe to come. 8 1 4 3 


SCENE ut. 


Bus, Faltaff Hoft, Bardolph, Nym, Piſtol and Robin? 
Fal. Mine Hoſt of the Garter. 
S + What Soyo my Bully Rooks? ſpeak ſcholarly and 


: "7a TH Truly, mine Holt, 1 muſt turn away ſome of wy. 


Fal. 3 
Hoſt. Thou'rt an Em 


doi, he will by rp; 5 


1 will entertain Bar 
I well, Hector? 
Fal. Do ſo, good mine Hoſt. 
Hoſt. 1 have ſpoke, let him follow; ht =o Sts 
| froth and live: I am at a word; follow. [Exit Hoſt. 
| Fal. Bardolph, follow him, a Tapfter is a good Trade; 
an old Cloak makes a new Jerkin; 4ͤꝗ,ꝗ “ 
Man, a freth Tapſter; go, ad 

Bud. It is a Li S I hare def: I will thrive. | 


[Exit Bard. 
FP. 
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3 Wight, wilt thou the Spigot 


Nym. He was gotten in Drink; is not the Humour 


conceited ? 


Fal. I am glad Lam fo acquit of this Tinderbox; his 
Thefts were too open, his Filching was like an unskilful | 


hay he not time. 
Nym.  kepe or Humour is to ſteal at a Minute's reſt. 


Fj. Convey, the Wiſe it call; Steal? foh; a fico for 


the Phraſe. 
Fal. Well, irs, 1 am almoſt out at Heels. 
Pi. Why then let Kibes enſue. 


Fal. There is no remedy : [muſt conicatch 1 mud tif . 


Pift. Young Ravens muſt have Food. 
Fal. Which of you know Ford of this Town ? 
Pit. 1 ken the Wight, he is of Subſtance good. 


Pal. My honeft Lads, I will tell you what I am about. 


Pit. Two Yards and more. 


Fal. No Quips now, Fiffel: Indeed 1 am in the Waſte | 


two Yards about; but I am new about no Waſte, I am a- 


bout Thrift. Briefly, 1 de mean to make Love to Ford's 


Wife: I ſpy Entertainment in her; ſhe diſcourſes, ſhe 


|  caryes, ſhe gives the Leer of Invitation; I can conſtruc 
the Adion of her familiar Stile, and the hardeſt Voice f 
her Behaviour, to be engliſh'd right, is, I am Sir John - 


Falftatf's. 


Pift. He hath fludy'd her Will, and tranſlated her Will, 


out of Honeſty into Engliſh. 
m. The fr wy is deep; will that Humour paſs? 
Fal. Now, the Report goes, ſhe has all the Rule of her 
Husband's Purſe: He hath a Legion of Angels. 


Pift. As many Devils entertain; and to her, Boy, ay . 
Nym. The Humour riſes; it is good; humour me the 


Angels. 
Fal. 1 Letter to her; and here a- 


1 
ge Thea da the an on Dung bil ſhine. | 


eren 2 


2 to Page's Wife, who even now gave me good Eyes 
— my Parts with moſt judicious Illiade, ſome- 
: — the Beam of ber View guided my Foot, ſometimes | 


« 


- aided. * 


Hlis Dove will 
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. I thank thee for that Humour. 
Bal. © ſhe did fo courſe o'er my Exteriors s with fuch « 
greedy Intention Appetite o e cem 
to — me up like a Burning - Glaſs: Here 's another 
Letter to her; ſhe bears the too; ſhe is a Region in 
| Guiana, all Gold and Bounty. I will be Cheaters to 
them both, and they ſhall be to me; they ſhall 
be my Eaſt and Weſt-Indies, and 1 will trade to them 
both. Go, bear thou this Letter to Miſtreſs Page; and 
thou-this to Miſtreſs Ford: We will thrive, Lads, we 
will thrive. 
| Pjft. Shall 1 Sir Pandarus of Trey become; | 
een 
r. 1 will run no baſe Humour: Here take the Hu- 
mour-Letter, I will keep the Haviour of Reputation. 
Fal. Hold, F 
Sail like my Pinnace to theſe _ 
Rogues, hence, avaunt, vaniſh like Hail-ſtones; 
Trage, plod away o th hoof, ſeek ſhelter, 
Fal n = 
| 9 Thrift, — ckirted Page. wy 
7 * [Exit Falſtaff and Boy. 
5 Big. Let Vultures gripe thy thy Guts; for Gourd, and F. 
bia holds; and high anche To a n 
Teſter I'll have in Pouch when : 
Baſe Phrygian Turk. 
Nym. I have 
Which be Humdurs of 
Piſt. Wilt thou 
- By Welkin a —— 
Pip. With Wit, or Steel? 
dym. Wich both the Humours, I: 
1 will diſcuſs the Humour of this Love to Ford. 
Fist. And I to Page ſhall eke unfold = 
How Falfaff, Varlet vile, 1 
prove, his Gold will bold, 
And his ſoft Couch defile. 
m. M Humour ſhall not cool; 1 willincenſe Fordts 5 
deal with Poiſon, I will poſſeſs him with Yellowneſs, for 
3 the Revolt of mine is dangerous: „ 


Tip. 


142 The Merry Wives 
Piſt. Thou art the Mars of Male-contents: I ſecond 
thee; troop on, [Exenre. 
Enter Miſtreſs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 
c. What, Jahn Rugby! I pray thee go / to the Caſe- 
n- and ſee 54 — my Maſter, Maſter Doctor 
Caius, coming; if he do, faith, and find any body in the 
Houſe here; will be an old abuſing of God's Patience, and 
the King's Engliſh. 
Rug. Ill go watch. [Exit- Rugby. 
ic. Go, and we'll have 2: Poſſet for't ſoon at Night, ' 
in Faith, at the latter end of a Sea-coal Fire: An honeſt, 


willing, kind Fellow, as ever Servant ſhall come in Houſe 
_ withal, and 1 warrant you no Tell. tale, nor no Breed- 


bate; his worſt Fault is that he is given to Pray'r, he is 
ſomething. peeviſh/ that way; but no body but has his 


— bur let that pa. 3 your Name” | 


"* Sim, Ay. for fault of a better. 1 
2 And Maſter Slender 's your Maſter? 
Simp. Ay, Forlooth 7 5 
. Does he not wear a great round Beard, me « 
_ Glover's Pairing-knife? | 
Simp. No, Forſooth; he hath but a-little Wee-face, 
with a little yellow Beard, a Cane-colour'd Beard. rs 
Quic. A Gfty-ſprighted Man, is he not? 9255 
= Ay, Forſooth; but he is as tall a Man of his 


Hands, as any is between this and. his Head he hath 


r 
. How fay you? Oh, 1 ſhould remember him; 


| * not hold up his Head, as it wee? Aud — 
his Gate? 


Simp. Yes indeed does he. 

_ Dnic. Well, Heavn ſend nn Fortune. 

| Tell Maſter Parſon Evans, I will ds what: 1 can for your”. 

_ Maſter: ane is 2 good Girl — | 
Euter Rugby. 

| Bug. Ons ala) hes cures my Maſe, 


— — 


2 
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ie. We ſhall all be ſhent; run in here, good | 
Man; go into this Cloſet; s Simple in the Cloſes.) He 
will not ſtay long. What, Jabn Rugby! Jae! What Fobn, 
I ay; go Join, go enquire for my Maſter, I doubt he be 
nor well, Sn that he comes net home: Las re * 


down a, &c. 
Enter Do#lor Caius. 
| Cai. Vat is you ſing? I do not like des Toys; pray 
8 you go and vetch me in my Cloſet, un boitier verd; a Box, 
2 green-a Box; do intend vat I ſpeak? a green-a Bor. 
Dic. Ay Forſooth, VI! fetch it you. : 
I ant glad he went not in himſelf; if he had found the 
young Man, he would have been horn-mad. 
Caius. Fe, fe, ferfe,t _ 3 4% me vai 
4 la Gu. ia 
IM vn t 8 
| e, 
= is dat Knave Rugby? . 
| S Jan! 5 
Rug. Her 
Cas. You 1 ONE ue Fe 
come, cake-a your Napier, * — 


the Court. 


Reg. Tis ready. Sir, here in the Porch, 8 
Caius. By my. Trot I tarry too long: Od's me: Que ay. 
je oublie: Bere is ſome Simples in my Cloſet, dat T will. 
not for the Varld I ſhall leave behind. | 


__ Ay-me, he'll find the young Man there, and be 


: _ o Diable, Diable; „ 
Villanie, Larren! Rugby, my Rapier.. 
. Good Maſter be content. | 
Caius. Wherefore ſhould I be content-a? | 
wc, The young Man is an honeſt Man. 
| Caius. What ſhallde beer Man doin my Clolet? Ter 
is no honeſt Man dat ſhall. come in my Cloſet. | 
1 ice 1 beſeech you be not L. hear the 
trurh of it. n Parſon 
_ Hugh. | 
_ Cai, vel. 
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' Simp. Ay Forſooth, to deſire her to 
wic. Peace, I pray y ou. 


.* Feace-a your 1 — has your Tale. 
To deſire this honeſt Gentlewoman, your 


wk good Word to Miſtreſs Awe Page for my Ma 
ſter in the way of ; 
ic. This is all ind in: but Il neter put my Fin- 
in the Fire, and need not. 


1. Sir Hugh ſend- a- you? Rugby, ballow me ſome | | 


Paper; tarry you a little- a- while. 

„ Vie. 1 im glad he is ſo quiet; if he had been 
ly moved, you ſhould have heard him ſo loud, and fo me- 

lancholly: But notwithſtanding, Man, I'll do for your Ma- 


fer what good I can; and the the very yea, and the no is, 
the French 1 call him my Maſter, 


look you, for 1 "is Houle, nad 1 walk; welay, beter, 
take, Cour, d Meat 19d Drink, make the Bd, and do 

all myſelf | 

: . 4 'Tis a great Charge to come under one body's 


2 Are you | a-vis'd o'that? ou ſhall find it a great 
rh, „ own late. But notwith- 
ftanding, to tell you in your Ear, I would have no words 
of it, my Mafter himſelf is in Love with Miſtreſs un 
Page; but notwithſtanding that, I know Anne's Mind, 
that's neither here nor there. . 
Caius. You, jack Nape; give'a this Letter to Sir Hugh, 

gar it is a Shallenge: 1 will cut his Troat in de Parke, 
6 lt will wack nnr 
make -Veu may be gone, it is not good you tarry here; 
by gar I will cut all his two Stones, by gar, he ſhall not 
have a Stene to trow at his Dog. * 5 
Quic. Alas, be ſpeaks but for his Friend. 


Ca. It is no matter à ver dat: do nor you tell-a-me — 


dat I ſhall have Anne Page for my ſelf? by gar, 1 vill kill 
de Jack Prieſt; and I have appointed mine = Hoſt of 4% 
Funes to meaſure our Weapon; By gar I will my ſelf 
Anne Page. | 

1 . Sir, the Maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: . 

We uſt gre Folks * . W 

Cains 


of WIN VDS o. 145 


Caius. Rugby, come to the Court with me; by gar, if 1 
have not Ame Page, J ſhall turn your Head out of my 


Door; follow my Heels, Rugby. | Ex. Caius and Rugby. 
Vic. You ſhall have An Fools-head of your own. No, 


| I know Ame's Mind for that; never a Woman in Wind. 


for knows more of Ame's Mind than I do, nor can do 
more than I do with her, I thank Heav'n. 

Fent. ¶ within.] Who's within there, hoa? 

Duic. Who's there, I trow? Come near the Houſe, I 


Wa: 

Enter My. Fenton. 
Fent. How now, good Woman, how doft thou? 
Wo The better that it pleaſes your good Worſhip to 


3 What News? how does pretty Miſtreſs Anne? 


. In truth Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, and 
gentle, and one that is your Friend, I can tell you that by 


= Way, I praiſe Heay'n for it. 


Ten. Shall I do any good, think'ſt thou? ſhall I not 
loſe my Suit? 


Dic. Troth, Sir, all is in his Hands above; but not- 


* withitanding, Maſter Fenton, 1'll be ſworn on a Book 


ſhe leves you : Have not your Worſhip a Wart above 
your Eye? 

Fent. Yes, marry hare I; and what of that? 

ic. Well, thereby hangs a Tale; good Faith, it is 

ſuch another Nan; but, I deteſt, an honeſt Maid as ever 


— 


broke Bread; we had an Hour's talk of that Wart: I fhall 


never laugh bur in that Maid's Company! but, indeed, ſhe 


is given too much to Allicholly and Muſing ; ;. but for L 


rh fo —— _ 
Fent. Well, I ſhall ſee her to Day; bold, there's Mony 


for thee: 1 thy Voice in my behalf; if thou 


ſeeſt her before me, commend me — _ 
ic. Will 1? Ay faith that we will: And 1will tell 


. your Worſhip more of the Wart, the next time we have 
| confidence, and of other Wooers. 


Fent. Well, Lew 1 am in is greaz haſte x now. [Exit ; 


Vor. 1. | N 55 Man Ip Bb es Qi. 


— — — — ——ꝑp — 


$ 
; * ; 
* * —2K„4——— — — —— 
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Farewel to your Worſhip. Truly an honeſt 


Gentleman, but Aune loves him not; I know Ames © 
Mind as well as another does. deans ar what have I 


ACT IL SCENE L 


Enter M: -Areſs Page wich a Letter. 


| Mrs. Page. XXV HAT, have I ſcapd Love. Letters in the 
Hol y-day- time of my Beauty, and am I 
| now a Subject for them? let me ſee: 3 


Ait me no Reaſon I love you; for tho Love uſe Rea- FS 
ſen for his Preciſian, 25 admits him fo for his ( b 1 
You are not young, no more am I; Ho 0 then, there's Sym- 
pathy : Ton are merry, ſo am I; ha t ba! then. there's more =} 

hy : You love Sack, and ſo do I; wonld you deſire bet. 


- — Let it ſuffice thee, Miſtreſs Pag 2 at the leaſt; 


j; the Love of a Soldier can ſuffice, that I 2 thee. L will . . 
vot ſay, Pity me, tis not a Soldier like Phraſe, Ont l len | 
Tove me: © S 
Gu 7 rig wk mes 
Light, wit vs N t 80 
EL to fight. John Falſtaff. 


Whats Herod of Fury is this? 0 wicked, wicked World! = 
One that is well nigh worn to pieces with Age, SS; 
To ſhow himſelf a young Gallant? What ——_—_ 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh Drunkard 
Fth' Devil's Name, out of my anna — that be dei . 

in this manner aſſay me? Why de hath not been thrice in 
my Company: What ſhould I ſay to him? I was t T3 7 | 
frugal of my Mirth, Heav'n forgive me: Why, Ill exhibit 

2 Bill in the Parliament for the putting down of Men 

| how ſhall I be reveng d on him? for reveng'd 1 e 3. 
5 a ſure as his Guts are made of . * 

Enter Mrs. Ford. ; _ 
; — Fr Miſtreſs Page, truſt me, I was going to you -- 
_— BE: 


" 


ES thc like? 


Moment, or ſo, I could be knighted. 


but they do no more 
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Mrs. Page. And truſt me, I was coming to you; you 


loek very ill. 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, Vil ne er believe that: I have to ſhew 
to the contrary. . 1 

Mrs. Page. Faith you do, in my Mine. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then; yet I ſay, I could ſhew 
you to the contrary: O Miſtreſs Page, give me ſome. 
Counſel. 4 4 

Mrs. Page. What's the matter, Woman? 

Mrs. Ford. O Woman! if it were not for one trifling 
ReſpeR, I could come to ſuch Honour. TEIN 
 Mre. Page. Hang the Trifle, Womaa, take the Honour; 


what is it? diſpenle with Trifles; what is it? 


Mrs. Ford. If 1 would but go to. Hell for an eternal 


- Mrs. Page. What, thoulieſt! Sir Alice Ford! "theſe 


Knights 


Will hack, and fo thou ſnouldſt not alter the Article of thy 


Mrs. Ford. We burn Day-light, here; read, read, per- | 


_ ceive how 1 might be knighted: I ſhall think the worſe | 


of fat Men as long as I have an Eye to make difference 


of Men's liking ; and yet he would not ſwear, praiſe Wo- 


men's Modeſty, and gave ſuch orderly and well-behayed 
Reproof to all Uncomelineſs, that I would have ſworn his 
Diſpoſition would have gone to the Truth of his Words; 
here, and keep Place together, 
than the hundredth Palm to the Tune of Green Sleeves. 
What Tempeſt, I trow, threvy this Whale, with ſo many 


Tun of Oyl in his Belly, à ſhore at Windſor ? How ſhall L 
be reveng'd oa him? I think the beſt way were to en- 


tertain him with Hope, till the wicked Fire of Luft 


have melted him in his own Greaſe 


Did you ever hear 


Mrs. Page. Letter for Letter, but that the Name of Page 
and Ford differs. To thy great Comfort in this myſtery of 
ill Opinions, here s the Twin-brother of thy Letter; but 
tet thine inherit firſt, for I proteſt mine never ſhall. 1 


warrant he hath a thouſand of theſe Letters, writ with 


blank-ſpace for different Names, nay more; and theſe are 
of the ſecond Edition: He will prone them out of _ 
OM | H 2 . 
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for he cares not what he puts into the Preſs, when he 
would put us two. I had rather be a Gianteſs, and Jy 
under Mount. Pelion. Well, 1 will find you twenty |: 
vious Turtles, e er one chaſte Man. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, this is the very ſame, the very Hand, 
the very Words; what doth he think of us? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me almoſt rea- 
dy to wrangle with mine own Honeſty. I'll entertain 
my ſelf like one that I am not acquainted withal; for 
ow. unleſs he knew ſome Strain in me, that 1 know 
not my ſelf, he would neyer have boarded me in this 

Fury. 


Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call it ou? 1 l be ſure to 
him above Deck. * 4 A 

Mrs. Page. So'will I; if he come under my Hatches, 
I'll never to Sea again. Let's be reveng'd on him, let's 
_ appoint him a Meeting, give him a ſhow of Comfort in 
bis Suit, and lead him on with a fine baited Delay, till he 

hath pawn'd his Horſes to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will conſent to act any Villany a- 

gainſthim that may not ſully the Charineſs of our Honeſty : 
Oh that my Husband faw this Letter, it would give eter- 
nal Food to his Jealoſie. 
Mrs. Page. Why, look where he comes, and my good 
Man tco; he's as far from Jealoulie as I am from 85 
ving him Cauſe, and that, I hope, is an unmeaſurable 
ſtance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier Woman. 

- Mrs. Page. Let's conſult together againſt this . 
Knight. Come hither. | 

Enter Ford with Piſtol, Page with N ym. 

Ford. Well, 1 hope it be not ſo. 

Piſt. Hope is a Curtal-dog in ſome Ati. 

Sir Folm affects thy Wife. 

Ford. Why, Sir, my Wife is not young. 

Pit. He woos both high and low, both TP and x 
both young and old, and ene with another, Ford; he | 
thy Gally mawfry. Ford perpend. 

1 Love my Wife? 
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Piſt. With Liver burning hot: Prevent, 
Or go thou, like Sir Aeon. with 
Ring- wood at thy Heels: O, odious is the Name. 
Ford. What Name, Sir? | 
Piſt. The Horn, I fay: Farewel. 
Take heed, have open Eye; for Thieves do foot by Night. 
Take heed e er Summer comes, or C uckoo- birds do ſing. 
Away, Sir Corporal Nym. 
Believe it, Page, he { Senſe. [Exit Piſtol. 
Ford. | will be patient; I will find out this. | 
. And this is true: I like not the Humour of ly- 
ing; he hath wrong'd me in ſome Humours: 1 ſhould have 
4 the humour'd Letter to her; but I have a Sword, 
and it ſhall bite upon my Neceſſity. He loves your Wite; | 
there's the ſhort and the long. My Name is Corporal Nym, 
1 ſpeak, and I avouch; tis true; my Name is Nym, and 
_ Falſtaff loves your Wife. Adieu; I love not the Humour 
N of Bread and Cheeſe: Adieu. | [Exit Nym. 
.-  _— "Ro Humour of it, quoth ': 7 on 2 Fellow 
frights Engliſh out of his Wits. 
. n ſeck out Falſtaff! 


Page, I never Heard ſuch a draw kes Rogue. | 
Ford. If I do find it: Well. * 


| Page. 1 will not believe ſuch a Cataian, tho the Prieſt 

© th' Town commended him for a true Man. | 

| Ford, 'Twasa 7 — Fellow: Well. 

Page. How no 

Mrs, Page. Whither >» th George : bark you. 

Mrs. Ford, How now, weet Frank, why art tu me 
lancholly? f 

ä melancholy! Iam not melancholy. 

| Get you home, go. 

Mrs. Ford, Faith thou haſt ſome Crotchets i in thy Head. 

Now will you go, Miſtreſs Page? 

Mrs. Page. Have with you. You'll come to Dinner, 
George? Look who comes 20k ſhe ſhal be our Mei- 
ſenger to this paultry Knigbt. 

Mrs Ford. Truſt me, I thought on oh wel fit „ 
Mrs. Page. You are come bg ſee my Daughter Anne? 
N 3 


ue. 5 


to turn them together; a 


us? we 


$hal. Sir, there is a Fray to be fought betureen Sr Zug, _ 
the Welch Prieſt, and Caius, the French Doctor. 


— —————_—__ 
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. Ay, Forſooth; and I pray how does good Miſtreſs 
Ame? 

Mrs. Page. Go in with us and ſee; we have an Hour's 
Talk with you. [Ex. Mrs, Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mu. Quic. 
Page. Hcw now, Maſter Ford? 

Ford. You heard what this Knave told me, did you not? 

Page. Yes; and you heard what the other told me? 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? | 

Page Hang em, Slaves, I do not think the Knight would 


offer it; but theſe that accuſe him in his Intent towards 
our Wives are a Yoke of his diſcarded Men, very * 


gow they be out of Service. 
Ford. Were they his Men? 
Page. Marry were they. 1 
Ford. I like it never the better for that. 


"Does he lye at the Garter? 


| Page. Ay marry does he. If he ſhould intend his Voy- 
age toward my Wife, I would turn her looſe to him; 


and what he gets more of her than ſharp Words, let it l 
lye on my Head. 


Ford. I do not miſdoubt m 4. Wife, but 1 would be loath 3 
may be too confident; I 
would haye nothing lye on my Head; I cannot be thus | 


ſatisfy d. bY 
Page. Look where my ranting Hoſt of the Garter comes; 


there is either Liquor in his Pate, or Mony in his Purſe, 


when he looks fo 1 How now, mine Hoſt? 


oft and Shallow. 
Hoſt. How now, vr, Bully Rook? Thou'rt a Gentleman, 


| Cavalerio- uſtice, 1 ſay. 


Shal. I follow, mine Hoſt, I follow: Good 8 had 
twenty, — Maſter Page. Maſter Page, will vou go with 
rt in hand. 

Hoſt. Tell im, Cavaliero- Juſtice tell him Bully 


Ford. Good mine Hoſt o th Garter, a Word with you. 
Heſs. What aut thou, Bully Rok? e 


4 
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Shal. Will you go with us to behold it? My merry 
Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their Weapons, and, I 
think, hath appointed them contrary Places; for, believe 
me, I hear the Parſon is no Jeſter. Hark, I will tell you 
what our Sport ſhall be. 
Hoſt. Haſt thou no Suit againſt my Knight, my. Gueſt- 
Cavalier! 

Ferd. None, I proteſt; but 111 ive you a Pottle of 
burnt Sack to give me Recourle to him, and tell him my 
Name is Broom; only for a Jeſt. | 

Hoſt, My Hand, _— thou ſhalt have Egreſs and Re- 
greſs; ſaid I well? and thy Name ſhall be Brom. [t i is * 
merry Knight. Will you go an-heirs? 
 Shal. Have with you, mine Hoſt. 

4 I have heard the Frenchman hath BE Skill in his = 


pier 


times you ſtand on Diſtance, your Paſſes, Stoccado's, and 
1 know not what: Tis the Heart, Maſter Page; tis here, 
'tis here. 1 have ſeen the time, with my long Sword, 1 
would have made you four tall Fellows skip hke Rats. 
_ Hoſt. Here Boys, here, here: Shall we wag? ? 
A _ _ with pony 1 bad rather hear them ſoold 
than Exeunt Heſt, Shallow and Page. 
33 ure Fool, and ſtand fo bony 
0 


00 hi Wife's Frailty, yet I cannot p off my O 


pinion ſo 
eaſily. She was in his Company at Page's Houſe, and what 
they made there I know not. Well, I will look further 
into't; and I have a Diſguiſe to ſound Falſtaff: If I find 
- her honeſt, I loſe not my r, if ſhe be otherwiſe, 
tis Labour well beſto ww d. [Exif« 


SCENE U. 


Enter Falſtaff and Piſtol. 
Fal. 1 will not lend thee a Penny. 


Pi. Why then the World's s mine Oyſter, which Iwith : 


5 Sword will open. 


Fal. Not a Penny. I hare beca content, Si, you ſhould 


| lay my Countenance to Pawn; 1 have grated upon in 
Friends for three — 44 you, 2. your xr Coach 1 
5 w. 


Sbal. Tut, Sir, I could have told you more; in these 


— EY — 1 22 
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| low, Nim; or elſe you had look d through the Grate, like 
2 Geminy of Baboons. I am damn'd in Hell for ſwear- 
| ing to Gentlemen. my Friends, you were good Soldiers, 
and tall Fellows. And when Miſtreſs Bridget loſt the 


Handle of her Fan, 1 took't "_ mine Honour thou 
badſt it —_— | 


Piſt. Didſt thou not ſhare ? Hadft thou not fiſteen 
Pence? 


Fal. Reaſon, you Rogue, Reaſon : Think'ſt - thou 11 


endanger my Soul gratis? Ara Word; 4 no more a- 


bout me, I am no Gibbet for you: Go, a ſhort Knife, 


and a Throng, to your Mannor of Pickt-hatcht; go, you'll 
not bear a Letter for me, you Rogue; you ſtand u 


your Honour? Why, thou unconfinable Baſeneſs, it is as 


much as I can do to keep the Term of my Honour pre- 


ciſe. I, I, I my ſelf ſometimes, leaving the Fear of He- 
ven on the left Hand, and hiding mine Honour in my 
Neceſſity , am fan to ſtuffle, to hedge, and to lurch; 


and yet, "you Rogve will enſconſe your Rags, your Cat-a 
Mountain Looks. your Red-Lettice' Phraſes, and your 
bold- beating Oaths, — the Shelter of your Honour! 
You will not do it, 


"Piſs. I'do relent; — wouldft thou more of Man? | 
| Enter Robin. 


Bb. Sir, here's a Woman would peak with you 


Fal. Let ber approach. 
5 due Miſhreſs Quickly. | 
| 85 Give your Wor ſhip Goad-morr ove 
72 Dnic. Not ; and't our x Work, 
+ E Good Maid then. 2 
Quic. Vil be ſworn, 
As my Mother was the firſt Hour I was born. 

Fal. I do believe the Swearer : What with me? EW 
Wie Shall I vouchſafe your Worſhip a Word or two? 


| Two thouſand, fair Woman, and I'll vouchſae 2 
thee the hearing. 


Quic. There is one Miftreſs Ford, Sir: 1 pray come a 


little nearer this ways: I my ſelf dwell with Mr. Doctor 


Cans, — —5 
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Fal. Well, on: Miſtreſs Ford, you ſay. 


Dui. Your Worſhip ſays very true: I pray your Wor- 
ſhip come a little nearer this ways. 


Fal. I warrant thee no > body hears: mine own People, 


mine own People. 


Vic. Are they ſo ? Heay'n bleſs them, and make 
them his Servants. 


Fal. Well: Miſtreſs Ford, what of her? 
Daic. Why, Sir, ſhe's a good Creature. Lord, Lord, 


your Worſhip's a Wanton; well, Heay'n forgive you, a * 
all of us, I pray 


Fal. 1 Ford, come, Miſtreſs Ford — 
this is the ſhort and the long of i it; you 


have 5 — er into ſuch a Canaries as tis wonderful: 


The beſt Courtier of them all, when the Court lay at / ind- 


for, could never have brought her to ſuch a Canary. Vet 


there has been Knights, and Lords, and Gentlemen with 


their Coaches; I warrant you Coach after Coach, Let- 
ter after Letter, Gift after Gift, ſmelling ſo ſweet- 
ly; all Musk, and ſo ruſhling, I warrant you in Silk and 
Gold, and in ſuch alligant Terms, and in ſuch Wine and 


Sugar of the beſt, and the faireſt, that would have won 


any Woman's Heart; and I warrant you they could ne- 

ver . an Eye-wink of ber. I had my ſelf twenty An- 

3 gels given me this omg} woe I defte all Angels, in 
any 1 Ys 


h ſort as ne #5 in the way of Honelty ; 
— 1 warrant you they could never get her ſo much as 


3 a Cup with the proudeſt of them all; and yet 


has been Earls, nay, which is more, Penfioners, but 


I warrant you all is one with her. 


Fal. But what ſays ſhe to me ? — brick, my good ſhe- 


2 


ſhe hath receiv d your Letter, for the 


- Marry, 
1 ſhe thanks you a thouſand times; and ſhe gives 


you to notifie; that her Husband will be abſence from his ; 


Houſe between ten and eleven. | 


Fal. Ten and eleven. 


Quic. Ay, Forſooth; ES he 
hos, the fays, that you wor of: Maſter Ford, her 


| Hunbnd, will be * Alas! the ſweet Woman 


. leads 


— — Ms a. ————— 
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leads an ill Life with him, he's a very jcaloufie-Man; fhe 
leads a very frampold Life with him, good Heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven: 
Woman, commend me to her, I will not fail her. 
Quic. Why, you fay well: But I have another Meſſen- 

ger to your Worſhip; Miſtreſs Page has her hearty Com- 
mendations te you too; and let me tell you in your Ear, 
| ſhe's as fartuous a civil modeſt Wife, and one (I tell you) 
that will not miſs you Morning and Evening Prayer, as 
my is in N indſor, whoe'er be the other; and ſhe bad me 
tell your Worſhip that her Husband is ſeldom from home, 
but ſhe hopes there will come a time. I never knew a 
Woman ſo doat upon a Man; ſurely I think you have 
Charms, la; yes in Truth. 5 | 3 

Fal. Not I, I aſſure thee; ſetting the Attraction of my 
good Parts aſide, I have no other Charm. 

Dic. Bleſſing on your Heart ſor t. OT 

Fal. But I pray thee tell me this; has Fords Wife and 


Pages Wife acquainted each other how they love me? 


Duic. That were a Jeſt indeed; they bave not ſo little 
Grace, I hope; that on a Trick — } But Miftreſs 


Page would deſire you to ſend her your little Page, of 


all Loves: Her Husband has a marvellous Infection to the 


little Page; and truly Maſter Page is an honeſt Man. Ne- 


ver a Wife in Windſor leads a better Life than ſhe does; 
do what ſhe will, ſay what ſhe will, take all, pay all, go 
to Bed when ſhe lift, xiſe when the liſt, all is as ſhe will; 
and truly ſhe deſerves it; for if there be a kind Woman 
in Winder, truly the is one. You muſt ſend her your 
Page; no Remedy. | — 
Tal. Why, I vill nb I welt; 
Quic. Nay, but do ſo then; and, look you, he may come 
and go between you both; and, in any caſe, have a Nay- 
— you may know one anothers Mind, and the Boy 
never need to underſtand any thing; for tis not good that 
Children ſhould know any Wickedneſs : Old Folks, you 
| know, have Diſcretion, as they Gay, and know the World. 
Mul. Farethee well; commend me to them both: There's. 
my Purſe, I am yet thy Debtor. Boy, go along with this 


N 


. „ . Acc at AAAS 


FFT 


of WIN DSO. 135 
Fit. This Punk is one of Cupid's Carriers: 
Clap on more Sails; purſue; up with your Fights; 


Give Fire; ſhe is my Prize, or Ocean whelm them all. 
[Exit Piſtol. 


- Fgh Say'ſt thou ſo, old Jack? go thy ways; Ml make 


| more of thy old Body than I have done; will they yet 


look after thee? Wilr SR after the Expence of ſo much 

Mony, be now a Gainer? Good body; I thank thee; let 

them ſay, tis groſiy done, ſo en hy fairly done,no matter, 

Enter Bar | 

22 Sir John, Ferns s.one Maſter Broom: below would 
— with you, and be acquainted with you; and 

hath ſent your Wortip a Morning's Draught « Sack, . 

Fal, Fol. Broom is his Name? 


Fal. . in; ſuch * gre melrame to me that 
o'crflows ſuch Liquor, Ah! ah! Miſtreſs Ford and Mi- 


ſtreſs Page, have I encompaſs'd you? Go to, via. 


Euter Ford diſguis l. 
Fed. Bleſs you, Sir. 2 . 2 
Fal. And you, Sirz would you ſpeak with me? 1 
Bed. 1 make bold to preſs with &o kitle Preparation 


upon you. 


Fal. You're welcome; what's 5 your Will? Give ws 
leave, Drawer. . 
Fend. Sir, [ am « Gentleman that have ſpent much; 


| my Name is Brooms. 


_ Fat, Good Maſter Broom, 1 defire more Acquaintance- | 


of you. 


Ford. Good Sir Fobn, 1 fac for ours; not to charge: 
yous for pb qe at] I think my ſelf in 

er Flight for a Lender than you are, the which bath- 
fo embolden'd me to this unſcaſon'd Intruſion; 
for they ſay, if Mony go before, all Ways do lye open. 


1 Mony is a good Soldier, Sir, and will on. 


Ford. Troth, and 1 have a Bag of Mony here troubles. 
me; if you will help to bear it, Sir Fahm, take all, or half, 
for eaſing me of the 


Eu. Sir, 1 knove not how 1 may dene to be your 


i Sf . Ford. 


c — 
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Ford. 1 will tell you, Sir, if you 1 
Fal. Speak, good Maſter Broom, I ſhall be glad 
your Servant. | 
Ford. Sir, I hear you are a Scholar. 1 will be brief with 
you, and you have been a Man long known to me, tho' 
Ar never ſo good Means as Defire to make my ſelf 
cquainted with you: I ſhall diſcover a thing to you, 
ein I muſt very much lay open mine own Imper- 
feQions: but. good Sir ohm, as you have one Eye upon 
my Foll es as you hear them unfolded, turn another in- 
to the Regiſter of your own, that I may paſs with a Re- 
proof tbe eaſier, ſith you your ſelf know how cake it is 
to be fuch an Offender. 

Fa . Very well, Sir, proceed · +: 
Ford. There is a — in "us Town, ber kuf 
band s Name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, Sir. 
Freund. 1 have long lord her, and, [ proteſt to you, be- 

| Now'd much on her, follow d her with a doating Obſer- . 
vance, ingroſs d Opportunities to meet her, fee d ei 

Light Occaſion that could but niggardly give me fight of 
ber; not only bought many Preſents to give her, but have 
given large! to many, to know what ſhe would have 

, I have purſu'd her, as Love hath purſu d 
me, which hath been on the Wing of all Qccafions.. But 
whatſoever I have merited, either in my Mind, or in my 
Means, Meed I am ſure I have received none, unleſs Ex- 


perience be a Jewel I have purchas d at an infiaite rate, 
and that hath taught me to ſay this; _ 


Cove like a Shadow flies, when Subſtance Hi paris, _ 
* Purſuing that that flies , and flying what purſues. 


Bal. Have you cv Wann of Satisfaction at 
her Hands? 
Ford. Neve... - 
Fal. Have hon importn'd her to ſuch a fps 
Ford. Never. 4 1 
Fal. Of what Quality was your Love then? ri 107; 
Ford. Like a fair Houſe built on another Man's Ground, 
fo that I have loſt my Edifice, * ä the Place 
| whar I credted i. : wu Tak 


* 


Methinks you preſcribe to your ſelf very 
Feord. O, underſtand my drift; ſhe dwells 
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Fal. Te what e have you unfolded this to me? 
Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you all. 
Some ſay, that tho? ſhe appear honeſt to me, yet in other 


Places ſhe enlargeth her Mirth ſo far, that there is ſhrewd 


Conſtruction made of her. Now, Sir John, here is the 
Heart of my Purpoſe : You are a Gentleman of excellent 
Breeding, admirable Diſcourſe, of great Admittance, au- 
thentick in your Place and Perſon, generally allow'd for 


; your many War-like, Court-like, and learned Preparations. 


Fal. O Sir! 


Ford. Believe it, for you know it; there is Mony, ſpend | 


it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all I have, only give me 


ſo much of your Time in exchange of it, as to lay an a- 
miable Siege to the Honeſty of this Ford's Wife; uſe your 
Art of Wooing, win her to conſent to you; if any Man 


- may, you may as ſoon as any. 


Fal, Would it apply well to the Vehemence of your 
Affection, that 1 ſhould win what you would enjoy? 
ſterouſly. 

| o ſecurely on 
the Excellency of her Honour, that the Folly of my Soul 
dares not preſent it ſelf; ſhe is too-bright to be look d a- 
Now could I come to her wil} any Detection 


in my Hand, my Deſires had Inſtance and Argument to 


commend themſelves ; I could drive her then from the 
Ward of her Purity, her Reputation, her Marriage-Vow, 


Bt and a thouſand other De fences N Which now are too ſtrong- 


ly embattail d againſt me. What fay you to't, Sir Folm? 
Fal. Maſter Broom, I will firſt make bold with your 
Mony; next, give me your Hand; and laſt, as Iam a 
Gentleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Ford's Wife. 
% RIET. N 

: Jo, hay; you halle nat non dn ann 
Ford. Want no Mony, Sir Jom, you ſhall want none. 


Fal. Want no Miſtreſs Ford, Broom; you ſhall 


Appointment. Evenas you came in to me, her Aſſiſtant, or 
Go between, parted from me; I ſay, I ſhall be with her 
| between ten and eleven; for at that time the jealous raſ- 


cally Knave, her Husband, will be forth; come you to 


me at Night, you ſhall know how I ſpeed. 


— — , AE — PIT 
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Ford. I am bleſt in your Acquaintance : Do you know 

Ford, Sir? | Ne 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldy Knave, I know him not: 


Tet I wrong him, to call him poor; they ſay, the jealous 
wittolly Knave hath maſſes of Mony, for the which bis 
Wife ſeems to me well · favour d. I will uſe her as the 

Key of the Cuckold- Rogues Coffer; and there's my Har- 


veſt- home. | | 
Ford. I would you knew Ford, Sir, that you might a- 


void him, if you ſaw him. 2 . 
Ful. Hang him, mechanical - ſalt· butter Rogue; I will 
ſtare him out of his Wits; 1 will awe him with my Cud- 


ge; it ſhall hang like a Meteor o'er the Cuckold's Horns. 
er Broom, t ſhalt know I will predominate over 
the Peſant, and thou ſhalt lye with his Wife: Come to me 
ſoon at Night; Ford's a Knave, and I will aggravate his 
Stile: Thou, Maſter Broom, ſhalt know him for Knave 
and Cuckold: come to me ſoon at Night.  T[Exir. 
Ford. What a damn d Epicurean Raſcal is this! M 


Heart is ready to crack with Impatience. Who ſay's this 


is improvident Jealoufie? My Wife hath fent to him, the 
Hour is fixt, the Match is made; Would any Man have 

thought this? See the Hell of having a falſe Woman; my 
Bed ſhall be abus'd, my Coffers ranſack'd, my Reputation 


gnawn at, and I ſhall not only receive this villainous 


Wrong, but ſtand under the adoption of abominable Terms, 
and by him that does'me the Wrong. Terms, Names; 
Amaimon ſounds well, Lucifer well, Barbaſon well, yet 


they are Devils additions, the Names of Fiends; but 
Cuckold, Wittol, Cuckold! the Devil himſelf hath not 


ſuch a Name. Page is an Afs, a ſecure Aſs, he will truſt. 


his Wife; he will not be jealous: I will rather truſt a 


Fleming with my Butter, Parſon Hugb, the Welchmas, 
with my Cheeſe, an Iriſh-man with my Aqua-vita Bot- 
tle, or a Thief to walk my ambling Gelding, than my 
Wife with her ſelf: Then the plots, rhen ſhe ruminates, 


then ſhe deviſes; and what they think in their Hearts 


they may effect, they will break their Hearts but they 


will effect. Heay'n be prais'd for my Jealouſie. Eleven 
ock the Hour; I will prevent this, detect niy _ 


> 


—_ _—_— Is 
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be reveng d on Falfaff, and laugh at Page: I will about 


it; better three Hours too ſoon than a Minute too late. 
Vie, fie, fie; Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Caius and Rugby. 

Caius. Fact Rugby! 

i W | 

' Cains, Vat is de Clock, Fack? 

Rug. Tis paſt the Hour, Sir, that Sir Hugh promis 
to meet. 

Cains. By gar, he has ſave his Soul, dat he is no come; 
he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no come: By gar, 
Fack Rubgy, he is dead already, if he be come. 

Rug. He is wiſe, Sir; he knew your Worſhip * 
Kill him, if he came. 8 Gn 
Cu. By , de Herring is no o a8 I vi 
: kill ; take = Rapier, Fack, 1 vil tell = bow 1 vill 

him. 
_ Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fence. 
Caius. Villany, take your Rapier. 
| Ryg. Forbear; here's Company. 

Euer Hoſt, Shallow, Slender and Page: 
Hef. *Bleſs thee, Bully- Doctor. 

Shal. Save you, Mr. Doctor Cains. 

Page. Now, good Mr. Doctor. 

Slen. Give you -Good-morrow, Sir, 

Cain. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come for? 
Ha. To ſee W to ſee thee foigne, to ſec thee 
| traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee thee there, to ſee thee 
paſs thy Puncto, oy Stock, thy Reverſe, thy Diſtance, 
e dead, my Ethiopian ? Is he dead, 
my Frauciſco? Ha, Bully? What ya my Eſcu/apius? my 

Gon My Heart of Elder? Ha? is he dead, Bully-ſtale ? 
is he dead 


Cain. By gar, he is de Coward Fack-Prielt of de Vorld; . 


he is not ſhow his Face. 


= Thou anf Cl l u naar of d 
5 my Boy. 


— 


— 


vou go againſt the hair of your Profe 
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Caius, 1 pray you bear Witneſs, that me have ſtay ſix 


or ſeven, two tree Hours for bim, and he is no come. 
 Shal. He is the wiſer Man, Mr. Doctor; he is a Curer 
of Souls, and you a Curer of Bodies: If yod ſhould fight, 
* Is it not 

true, Maſter Page? 

Page. Maſter . you have your ſelf been a great 
Fighter, the now a Man of Peace. 
Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Page, tho' I now be old, and of 


Peace, if I fee a Sword out, my Finger itches to make 


one; tho we are Juftices, and Doctors, and Church-men, 
MIr. Page, we have ſome Salt of our Youth in us; we 
are the Sons of Women, Mr. Page. 
Page. Tis true, Mr. Shalbw. | 
Shal. It will be found fo, Mr. Page Mr. Doctor Calas 5 


5 — 


IT am _— to fetch you home; I am ſworn of the f| 


Peace; have ſhew'd your ſelf a wiſe Phyſician, and 
Sir Hu * hath ſhown himſelf a wiſe and patient Church- 
man: You muſt go with me, Mr. Doctor. 
Hoſt. Pardon, Gueſt- Juſtice ; a Monſieur Mock water. 
Caius. Mock- vater? Vat is dat? 4 
Hal. Mock- Mater; in our Engliſh Tongue, is 'Valour, 
Bully. | 
= > By gar, this f his 25 much lock-rater as de i | 
Engliſh man, Scuryy- Jack-dog- -Prieſt ; by gar, me vill mn; 
his Ears. 


Hoſt. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, Bully. 
Cains. Clapper-de-claw ? Vat is dat? « 

Hoſt. That is, he will make thee amends. © - 

Cams. By gar, me dolook he ſhall clapper. de-claw me; 
for by gar, me vill have it. 

_ Hoſt. And I will provoke him-to't, or let him wage 

 Cains. Me tanck you for dat. 

Hoſt. And moreover, Bully; but firſt, Mr. Gueſt, and 

Mr. Page, and eek Cavalerio Slender, 80 vou . the 
Town to Frogmere. 
Plage. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 

Hoſt. He is there; fee what aber he i is in; ad 1 
will FOG the Doctor about the Ton: wil it do well? 


Shal, 
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bal. We will do it. 

All. Adieu, good — Page, Shal: and Slen. 

__ - Cains. By gar, me vill kill de Prieſt; for he ſpeak for 
a a Jac-an-Ape to Ame Page. 

Hoſt. Let him die ; ſheath thy Impatience ; throw 
cold Water on thy Choler; go about the Fields with me 
through Frogmore; I will bring thee where Miſtreſs Ame 
Page 1s, at a Farm-Houſe a feaſting, and ou ſhalt woo 
her; Cride-game, faid I well? 

Cains. By gar, me tank you vor dat: By gar I love 
you; and I ſhall procure à you de good Gueſt; de Earl, 
de Knight, de Lords, de G my Patients. 
af. For the which 1 will be thy ———y toward 
Anne Page: Said I well? 

Cain. By gar, tis good; vell ſaid. 

Hoſt. Let us wag then. 


7 Come at my Heels, * . | | [Exenne. 5 


4 5 — 4, 1 
— 


ACT uw. SCENE * 


- Enter Evans ond Simple. 


| va; + Pray you now, Maſter Slonder's | 
Bp and Friend Sim) by jour Name, which way dare 
| Jn for Maſter Caius, that calls himſelf Doctor of : 


2 Marry Sir, the Pin · may. — every 
2 old Vindſor way, and every way but the Town 


Way. 

Ev. I moſt fchemently defire you, you will aſs look 
that way | 

Simp. I will, Sir. 

Eva. Pleſs my Soul, how full of Chollars 1 1 am, and 
trempling of Mind ! I ſhall be glad if he have deceiv'd me; 
how melanchollies I am! I will knog his Urinals about 
his Knaves Coſtard, when I have Opportunities for 

the Orke: *Pleſs my Soul: Toi ſhallow Rivers, to whoſe 
Falls melodions Birds ſings Madrigalls; There will we make 


1 ** 


— — — —— 
— 2 , 
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our Peds of Roſes, and a thouſand fragrant Poſes. To ſpal- 
Mercy on me, I have a great Diſpoſition to cry. 


Melodious Birds ſing Madrigal -i ben as 1 ſat in Pabilon; 
| and a thouſand vagram Poſies. To ſhallow, &c. 


Simp. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 
Eva. He's welcome. To ſhallow Rivers, to whoſe Falls —— 


| Heav'n proſper the Right : What Weapons is he? 


Simp. No Weapons. Sir; there comes my Maſter, Mr. 


Shallow, and another Gentleman, from Frogmore, over the 0 


Stile, this way. 


Eva. Pray you give me my Gewn, or elſe br i it ia 
your Arms. 
Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 5 
Shal. How now, Maſter Parſon? Good-morrow, | 
Sir Hugh. Keep a Gameſter from the Dice, anda Stu- 


dent from his Book, and it is wonderful. 
Slen. Ah ſweet Anne node 


Page. Save you, 2 Sir Hugh. 
Eva. Pleſs you from his Mercy fake, all of you · 
Shal. What? 7 The Sword and the Word? 


Do you ſtudy them both, Mr. Parſon? * 
a 5 And youthful ftill, in your Doublet and Hole, 


raw-rumatick Day ? 
Eva. There is R B Cauſes for i _ | 
4 We are come to you, to do good Office, Mr, 


| Ewa, Ferry well: What is it? 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend Gentleman, aka be- 

like, having reccivd Wrong by ſome Perſon, is at moſt 

odds with his own Gravity and Patience, that (over _you 
w. 

 Shal. 1 have liv'd fourſcore Years, and upward ;. I me- 

ver heard a Man of his Place, Gravity and Leng, * 5 


wide of his own Reſpect. 


_ Eva. What's be? 
Page. I think you know him, Mr. Doftor Caius, the 


renowned French Ph 


Eva. Got's Will, aod bis Paſſion of my Heart! 1 bad 


8 Y 
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Eva. He has no more Knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen; and he is a Knave beſides, a cowardly Knave as 
you would defire to be acquainted withal. 
© A I warrant you, he's the "_ ſhould — with 
m 75 
Slen. O ſweet Anne Page! 
Enter Hoſt, Caius, and Rugby. 
Sbal. It appears ſo by his And Keep them un- | 


| | | der; here comes Docter Caius 


Page. Nay, good Mr. Parſon, in your Weapon. 

Sbal. So Jo hon, good Mr. f 

Haft. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion; let them 
keep their Limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh. 

Caius. I pray you let a me ſpeak a Word with your 
Ear: Wherefore vill you not meet-a me? | - 
Eva. Pray you uſe your Patience in good time. 
* 4 Caius. By gar, you are de Coward, de Fack Dog, Fohn . 

N . Pray you let us not be Laughi ſtocks to other 
Mens Humours; I deſire you in Friendſhip, and will one 
way or other make you —_— I will 2 your Uri- 

nal about your _ s Cogs-comb. 
Caius. Diable Fac Pack e mine Hoſt de Farteer, have 
A to ki 6 de Flace 3 
Eva. As I am a Chriſtian «ſoul, now look you, this is 
the Place appointed; III be judgment by mine Hoſt of 
the Garter. 
Haft. Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Gaul, French and Welch, 
Soul-curer and Body-curer. _ | 
Caius. Ay dat is good, excellent. 
Hoff. he. If 2 mine Hoſt of the Garter. 
Am 1 Politick? 2s 1 Sable? en | 
| Shall loſe my Doctor? No; he gives me the Potions. 
and the Motions. Shall I loſe my Parſon? my Prieſt ? 
my Sir Hugh? No; he gives me the Proverbs and the 
No- verbs. Give me thy Hand, Celeſtial, fo. Boys of 


Art, I have deceived you both: 1 have directed you to 5 


wrong Places; your Hearts are 


| whole, 6 be the 


Skins are 
bs SS lay their 
| Swords 
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Swords to pawn. Follow me, Lad of Peace, follow, 
„% er cnenbieructs e | 
| ; Shal. Truſt me, a mad Hoſt. Follow, Gentlemen, fol- I 
bs yg 1 | 
Slen O ſweet Anne Page! [ Ex. Shal. Slen. Page and Hoſt. 
Caius. Ha! do I perceive dat? Have you make a-de-ſot 
of us, ha, ha? | | | gre 5 
Eva. This is well, he has made us his Vlowing-ſtog: 1 
deſire you that we may be Friends; and let us knog our 
Prains together, to be revenge on this ſame ſcall Scurvy- 
cogging Companion, the Hoſt of the Garter. © 
Caius. By gar, with all my Heart; he promiſe to bring 
me where is Anne Page; by gar, he deceive me too. 
Eva. Well, I will mite his Noddles; pray you follow. 
SCENE: I. 

: Enter Miſtreſs Page and Robin. 
Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little Gallant ; you 
were wont to be a Follower, but now you are a Leader. 
Whether had you rather lead mine Eyes, or eye your Ma- 

fer's Heel? | © CFFCFFPFFPP IE. 
Rob. I had rather, Forſooth, go before you like a Man, 
than follow him like a Dwarf. © Za >, 
Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering Boy; now I ſee you 
de a Cour tier. F727 AS 


Enter Ford, 3 
Ford. Well met, Miſtreſs Page whither go you? 
Mrs. Page. Truly Sir, to fee your Wife; is ſhe at home? 
Ford. Ay, and as idle as ſhe may hang together for want 

of Company; I think if your Husbands were dead, you 
two would marry. ade | . 
Mrs. Page. Be fire of that, two other Husbands. 
Ford. Where had you this pretty Weather- cock? 
Mrs. Page. I cannot tel! wha the dickens his Name is 
my Husband had him of: What do you call your Knight's 

TT —_ - e . 

F Sir John Falſtaff. | 
Ford. Sir John 9 


- Mrs, Page. 


- 


Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on's Name; there 


is ſuch a League between my good Man and he. Is your 


Wife at home, indeed? 
Ford. Indeed the is. 
Mars. Page. By your leave, Sir; Lam fick "il I ſee her. 


[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 
Ford. Has Page any Brains? hath he any Eyes? hath he 


8 thinking ? ſure they ſleep; he hath no uſe of them. 
Why, this Boy will carry a Letter twenty Mile, as eaſie as 


a2 Cannon will ſhoot point-blank twelve ſcore; he pieces 
out his Wife's Inclination, he gives her Folly Motion and 
Advantage, and now ſhe's going to my Wife, and Falftaff*s 
Boy with her. A Man may hear this Shower {ing in the 
Wind; and Falſtaffs Boy with her! Good Plots; they are 
laid, and our revolted Wives ſhare Damnation to 


Well, I will take him, then torture my Wife, pluck the 


borrowed Vail of Medeſty from the fo ſeeming Miſtreſs 
Page, divulge Page himſelf for a ſecure ard wiltul Aeon, 


| and to thelc violent Proceedings all my Neighbours ſhall | 
cry aim. The Clock gives me my Cue, and my Aſſurance 


bids me ſearch; there I ſhall find Falſtaff: I ſhall be rather 


| praiſed for this than mocked; for. it is as poſitive as the 


Earth is firm, that Falſtaff is tha: I will go. 
Enter Page, Shallo „, Slender, Hoſt, Evans, and Caius. 
Shal. Page, &c. Well met, Mr. Ford. 


Ford. Truſt me, a good Knot: I have — Cheer at 


home, and | pray you all go with me. 
Shal. 1 muſt excuſe my ſelf, Mr. Ford. 
Slen. And ſo muſt 1, Sir; 
We have appointed to dine with Miſtreſs 1 
And 1 would not break wich her for more Mony 
Than I'll ſpeak of. 


Shal. We have linger d about a Match between Aune 


Page and my Couſin Slender, and this Day we * 


our Anſwer. 
Slen. 1 hope I have your good Will, Father page. 


Page. You have, Mr. Slender, I ſtand wholly tor you. 


but my Wile, Maſter Doctor, is for you alt 


1 r My Nurſh- 3 
. 
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| Hoſt. What ſay you to young Mr. Fenton? he capers, | 


he dances, he has Eyes of Youth, he writes Verſes, he 


ſpeaks Holy-Day, he ſmells April and May, he will car- | 


ry'r, he will carry't, *tis in his Buttons, he will carry't. 
Page. Not by my Conſent, I promiſe-you: The Gen- 


tleman is of no having, he kept Company with the wild 
Prince, and Poinx; he is of too high a Region, he knows 
too much; no, he ſhall not knit a Knot in his Fortunes, 
weich the Finger of my Subſtance, If he take her, let him 


take her ſimply; the Wealth 1 have waits on my Con- 


ſent, and my Conſent goes not that way. 


Ford. I beſeech you heartily, ſome of you go home 


with me to Dinner; beſides your Cheer you ſhall have 
Sport; I will ſhew you a Monſter. - Mr. Doctor you 
ſhall go, fo ſhall you Mr. Page, and you Sir Hugh. 


_ Shal. Well, fare you well: 


We ſhill have the freer Woing at Mr. Pages. 
| Caius. Go home, Jahn Rugby, I came anon. 


Haft. Farewel. my Hearts; I will to my honeſt Knight, 


Falſtaff. and drink Canary with him, — 
Ford. I think I ſtall drink in Pipe Wine firſt with him: 
II make him dance. Will you go, Gentles? 5 


All. Have with you to ſee this Monſter. : [Exent. | 
„„ 
Enter Miſtreſs Ford, Miſtreſs Page, and Servants with 
5 Ep — Ae are er 
Mrs. Ford. What Jahn! what Robert! ws 
Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly: Is the Buck-basket — 


| Mrs. Ford 1 warrant. What Robin, I ay. 
Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. : 


Mrs. Ford. Here, ſet it down. 


Mrs. Page. Give your Mea the Charge, we muſt be 


brief. | 


„ Mrs. Ford, Marty, as I told you before, Joby and . 
bert, be ready here hard-by in the Brew-Houſe, and when 


I ſuddenly call you, come forth, and, without any pauſe 


or ſtaggering, take this Basket on yotir Shoulders; that 
done, trudge with it in all haſte, and carry it among — 


C 0 


Q ; 


— 
n 
2 
at 
1e 
rs 


| beirg here, and hath threaten 
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W bitſters in Datchet-Mead, and there empty it in the 
muddy Ditch, cloſe by the Thames ſide. 


Mis. Page. You will do it? I Diesen. 
Mrs. Ford. I ha' told them over and over; _y lack x no 


Be gone, and come when you are call d. 


% 


Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robm. 
Enter Robin. 
Mrs. Ford. How now, my Eyes-Musket, what News 


8 5 you? 


Rob. My Maſter, Sir John, is come in at your Back- 


A door, Miſtreſs Ford, and requeſts your Company. 


Mrs. Page. You little Jack-2 lent, have you been true 


to us? 


Rob. Ay, I'll be ſworn; m ws Maſter knows not of your 


to put me into everlaſting - 
Liberty, if I tell you of i it; for he {wears he'll turn me a- 
wa 


Mre.P Page. Thou'rt a — Boy; this $ecrecy of thine 


3 ſhall te a Tailor to thee, and ſhall make thee a new 
Doublet and Hoſe. Ill go hide me. 


Mre. Ford. Do ſo; go tell thy Maſter 1 am alone; Mi- 


ſtreſa Page, remember you your Cue, [Exit Robin. 


Mrs. Page. | warrant thee; if do not act it, hiſs rae. 


[Exit Mrs. Page. 
Mrs. Ford. Go to hw. we'll uſe this unwholſome Hu- 


midity, this groſs watry Pumpien, well teach him to 


know Turtles from Jays. 
Enter Falſtaff. . 
Fal. Have I caught thee, my heay'nly Jewel? Why, 
now let me die; for I have liv'd long enough: This is 
dotted adn Ambition: O' this biedled bour! '- © 
Mrs. Ford. © — Sir 
Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, 1 — 1 cannot prate, Mi- 
ſtreſs Ford: Now ſhall 1 fin in my Wiſh. I would thy 


| Husband were dead, I'll ſpeak it before the beſt Lord, „ 


would make thee my Lady. 


Mrs. Ford. I your Lady, Sir John! Alas, I ſhould bea 
pitiful Lady. 

Fal. Les the Court of Fraxes ſhew me fuck anecher; I 
ſee how thine Eye would emulate the Diamond: Thou 


2 — 
——— — 


168 The Merry Wives 


haſt the right arched-beauty of the Brow, that becomes the 


Ship-Tire, the Tire-Valiant, or any Tire of Venetian Ad- ” 


mittance. 
Mrs. Ford. A plain Kerchiffe, Sir John: 

My Brows become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 
Fal. Thou art a Tyrant to ay {o; thou wouldſt 4" 


an abſolute Courtier, and the firm fixure of thy Foot 


would give an excellent Motion to thy Gate, in a ſemi- 


circled Farthingale. I ſee what thou wert, if Fortune 


thy Foe were not, Netw thy Friend : Come, thou canſt 
not hide it. 
Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing i in me. | 
Fal. What made me love thee? Let that perſuade thee, 


There's ſomething extraordinary in thee. Come, I can- 
not cog, and ſay, thou art this and that, like a many of 
_ theſe liſping Haw-thorn Buds, that come like Women in 
Mens Red, and ſmell like Bucklers-Berry in ſimpling- 
time: I cannot; but 1 love thee, none but * po = > 


deſerveſt it. 
Mrs. Ford. Do not wn me, Sir; 31 fear you love Mi- 


5 ſtreſs Page. 


Fal. Thou might ſt as well fay, | love to walk by the 


Counter Gate, which is as hateful to me as the reck of a 


Lime-kiln. _ 4' 
Mrs. Ford. Well, Heav'n knows how I love you, and 
you ſhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that Mind; I'll deſerye i ID 

Mrs. Ford. Nay. I muſt tell vou. ſo you do ; or elle 1 


could not be in that Mind. 


Rob. {within.] Miſtreſs Ford, Miſtreſs Ter, heren Mi- | | 


ſtireſs Page at the Door, ſweating, and blowing and look- 
ing wildly, and would needs ſpeak with you preſently. 


Fal. She ſhall not ſee me; I will enſconce me behind 


the Arras. 


Mrs. Ford. Pray you do ſo; ſhe's 4 1 ating Woman. 
Enter Mifireſs Page. ; 


What's the matter? How now? | 


Mrs. Fige. © Miſtreſs Ford, what have you done? 


You're ſham'd, Ws are overthrown, you are undone for ever. 
t's 


* Ford. What's the Matter, 8000 Miſtreſs Page ? 


_ Page, 


p? 


. Page. 
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ſpicion. 
Mrs. Ford. What cauſe of Suſpicion? 


Mrs. Page. What cauſe of Suſpicion? Out upon you; 
how am 1 miſtook in you? my 


Mrs. Ford. Why, alas! what's the Matter? 
Mrs. Page. Your Husband's coming hither, Woman, 


with all the Officers in Windſor, to ſearch for a Gentle- 


man that he ſays is here now in the Houſe, by your Con- 


ſent, to take an ill Advantage of his Abſence. You are 


undone, _ | 
Mrs. Ford. Tis not ſo, I hope. ny 
Mrs. Page. Pray Heav'n it be not fo, that you have ſuch 
a Man here; but tis moſt certain your Husband's comi 


with half Windſor at his Heels, to ſearch for ſuch a one. 


come before to tell you, if you know your ſelf clear 
why, 1 am glad of it; but if you have a Friend here, 


convey, convey him out. Be not amaz d, call all your 

Senſes to you, defend your Reputation, or bid farewel to 

| your good Life for ever. . 7 5 
Mrs. Ford. What ſhall I do? there is a Gentleman, my 


dear Friend; and I fear not mine own Shame ſo much as 


his Peril. I had rather than a thouſand Pound he were 
| out of the Houſe, —- N Za = 


Mrs. Page. For ſhame, never ſtand, you had rather, and 
you had rather; your Husband's here at hand, bethink 
ou of ſome Conveyance; in the Houſe you cannot hide 
4 Oh, how have you decei d me? Look, here is a 
Basket, if he be of any reaſonable Stature, he may creep 
in here, and throw foul Linnen upon him, as if it were 


going to Bucking : Or it is whining time, ſend him by 


your two Men te Datchet-Mead. 


do? | 
| Enter Falſtaff. 


| Fol. Let me ſee't, let me ſee't, O let me fee't; 


Il in, Pll in; follow your Friend's Counſel; I'll in. 


Mrs. Page. What, Sir Fon Falftaff? are theſe your Let- 


ters, Knight? 


Vol. I. "i 
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Mrs. Page. O well-a-day, Miſtreſs Ford, having an ho- 
neſt Man to your Husband, to give him ſuch cauſe of Su- 


— ³— — — . 


Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in there: What hall 1 


OY — — — 


„„ ——-U—T. . 


— 
— 
: e 


- — — > — 
——  E—_—_ 


— 


— * — — 


a2 ̃ ᷣ A ů ů ů ů ů ů¶— ?xʃůdnd a — 


+a. 


—— 


why then m 


bear it? You were beſt meddle with Buck- 


Search 


1 my Husband is deceiv d, or Sir 


170 The Merry Wives 
Fal. I love thee, help me away; let me creep in here: 


Il never — 


[He goes into the Basket, they cover him with foul Lumen. 
Mrs. Page. Help to cover your Maſter, Boy: Call your 
Men, Miſtreſs Ford. You diflembling Knight. | | 

Mrs. Ford, What, John, Robert, Folm, oy 
Cloaths here, quickly. Where's the 1 Look how 
you crumble: — n 

z quickly, come. 
Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Evans. 

Ford. Pray you come near; 5 

To Hine ot th then let me be your 
I — } it. How now ? whither bear you 7 

Serv. To the Landreſs, Forſooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither they 


F 
: Gentlemen, I have dream'd to Night, 11 tell you my 


Dream: Here, here, here be my Keys; aſcend my Cham- 


bers, ſearch, ſeek, find out. IIl warrant we'll — 
the Fox. Let me ſtop this way firſt: 


Page. Good Maſter Ford, be contented: 


You wrong your ſelf too much. 


Ford. True, Maſter Page. U Gentlemen, you ſhall {ec 
Sport anon; follow me, Gen 
Bus. This is ferry fantaſtical Humours and Jealoufies. 
Caius. By gar, tis no the Faſhion of France; | it is not 
zealous in France — [Exexmt. 
Page. Nay, follow him, Gentlemen, ſee the Iiſue ors 


Manent Miſtreſs Page and Miſtreſs F Ford. . 
Mrs, Page. 1s there not a double Excellency in this? 
Mrs. Ford. I . better, that 


Mrs. Page. What . our Jour he 


band ask d who was in the Basket; | 


Mrs. Ford 
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| Mrs. Fond. I am half afraid he will have need of waſh- 
ing; ſo throwing him into the Water will do him a Benefit. 
Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſboneſt Raſcal; I would all of 
the ſame Strain were in the ſame Diſtreſs. 
Mrs. Ford. I think my Husband hath ſome ſpecial Suſpi- 
cion of F s being here! I never ſaw him ſo groſs in 
his ill now. 
Mrs. Page. I will lay a Plot to try that, and we will 


yet have more Tricks with Falſtaff: His diflolute Diſcaſe 
will ſcarce obey this Medicine. 


Mrs. Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh Carrion, Miſtreſs = 
Lich, to him, and excuſe his throwing into the Water, 
and give him another Hope, to betray him to another Pu- 
niſnment? | 

Mrs. Page. We'll do it; let him be ſent for to morrow | 
L eight a Clock, to have amends. 
Re-enter Ford, P 


Ford. I cannot find him; ma ——— 


| that he could not compals. 

Mrs. Page. Heard you that? 

Mirs. Ford. You uſe me well Maſter Ford, do you? 
Mrs. — we better 
Page. Heay'n chan Thoughts. 
Ford. Amen. 8 — 


Mrs. Page. You do your ſelf Wrong, Mr. Ford. 
— 3 ay; I muſt bear —— 


If there be any pody in the Houſe, and in the 
Chambers, and — and in the Preſſes, Hevn 


forgive my Sins. 


_ Caits By gar, AR 
age. Fie, fic, Mr. Ford are you 


7 Ford, "Tis my Fault, Mr. Page: 1 uffer for it g 
| . You or a ce 7 55 
boneſt a O mans, 1 
| and five hundred too. 

- Cu By gar, I fee 'is an honeſt Woman, 


12 : : Ford. 
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—_ Ford. Well 1 promis d you a Dinner; come; come; 
Walk in the Park. I pray you pardon me; I will here- 
5 | = make known 1 you why 1 have done this. Come 

q Wife, come Miſtreſs Page, I pray you on me: Pra: 
| | heartily pa rdon me. ET 4 

1 Page. Let's go in, Gentlemen; but, truſt me, we'll 
it mock him. I do invite you to Morrow Morning to my 
_ Houſe to Breakfaſt, after we'll a birding together; I have 
| a fine Hawk for the Buſh. Shall it be ſo? 
| 
| 


Ford. Any thing. 
Eva. If there is one, I ſhall make enn 
Caius. If there be one or two, I ſhall make - a the turd. 
iH Ford. Pray you go, Mr. Page. 
11 Vs. I pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
4 | lowfie Knave, mine Hoſt. 
| Goin. Dot s guns, by gar, with all my Heart. W 
i ut | e ' hare bis Gibs and hs 
8 C E N E IV. 


3 Enter Fenton, and Miſtreſs Anne Page. 
— I ſee I cannot get thy Father's I.,ove; 
3 Therefore no more turn me to him, ſweet Nan. 
Anne. Alas! how then? 
Fent. Why, thou muſt be thy (el. 


— 


} | e gant. of ru, P 
[ | And that my State being gall'd with m bree. 
* I ſeck to heal it only by lk . 1 


: Beſides theſe, other Bars be lays before me, 
My Riots paſt, my wild Societies: 
1 And tells me, tis a thing impodiible 2 
1 I ſhould love thee, but as a Property, Py 
| 


Anne. May be he tells you true. 


Fent. No, Heav'n fo ſpeed me in m time to come, 5 


| Albeit I will confeſs, thy Father's W [th 
8 Was the firſt Motive that 1 woo'd thee, Ame: 
wh | Yet wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than Stamps in Gold, of Sums in ſealed Bags; mi 
And tis the very Riches of thy ſelf FR 
- "Tat now 1 aim ©; x1 dame. 


7 5 b my Father ſto 


_ Uncle. 


the d 
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ne. Gentle Mr. Fenton, 
Yet ſeek my Father's Love, till ſeek i it, Sir: 
If Opportunity and humbleſt Suit 
Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither. 
Enter Shallow, Slender and Miſtreſs Quickly. 
Shal. Break their Talk, Miſtreſs wickly ; 
My Kinſman ſhall ſpeak for himſelf. 5 
Slen. Vil make a . on't: D* *is but 


2 not diſmaid. 
Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay 1 me: 


| I care not for that, but I am affeard. 


Quic. Hark ye; Mr. Slender would ſpeak a word with you, 
Anne; I come to him. This is my Father's Choice. | 


O, what a World of vile ill-favour'd Faults | 
Look handſome in three hundred Pounds a Lear? 


Quic. . « -qghpmgrtamntd 


| Pray you a word with you. 


Shal. She's coming; to her, Coz. 


0 Boy, thou hadſt a Father: 


= I had a Father, Mrs. Ame; my vocle can tell. you Y 
Jeſts of him. ade! you, Uncle, tell Mrs. Anne the 


Shal. Miſtreſs Awe, my Couſin loves you. | 
Slen. Ay, that I do, as well as 1 love any Woman in 


| Gloceſterſhire. / 


Shall. He will maintain yau like a Gentlewoman. 
Slen. Ay, that I will; come cut and long: tail, under 
8 


He will make you a hundred and fifty Pounds 


Sb 
Jointure. 


* Good Maſter Shalbw, let him woo for has - 


Shal. Marry, I thank you u for it; I thank you for that. 
Good Comfort; the calls ye ou, Coz: In leave * 2 
Anne. Now Maſter $ 8 
blen. Now good Miſtreſs Ame. 
Ame, What is your Will? 


En 


W 
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Slen. My Will? Od's-heart-lings; that's a pretty Jeſt in- 
deed, I ne er made my Will yet, I thank — 8 
not ſuch a fickly Creature, 1 give Heav'n Praiſe. 

6 what would you with 
me? 

Slen. Truly for my own Part, I would little or no- 
thing with you; your Father and my Uncle have made 

Motions; it it be my Luck; ſo; if not, happy Man be his 

dole; they can tell you how things go better than I can; 

you may ask your Father ; here he comes. 
Enter Page, and N 7 
Page. Now, Maſter Slender: A — Anme. 

Why how now? What does Maſter Fenton here ? 

You wrong me, Sir, thus ſtill to haunt my Houſe: 

I tell you, Sir, my Daughter is diſpos d . 

Fent. Nay, Maſter Page, be not ä — 

Mrs. Page. Good Maſter Fenton, come not t6 wy Chil 
Page. She is no Match for you. 
Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 

Page. No, good Maſter Fenton: 

Tome, Miſter Shallow ; come, Son Sumder, 11. 

Knowing my Mind, go_ me, Master Fin. 


Shallow, and Slender; | 
Hob. ork Speak to Miltreſs Page 
| et, Good Miles Fagy, for thet Hhve your Denyſites 
| ba fue 2 een Pattie 47.1 do, 
Perferce, againſt all Checks, Rebukes and Manitiers, 
I muſt advarice the Colours of my Love, 
And not retire. Let me have your good Will. 
_ Anne, Good Mother, do not mary me to mono, 
| Mrs, rage I mea it not, | feel you x better inband. 1 
| Buic, That's my Maſter, Maſter Doctor. 
Alas I d rather be ſet quick Fth Earth, 
And bowl'd to Death with Turneps. rag 
Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not your ſelf, good Miſter 
I will not be your Friend nor Enemy: 1 
My Daughter will 1 queſtion how' ſhe loves uu. 
- And as | find her, ſo am I affefted, 
Till chen, tarewel Sir; ſhe muſk needs go in, | 
Her Father will be angry. (Ex. Mrs. Page and Anne 


veer = B57 


. 


Fent. Fare wel, * n 252 
Qui. This is my doing now. Nay, faid I, will you 


eaſt away your Child on 2 Fool, and a Phyſician ? 
Look on Maſter Feuton: This is my doing. 


Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee once to Night, 


Oy ſweet Nan this Ring: There's for thy Pains. 


[ Exit. 

Quic. Now Heav'n ſend thee good Fortune. A kind 
Heart he hath, a Woman would run through Fire and 
Water for ſuch a kind Heart. But yet, I would my Ma- 


ſter had Miſtreſs me, or I would Mr. Slender had her; 
or, in ſooth, I would Mr. Fenton had her. I will do what 


I can for them all three, for ſo I have promis d, and Il 
— as my Word, but ſpeciouſl for Mr. Fenton. 


muſt of another Errand to Sir Folm Falftaff from 


b..: wo > Miles, what a Beaſt am 1 to ſlack it? ¶ Exit. 


SCENE III. 


| Ine Fall and Bardolph. 
Fel Bardolph, 1 fay. | 
| Bard, Here, Sir, 
Fal. Go fetch me a 


ln Toalt int 


: Have I liv'd to be carry'd in a Basket, like: a. Barrow. of 
 Butchers-Offal, and to be thrown into the Thames? Well, 
if I be ferv'd ſuch another trick, pony ae 


a Death that | adder; for the Water 


what a thing ſhould I have been when I had been wel d? 


1 ſhould have been a Mountain of Mummy. 


Bard. Here's Mrs. kly; Sir, to {peak with you. | 
Fal. Come, tm pour ſome tothe Toms | 


ball, for Pills to cool the Reins Call her in. | 
14 1 0 Bard. 
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Bard. Come in, Woman. | 
Enter Miſtreſs Quickly. 

Quic. By your Leave: I cry you Mercy. 

__ our Worſhip Good morrow. 

Take away theſe Challices: 
Go, iow me a Pottle of Sack finely. 
Bard. With Eggs, Sir? 

Fal. Simple of it ſelf: In no Pullet-Sperm i in my Brew- 
gage. How now? : 
Quic. Marry, Sir, I cometo your Worſhip from Miſtreſs 
Ford. . 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford ? I haye had Ford enough; I was 
thrown into the Ford; I have my Belly full of Ford. 
Qui. Alas the Day! ood Heart, that was not her Fault: 
She ſo take on wit her Men; they miſtook their E- 
_ So did 1 mine, to build on a fooliſh Woman's Pro- ; 

mi 
Quic. Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would yern 
: you# Heart to ſee it. Her Husband goes this amp. Boy 
birding; ſhe deſires you once more to come to her 
tween eight and Lo I muſt carry her Word quickly, 
ſhell nos you amends, I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her ſo, and bid her think 
what a Man is: Let ber conſider his Frailty, and then 
judge of my Merit. | 

Da I will tell her. 

Do ſo. Between nine and ten, fay't thou? | 
ER ight and nine, Sir. | 
Well, be gone; I will not miſs her. Fa 
nic. Peace be with you, Sir. [Exit. 
Fal. I marvel I hear not of Maſter Broom; he ſent me 

Word to ſtay within: I ihe Nin deny well. | 

Oh, here he comes. 
Enter Ford. 5 


Ford. „nn you, Bhs 
Fal. Now, der Ha, you come to know what 
: bath paſs'd between me and Ford's Wife. 25 

Ford. That indeed, Sir Fon, is my buſineſs, 


1. 
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Fal. Maſter Broom, 1 will not lie to you; | 


Lv at her Houſe the Hour ſhe appointed me. | 


Ford. And you ſped, Sir? 
Fal. Very ili-favour'dly, Maſter Broom. 


Ford. How Sir, did ſhe change her Determination? 


Fal. No, Maſter Broom; but the peaking Cornuto ber 


Husband, Maſter Broom, dwellin in a continual larum of 


E comes in the inſtant of our Encounter, after we 
embrac'd, kiſs'd. proteſted, and as it were ſpoke the 
Prologue of our Comedy; and at his Heels a rabble of 
his Companions, thither provok'd and inſtigated by his 


Diſtemper, and forſooth, to ſearch his Houle tor his Witc's 8 
Love 


Ford. What, while you were there? 

Fal. While I was | 
Ford And did be ſearch for you, and could not find you? 
Fal. You ſhall hear. As good Luck would have it. comes 


min one Miſtreſs Page, gives Intelligence of Ford's Ap 
| proach, and in her Invention. and Ford's Wife's | 
on, they convey'd me into a Buck- backet. 


Ford. A Buck-basket? | 
Fal. Yea, a Buck-basket ; ramm'd me in NEO foul } 


Shirts and Smocks, Socks, "foul Stockings, and greafic 
Napkins, that, Maſter Broom, there was the rankeſt Com- 


pound of villainous Smell that ever offended Noſtril, 
Ford. And how lon ng lay you there? 


Fal. Nay, you ſha] hear, Maſter Broom, 3 


ſuffer d, to bring this Woman to evil, for your good. Be- 


ing thus cram'd in the Basket, a couple of Ford's Knaves, 
his Hinds, were call'd forth by their Miſtreſs, to carry me 
in the name of foul Cloaths to Datchet. lane; they took me 


on their Shoulders, met the jealous Knave their Maſter in 


the Door, who ask'd them once or twice what they had 
in their Basket; I quak d for Fear, leaſt the Lunatick 


Knave would have fearch'd it; but Fate, ordaining he 


ſhould be a Cuckold, held his Hand. well, on went he for 


a ſearch, and away went I for foul Cloaths; but mark 


the ſequel, Maſter Broom, I ſuffered the of three ſe- 


veral Deaths: Firſt, an intolerable F to be deteted _ 
bya jealous rotten Bell-weather; next to be compaſs'd 
like a good Bilbo, in the circumference of a Peck, hilt to 


—— — — — — 


LY point, 
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point, heel to head; and then to be ſtopt in, like « ſtrong 


| own Greaſe: Think of that, a Man of my Kidney; think | 
of that, that am as ſubject to heat as Butter; a Man of 


you ſuffer'd all this. My Suit is then deſperate ; you'll 
| Undertake her no more? 


with your enjoying her; Adieu, you ſhall have her, Ma- 
ſter Broom, Maſter Broom, you ſhall cuckold Ford. ¶ Exit. 
Ford. Hum! Ha! Is this a Viſion? Is this a Dream? 
Do I ſleep? Maſter Ford awake, awake Maſter Ford; there's 
a Hole made in your beſt Coat, Maſter Ford; This tis to 


Half-penny Purſe, nor into a box. But leaſt the 


Ill be horn-mad. 5 955 


illation, with ſtinking Cloaths, that fretted in their 


continual diffolution and thaw; it was a miracle to ſcape 


Suffocation. And in the height of this Bath, when I was 


more than half ſtew'd in Greaſe, like a Dutch Diſh, to be 


thrown into the Thames, and cool'd, glowing hot, in that 


ſerge, like a Horſe-ſhoe; think of that; hiſſing hot, think 
of that, Maſter Broom. | Ke 
Ford. In good ſadneſs, Sir, I am ſorry that for my fake 


Fal. Maſter Broom, I will be thrown into Etna, as I 
have been into Thames, cre I will leave her thus. Her 


Husband is this Morning gone 2 Birding; I have receiv'd 
from her another Ambaſſie of meeting; twixt eight and. 


nine is the Wour, Maſter Brom. 


Ford. Tis 1 already, Sir. | 


Fal. Is it? I will then addreſs me to my Appointment: 


Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and you ſhall 


know how I ſpeed; and the Concluſion ſhall be crown'd 


be married! this tis to have Linnen and Buck-baskets! 


Well, I will im my ſelf what I am; I will now 


take the Leacher; he is at my Houſe; he cannot ſcape 
me; tis impoſſible he ſhould; he cannot creep into a 


Devil that guides him ſhould aid him, 1 will ſearch im- 


poſſible places; tho what I am I cannot avoid, yet tobe 
what I would not ſhall not make me tame: If I have 


Horns, to make one mad, let the Proyerb go 1 
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16e IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Miſreſi page, Miftreſs Quickly and William: 


Mrs. Page. | bf deg we think'ſt thou? 
lb by this, ar ill be pre 


ently; but trul mad, "wer is 
throwing into the Water Mrs. fore deſires you to cou. e 


| ſuddenly. 


Mrs. Page Tu be with her by and by; Vl bu: bring Th, 
my y Man here to School. Look where his I ſter 


; oung 
comes; tis a Playing-day 1 fee. — TO SD 
School to Day? © 


Enter Evans. | 
| Eva. No; Maſter Slender is let the Boys leave to ie 
Quic. Bleſſing of his Heart. 


| Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh. 1 ſays my Son profits | 
nothing in the World at 
ſome Queſtions in his Accidence. 


is Book; I pray, yau ask him 
; Eva. Come hither, William ; hold up your Head, 


| Mrs. Page. Come on Sirrak, bold up your Head ; anſwer 

your be not afraid. 
Bua William, bow many Numbers is in Nouns? | 
ill. Two. + 
Quic. Truly, I thought there had been one Number 


more, becauſe they ſay, od's Nowns. 


us. Peace, your tatlings. What is, Fair, Hilliam:? 
Will. — 


0 Poulcats? There are ee Poulcats, 


What is Lapis, Willa? 


Hill. A Stone. 5 
Na. And what is a Stone, — 
Wall. A Pebble. 


Eva. No, it is Lapis: I pro von remember in your 


Pran. 


Will. Ln. PTY 


180 The Merry Wrves 

Eva. That is a good William: What is he, Wiltam, 
that does lend Articles? 
ill. Articles are borrow'd of the Pronoun, and be 
thus declin'd, Singulariter Nominativo, hic, hac. hoe. 
Eva. Nominatruo, hig hag. hog; pray you mark: Ge- 
 nitive, hujus: Well, what is your Accuſative c 
wil. Accuſative, hinc. 


Eva. I pray = have your remembrance, Child, Ae = 
en ativo, hing. 5 
Quic. Hang bog i is Latin for Bacon, I warrant you. 


Eva. Leave you Prabbles, o'man. What is the Focarive 
Caſe. Willlam? 


Will. O, Vecatruo, O. a 
Era. Remember William, Focative, is cares. 
And that's a good Root. 

Eva. O'man, . 

Mrs. Page. Peace. > 
Eva. What is your Genitive Caſe Plural, Willamt 
Will. Genitive Cefe? = 

Eva. Ay. | 
Will. Genitive, horum, Anon: ln 
Quic. Vengeance of Ginyes Caſe; fie on a ber; never 
name her, d, if ſhe be a Whore. | 
2 For ſhame, o man. 0 
c. You do il to teach the Child ſuch des He 
ten 2. bim to hic, and to hac, which they'll do faſt e- 

nough of themſelves; and to call horum; fie upon you. 
Eva. Oman, art thou Lunacies? Haſt thou no under- 
ſtandings for thy Caſes, and the Numbers of the Genders? 
Thou art as Fooliſh Chriſtian Creatures as I would de- 
fires. 

Mrs. Page. pritbee hold thy peace. 3 

Eva Shew me now, Welles, ſome. Declenfions of 

r Pronouns. . 


ill. Forſooth, I have forgot. 


Eva. It 1 18 Du, que, quod; "if you forget your Sues, 
| your Ques, and your Quods, you muſt En; 

your ways and play, go. 1 
un. Page. He is a better Scholar than 1 thought he 2 


Eva, 
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Eva. He is a good ſprag Memory. Farewel, Mrs. 
Page. 
Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh, 

Get you home, Boy. Come wie ſtay too long. (Exon 


SCENE II. OR 


| Enter Falſtaff and Miſtreſs Ford. 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, your Sorrow hath eaten up my 


Sufferance; I ſee you are obſequious in your Love, and 
I profeſs R hes hairs breath, not only, Miſtreſs 
Ford, in the fimple Office of Love, but in all the Accou- 
ſtrement, Complement, and Ceremony ve it, But are 
| you ſure of your Husband now? 
Mrs. Ford. He's a Birding, ſweet Sir) | 
Mrs. Page. [within ] What hoa, Goſlip Ford! what hoa! 
Mrs. Ford. Step into th Chamber, Sir John. (By. Falſtaff. : 
| Enter Miſtreſs Page. | 
Mrs. Page. How own; ſweet Heart, who's at home 5 
beſides your ſelf? | 
Mrs. ord. Why none but mine own People. 
Mrs. Page. Indeed? e 
Mrs. Ford. No certainly Speak louder. * 
Mrs. Page. Truly, I am fo glad you have no body here. 
Mrs. Ford. Why? 
Mrs. Page. Why Woman, your Husband- is in his old 
Lines again; he fo takes on yonder with my Husband, 
| fo rails againſt all married Mankind, fo curſes all Buss 
Daughters, of what Complex on ſoever, and ſo buſſets 
himſelf. on the Fore head. crying peer- out, peer- out, that 


any Madneſs I ever yet beheld ſeem'd but Tameneſs, Ci- 8 


vility and Patience to this Diſtemper he is in * Iam 
glad the fat Knight is nor here. | 
Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? 
Mrs. Page. Of none but him, and ſwears he was carry'd 
out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, in a N 2 
teſts to my Husband he is now here, and hath r be 
and the reſt of tieir Company from their Sport, to make 
another Experiment of his Suſpicion ;. but I am glad the 
Lag » 80 here; now be ſhall ice his own OS. 


_— — m 
. co nt en is nr" w——_s — N — 


2 Mrs. Ford. There they always 
Zirding- Pieces; creep into the — 
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Mrs. Ford. Hovy near is he, Miſtreſs Page? 
Mrs. Page. Hard by, at Streets end, ke will be here 


mon. 


Mrs. Ford. I am undone, the Knight i is here. 
Mrs. Page. Why then thou art utterly ſham'd, and he's 


dut a dead Man. What a Woman are you? away with 
bim, away with him; better Shame than Murther. 


Mrs. Ford. Which way fhould he go? How ſhould 1 


| beſtow him? Shall I put him into the Basket again? 


Exter Falſtaff. 
Fal. No, Pll come no more i th Basket: 


May I net go out ere he come? 


Mrs. Page. Alas, Alas, three of Maſter Ford's Brothers 


watch the Door with Piſtols, that none ſhould iſſue out, 
otherwiſe you might flip ere he came: But what make ; 


you here? 
Fal. What ſhall I do? n 
e 


Fal. Where is it? 
Mrs. Ford. He will ſeek there, on my Ward : Neither | 


Preſs, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunk, Well, Vault, but he hath 
an AbftraR for the remembrance of ſuch Places, and goes | 


— n there is no — 209s 
H | 

Fal. Vil go out then. £4 

Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own 


Semblance, you 
i de, Sir Fohn, 1 out diſguis d. How minke 


we diſguiſe him 
Mrs. Page. Alas-the-Day, I know not; there is no 


| Woman's > <a big enough for him, otherwiſe he might 


put on a Hat, a Muffler, and a Kercheif, and ſo eſcape. 
Fal. Good Heart, deviſe ſomething; any Extremity, 


1 


Mrs. Ford. My Maid's Aunt, the fat Woman of Brain- 


| ford, has a Gown above. 


Mrs. Page. On my Word it well ſerve him, ſhe's asbig 


| 8s be is; and there's hr thrumb Hat,and her nur too. 


* | 


: — 


„% = Si 


„ 


a 


this Shape, he cannot abi 
be fvears ſhe's a Witch, forbad her my Houſe, and hath 
_ threatned to beat her. 


- 8 —— Raſcals, sa Knot, a Gang, 
5 Oh ou 2 ſt me; now ſhall the Devil be ſham'd. 
What Wife, , 
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Mre. Ferd. Go, go, fweet Sir John, Miſtreſs Page and 1 


will look ſome Linnen for your Head. 


Mrs. Page, Quick, your we'll come dreſs you ht; 

put on the Gown the while, [Exit "Rt 
Mrs. Ford. I would m KE would meet him in 
the old Woman of Brainſord; 


Mrs. Page. Heay'n guide him to thy Husband's Cudgel, 
and the Devil guide his his Cadgel afterwards. 18 
Mrs. Ford. But is my Husband coming? 
Mrs. Page. Ay in good Sadneſs is he, and talks of the | 

Aa too, howſoever he hath hed Intelligence 
Mrs. Ford. We'll try that; for I'll appoint my Men to 


carry the Basket again, to meet him at the Door with it, 


as they did laſt time. 
Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here * ler's go 


mee him like the Witch of Bra 


Mes. Ford, PU fr dire@t my Men, what they ſhall do 


with the Basket; go up, I'll b ring Lame Linnen forhim * | 


Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhone 


we cannot miſuſe him enough. be 
We'll leave a Proof, i ke Sth we will do, 


Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt _ 


We do not act, that often jeſt and la 


"Tis old but true, Still Swine cats 4 Draugh. 
Mrs. Ford. Go Sirs, take the Basket your 
Shoulders; your Maſter is hard at door ; if Fe bl you fe 


* down 3-5 him: Quickly, diſpatch. 


Enter Servants with the Barber. 
1 Serv. Come, come, take up. 
2 Serv. Pray Heav'a it be not full of the Knight again. : 
1 Serv. I hope not. I had as lief bear ſo much Lead. 
Euter Ford. nd. Page, Caius and I 
2 A if it prove true, Maſter Page, | 
eren 5 
a call m NN Youth in a Basket! 


come, come forth, behold what N : 
wet Claws you ed for to I e 


a Pack, 706 
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- Page. Why, this paſſes Maſter Ford; you are not to go 


looſe any longer, you mult be pinaion'd. 
Eva. Why, this is Lunaticks; this is mad as a mad 


* Indeed, Maſter Ford, this is not well indeed. 
Ford. So ſay I too, Sir. Come hither Miſtreſs Ford, 
Miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt Woman, the modeſt Wife, the 
virtuous Creature, that hath the jealous Fool to her Huſ = 
band: I ſuſpe& without Cauſe, Miſtreſs, do I ? . 
Mrs. Ford. Heav'n be my Witneſs you do, if you ſu- : 
ſpect me in any Diſhoneſty. 
Ford. Well { 8 hold it out: Come forth, 
Sirrah. [Pulls the Cleaths out of the Bastet. 
| Page. This paſſes. 
Mrs. Ford. Are you not aſham'd, let the Cloaths alone. 
Ford. I ſhall find you anon. 
Bua. Tis unreaſonable; will you take up your Wife's 
Cloaths? Come away. | 
Ford. Empty the Basket, I fay. 

Mrs. Ford. Why Man, why? | | 
Ford. Maſter Page as I am a Man, there vas one con- 
vey'd out of my Houſe Yeſterday in this Basket ; why 
may not he be there again? In my Houſe 1 am fare he 
is ; my Intelligence is true, my Jealouſie is reaſonable ; 

pluck me out all the Linnen. 
Mrs. Ford. If * find a Man there, he ſhall die aFlea's 
death. | 
Page. Here's no Man. 
Shal. By my Fidelity this is not well maſter Ford; this 
wrongs you. 
„Ea. Maſter Ford, you muſt pray, and not follow che 
tions of your own Heart; this is Jealouſies. 
Ford. Well, he's not here I ſeek. for. | 
wy No, nor no where elſe but in your Brain. 
 _ Ford. Help to ſearch my Houſe this one time; if I find 
not what I ſeek, ſhew no colour for my Extremity ; let 
me for ever be your Table-ſport; let them ſay of me; As 
0 jealous as Ford, that ſearched a hollow Wall; nut for his 
| Wives Lemman. Satshie me once more, once more ſearch 
with me, | 
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Mrs. Ford What hoa, Miſtreſs Page! come yon and the 
old Woman down; my Husband will come into the 
Chamber. | | SITS 
Ford Old Woman! What old Woman's that? 
Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my Maid's Aunt of Brainford, _ 
Ford. A Witch a Quean, an old cozening Quean; 


| have I not forbid her my Houſe? She comes of Errands, 
does ſhe? We are ſimple Men, we do not know what's 
brought to paſs under the Profeſſion of r 


She works by Charms, by Spells, by th' Figure, and ſuc 
dawbry as this is, beyond our Element; we know no- 
thing. Come down, you Witch, you Hag you, come 


down, I fay. 


Mrs. Ford. Nay, good ſweet Husband; good Gentle- 
men, let him not ſtrike the old Woman. | 
Ru.” Enter Falſtaff in Womens Cloaths. "3: 

Mrs. Page. Come Mother Prat, come, give me your 


T Ford. Il Prat her. Out of my Door you Witch, [Beats ; 
K Sim.) you Hag, you Baggage, you Poulcat,:you Runnion, 


out, out, out; I'll conjure you, III Fortune-tell you. 


Mrs. Page. Are you not aſham'd? Oo 


I think you have Kill d the poor Woman. 


Mrs, Ford. Nay, he will do it; tis a goodly Credi for 


Nd Hang her, Witch. 


Evs. By yea, and no, I think the o man is a Witch 
indeed: I like not when a o'man has a great Peard; Iſpy + 


a great Peard under her Muffler, 
Ford. Will you follow, Gentlemen? I beſeech you fol- 
low; ſee but the Iſſue of my Jealouſie; if I cry out thus 
upon no Trial, never truſt me when 1 R 


Page. Let's obey his Humour a little 


Come, Gentlemen. | Exeumt. 


Mrs. Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. = 
Mrs. Ford. Nay, by th' Maſs that he did not; he beat 


him moſt unpitifully, methought. „ Rage 7 
Mrs. Page. I'll have the Cudgel hallow'd, and hung 
der the Altar; it hath done meritorious Service. 


Mrs. Ford, | 
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| Mrs. Ford. What think you? May we, with the war- 


rant of Woman-hood, and the Witneſs of a ue Con- 


ſcience, purſue him with any further Revenge? 


Mrs. Page. The Spirit of Wantonnefs is ſure ſcar'd out 
of him; if the Devil have him not in Fee-fimple, with 


Figures out of your Husband's Brain. If they can find in 

their Hearts the poor unvirtuous fat Knight ſhalf be any 
further afflicted, we two will ſtill be the Miniſters. 

Mrs. Ford. Ill warrant they'll have him publickly 


Fine and Recovery, he will never, I think, in the way of 
5 waſte, attempt us again. f 


Mrs. Ford. Shall woe tell our Husbands how we have ſer · | 
ved him? 


Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means; if it be but to the 


| fham'd; and methinks there would be no period to the 


"Jeſt, ſhould he not be publickly ſham d. 


Mrs. Page. Come to the Forge with i. then ſhape it : 
I . not have things cool. 3 


SCENE Il. 
Enter Hoſt and Bardolph. 


- Bard. Sir, the German deſires to have three of your 
Horſes; the Duke" himſelf will be to Morrow at Court, | 


and they are going to meet him. 

Hoſt. What Duke ſhould that be comes ſo ſecretly? [ 
hear not of him in the Court: 9 
Gentlemen; they ſpeak Engliſh # 
2 Ir Ser, 179 cult cher 15 you. 
Heß. They ſhall have my Horſes, but FB-muke then 


Pay, Tu favvee them. Thy dere dadmy Houſe a Week 
at Command; I have turn d away my other Gueſts; they 
| muſt come of Vil fawce them, come. [EV. 


SCENE IV. 
| Eater Page, hen, nge Page, ur-, ord, 


hs "Ti one of he bet Diſco ofa ever 2 
Page 


1 


of WINS on. 187 


11 And did he ſend you both theſe Letters at an. in- 
rt? | 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an Hour. 
Ford. Pardon me, Wife. Henceforth do what thou wilt; 
J rather will ſuſpect the Sun with Cold 
Than thee with Wantonneſs; now doth thy Honour ſtand, 
In him that was of late an Heretick, | 
As firm of Faith. 
| Page. Tis well, tis well; no more. 
Be not extream in Submiſſion, as in Offence, 

But let our Plot go forward: Let our Wives 
Yet once again, to make us publick $ 
Appoint a Meeting with this old fat Fellow, | 

Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 
Ford. There is no better way than that they ſpoke of. 
Page. How? to ſend him Word they'll meet him i in the 
Park at Midnight? Fie, fie, he'll never come. 

Eva, You fay he hath been thrown into the River; and | 


| Has been grievouſly peaten, as an old o'man ; me thinks there 
ſhould be Terrors in him, that he ſhould not come; me- 


thinks his Fleſh is puniſh'd, he ſhall have no Deſires. 
Paze. So think I too. 


Mrs. Ford, Deviſe but how you'll uſe him when he comes; 

And let us twe deviſe to bri 8 

Mrs. Page. There is an 5 s, that Herne the 

Hunter, ſometime a Keeper [ſor Foreſt, 

Doth all the Winter time * il of — {+ 

Walk round about an Oak, with great Horns, 

And there he blaſts the Tree, and takes the Cattle, 

And makes Milch-kine yield Blood, and ſhakes a Chain 

In a moſt hideous and dreadful manner. 

You have heard of ſuch a Spirit. ; and well you know 

The ſuperſtitious idle-headed Ela 

Receiv d. and did deliver to our Age 

This Tale of Herne the Hunter for a Truth. 
Page. 7 jet there want not many that do fear 

In ht to walk by this Here's Oak; 

But what * - of f 


Mrs. Ford. Marry chis is our Device, 1 NR 
That Faſtaff at that Oak ſhall meet with us. 
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- Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come. 
And in this Shape when you have brought him thither, 
Whar ſhall be done with him? What is your Plot? 
Mrs. Page. That likewiſe we have c Dat to upon, and thus : 
Nan Page, (my Daughter) and my little Sen, 
And three or four more of their Growth, we'll dreſs 
Like Urchins, Ouphes, and Fairies, green and white, 
Wich Rounds of waxen Tapers on t Ci eir Heads, 
And Rattles in their Hands; upon a ſudden, 
As Faiſtaff. ſhe, and I, are ne ly met, 
Let them from forth a Saw-pit ruſh at once 
With ſome diffuſed Song: Upon their fight 
We two, in great Amazedneſs, will fly; 
| Then let them all encircle bim about, 
And Fairy- like to pinch the unclean Knight; 

And ask him why, that Hour of Fairy Revel, 


In their ſo ſacred Paths he dares to tread | 


In Shape prophane. 
Mrs. Ford. And till ke tell the Truth, 2 

Let the ſuppoſed Fairies pinch him ſound, 
And burn him with their Tapers. 
Mrs. Page. The Truth being known, 
We'll all preſent our ſelves; diſ- horn the * 
And mock him home to Windſor. 
Ford. The Children muſt 
Be practis d well to this, or they'll ne er dot. 

Eva. 1 will teach the Children their Behaviours ; and I 
will be like a Jack- n to ban the Knight v with 
my Taber. 

Ford. This will be excellent. 3 
ru go buy them Vizards. 
Mrs. Page, iy Xa lb the Queen of all ch Fi 
_ Finely attired in a Robe of white. 
Page. That Silk would I go buy, and in that time 
Shall Mr. Slender ſteal my Nan away, 
And marry her at Eaton. Go, ſend to Falfeff ftraight. 
| - Ford, Nay, Ill to him again in mcafee 
Hell tell me all his Purpoſe. Sure he'll come. | 


Mrs. Page. Fear not you that . 
And Tricking for your Fairies, © © | EY 
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Eva. Let us about it, 1 ; 
It is admirable Pleaſures, and ferry honeſt Knaveries. 
E HETITE: Sie go [Exeunt Page, Ford and Evans. 
Mrs. Page. Go, Mrs. For 15 


Send quickly to Sir ohn, to know his Mind. 
u bo the Dodtor, he hath my good Will 


And none but he to marry with Nan Page. 
That Slender, tho? well landed, is an Ideot; 


And he my Husband beſt of all affects: 


The Doctor is well mony'd, and his Friends 
Potent at Court; he, none bur he ſkall have her, 


Tho? twenty thouſand worthier came to crave her. Exit. 


Enter Hoſt and Simple. 


Hoſt. What wouldſt thou have, Boor ? what, Thick- 
skin? ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs; brief, ſhort, quick, ſnap. 


 Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to ſpeak with Sir John Falſtaff, 


from Mr. Slender 


Hie. There's his Chamber, his Houſe, his Caſtle, his 

Standing-bed and Truckle-bed; tis painted about with the 
Story of the Prodigal, freſh and new; go, knock and call; 

he'll ſpeak like an Anthropophaginian unto thee: Knock, I 


5 ſay. 


to his Chamber; I'll be fo bold as ſtay, Sir, till ſhe come 
down ; I come to ſpeak with her indeed. 


Haft. Ha! a fat Woman? The Knight may be robb'd: 

PI call. Bully-Knight! Bully-Sir ohn! ſpeak from thy 
* Lungs Military: Art thou there? It is thine Hoſt, thine 
Epbeſan call n om 


Fal. How now, mine Hoſt? 


Hat. Here's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming down 8 
of thy fat Woman: Let her deſcend, Bully, let her de- 


ſcend; my Chambers are honourable. Fie, Privacy? Fie. 
| Fal. There 
now with me, but ſhe's gone. 


Simp. 


[Exit Mrs. Ford. 


Simp, There's an old Woman, a fat Woman gone up in- 


wis, mine Hoft, an old fat Woman even 


— — — — 
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hrs WT 


. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wiſe Woman of 
Fal. Ay marry Was it, Muſcle- nell, what would you 


with her? 
Simp. My Maſter, Sir, my Maſter Slender ſent to her, 


dow go thro the Street, to know, Sir, whether 


one Nym, Sir, that beguil'd him of a Chain, had the 
Chain, or no. 


Fal. I ſpake with the old Woman about it. 
Simp. And what fays ſhe, I pray Sir? 
Fal. Marry ſhe fays, that the very ſame Man that be- 
_ Maſter Slender = his Chain, cozen d him of it. 
. I would 1 could have ſpoken with the Woman 


ber Ef. 1 had other things to have ſpoken with her too, | 
from him. | 


Fal. What are they ? Let us know. 
Hoff. Ay, come; quick. 

I may not conceal them, Sir. | 
1 or thou dy ft. 5 
Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about Miſtreſs 

Anme Page, to know if it were wy n.. „ 
have her or no. 

Fal. *Tis, tis his Fortune. 

Simp. What, Sir? 

* To have her, or no: So; ſay the Woman told 
me 

Sim May 1 be ſo bold to fay ſo, Sir? 

Hoſt. Ay Sir; like who more bold. 

Simp. I thank you Worſhip: 1 ſhall make my Maſter 
glad n 128 
: Thou art clar + than ant chute; Fan: Was 
he we ps beth thee? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine Hoff, one that hath 
taught me more Wit than ever I learn d before in my 
Life; — it neither, . pad for 


Bard. Out alas, 1 gel 

Cozenage; meer Cozenage 
E Var- 
| Bard. 


5 * 


came 
of them in 2 Slough of Mire, and ſet Spurs, and away; 
like three German Devils, three Doctor Fauſtuſes. 


not They are gone but to meet the Duke, Villain, do 


Ar Oe” 
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| Bard. ee for ſo ſoon as I 
Eaton, they thew me off from behind one 


not 5 they be tha; German: are honeſt Men. 
Enter Evans. 
| Eva. Where is mine Hoſt? 


Hoſt. What is the Matter, Sir? 


+ Eva. Have a care of your Entertainments; there is a = 
Friend o mine come to Town, tells me there is three 


Cozen-Jermans that has cozen'd all the Hoſts of Reading, 


of Maiden-Head, of Cole-Brook, ot Horſes and Mony. * 
tell you for good Will, look you; you are wiſe, and full 
of Gibes and vl Stocks, and tis not convenient 


you ſhould be fare you well. Exit. 
Buer Caius. | : 
Cains. Ver'is mine Hoſt de Farteer ? 


| Hoſt. Here, Maſter Doctor, in Perplexity and doubtful | 
Delemma. | 
Quiss. i err but it is tell-a-me, dat 

| = make a grand Preparation for a Duke de Famany; 


y my trot, der is no Duke dat the Court is know, ro 


come: I tell you for good Will; adieu. [ Exit. 
Hoſt. Hue and Cry, Villain, go; aſſiſt me, Knight, I 


am undone; fly, run, Hue and Cry. Villain, I am un- 


done. [Exit. 


Fal. 1 would all the World might be cozen 'd, for 1 


have been cozened and bcaten too. If it ſhould come to 


the Ear of the Court, how I have been transformed, and 


how my Transformation hath been waſh'd and cudgel'd, 
— they wang ae re e and 
| liquor Fiſhermens Boots with me; I warrant th | 
whip me with their fine Wits, till I were as c {at | 
a dry'd Fear. I never proſper d fince I forlwore my felt 
at Primero. Well, if wy Wind were but long cnough, 1 
would repent. Now, .whence come you? 


Enter. Mifireſs Quickly. 
2 From the two Partics, Forlooth. 


Fal. 


* 
—— — 2 
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Fial. The Devil take one Party, and his Dam e e 
and ſo they ſhall be boch beſtow/l, 1 have ſuffer d 
for their . more than the villaineus Inconftancy of of 
Man's Diſpoſition is able to bear. 

ic. And have not they ſuffer'd? yes, I warrant,ſpe- 

ciouſly one of them; Miſtreſs Ford good Heart, is beaten 

2 and blue, that you cannot ſee a white Spot about 
- 

Fal. What tell'ſt thou me of black nl blue? I was 
beaten my ſelf into all the Colours of the Rain-Bow; and 
I was like to be apprehended for the Witch of Brainford, 
but that my admirable Dexterity of Wit, counterfeiting 
the Action of an old Woman deliver'd me, the Knave 

| Conſtable had ſet me th Stocks, i'th common Stocks for 

2 | Witeh. 

wic. Sir, let me ſpeak with you in your Chamber, 

you ſhall _ hew 3 go, and, I warrant, to your 
12 is a Letter will fay ſomewhat. Good 

Hearts, e ado is here to bring you together? Sure one 

of you does not ferve Heay'n well, that you are fo croſs'd. 

Fal. Come up into my Chamber. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Tuer Fenton and Hoſt. 
Hoſt. Maſter Fenton, talk not to me,my Mind is heavy, 
1 will give over all. | 

Fent. Yet hear me ſpeak; aſſiſt me in my Purpoſe, 
© And, 23 lama Gentleman, Tl! give then 
A hundred Pound in Gold more than your Loſs. 

Hoſt. 1 will hear you, Maſter Fenton; and I will, at 
the leaſt, keep your Counſel. - 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear Love I bear to fair Ame Page, 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my Affection, 
(So far forth as her ſelf might be bw Chuſer) 

Evr'n to my Wiſh; I — Letter from her 


| 4 
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Of ſuch Contents, as you will wonder at; 
The Mirth whereof's > larded 0 ns 
That neither 22 


_ Without 


And here it reſts, 


5 ; 
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Without the ſhew of both. Fat Sir John Falſtaff 


Hath a great Scene; the Image of the Jeſt 
I'll ſhew you here at large. Hark good mine Hoſt; 


 To- Night at Herne's Oak. juſt twixt twelve and one, 


Muſt my ſweet Nan preſent the Fairy Queen, 

The Purpoſe why, is here; in which Diſguiſe, 
While other jeſts are ſomething rank on Foot, 
Her Father hath commanded her to ſlip 8 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton TI 
Immediately to marry; ſhe hath conſented. Now Sir, 
Her Mother, even ftrong againſt that Match, | 
And firm for Doctor Catus, hath appointed 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 


| While other Sports are tasking of their Minds, 


And at the Deanry, where a Prieſt attends, 
Straight marry her; to this her Mother's Plot 
She, ſeemingly obedient, likewiſe hath 3 
Made promiſe to the Doctor: Now thus it reſts; 
Her Father means ſhe ſhall be all in White, 2 e 


And in that Habit, when Slender ſees his time 
To take her by the Hand, and bid her go, | 


She ſhall go with him. Her Mother hath intended, 
The better to devote her to the Doctor, $4. 
(For they muſt all be mask d and vizarded) 
That, quaint in Green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, - 
With Ribbands-Pendant, flaring bout her Heads 
And when the Doctor ſpies his Vantage ripe, -— 
To pinch her by the Hand, and on thac Token, 
The Maid hath given Conſent to go with him. 

Hoſt. Which means ſhe to deceive? Father or Mother? 

Fene. Both, my ues Hoſt, to go along with me; 

that you'll procure the Vicar | 

To ſtay for me at Church, twixt twelve and one, , 
And in the lawful Name of marrying, 


To give our Hearts united Ceremony. 


Hoſt. Well, husband your Device; I'll to the Vicar. 
Bring You the Maid, you ſhall not lack a Prieſt. 
Fent. So ſhall I evermore be bound to thee; 


Belie, I make a pete Recompence, [Ene 
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ACT V. SCENE 1. 


Ears Falſtaff and Miſtreſs Quickly. 
ws no more pratling; | ; go, I'll hold. This is the 
| third time; I hope good Luck lyes in odd Numbers; 


away, go; they ſay there is Divinity in odd Numbers, 
either in Nativity, Chance or Death; away. 


Quic. III provide you a Chain, and I'll do what I can 


to get you a Pair of Horns. [Exit Mrs. Quickly, 
Fal. W time wears: hold up your Head, and 
mince. 
Enter Ford. 


How « now, Maſter Broom? Maſter Broom, the Matter will 
be known to Night, or never. Be you in the Park about 
Mid-Night, at Herne's Oak, and you ſhall ſee Wonders. 
Ford. Went you not to her Yeſterday, Sir, as you told 
me you had appointed? : 
Fial. I went to her, Maſter Broom, as you ſee, like a 
your 028 Man; but I came from ber, Maſter Broom, like 
a poor old Woman. That ſame Knave, Ford her Husband, 
hath the fineſt mad Devil of Jealouſie in him, Maſter 
dem, that ever govern'd Frenzy. I will tell you, he beat 
me grievouſly, in the ſhape of a Woman; for in the ſhape 
of a Man, Maſter Broom, 1 fear not Goliah with a Wea- 
ver's Beam ; becauſe 1 know alſo Life is a Shuttle; I am 
in haſte; go along with me, I'll tell you all, Maſter Broom. 
Since I kt Geeſe, play'd Truant, and whipt Top, I 
Knew not what 'twas to be beaten, till lately. Fo ow 
me, Pll tell you firange things of this Knave Ford, on 
whom to Night I will be-revengd, and I will deliver 


his Wife inte your Hand, Follow; NP things in 
hand, Maſter . follow. [rennt 


SCENE. 


Enter Page, Shallow and Slender, 


2 Come, come; we'll couch i th' Caſtle · ditch, Ul 
the light of our Fairie:, Remember, Son Slender, 
my — N * 


that we know one another. 


Let's away; follow me. 


Night 
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Slen. Ay Forſooth, 1 have ſpoke with her, and we 


have a Nay-word how to know one another. I come 


to her in white and cry Mum, ſhe cries Budget, and by 

hal. That's good too; but what needs either your 
Mum, or her Budget? The white will decipher her well 
enough. It hath ftruck ten a- Clock. 
Page. The Night is dark, Light and Spirits will be- 
come it well; Heay'n proſper our Sport. No Man means 
evil but the Devil, and we ſhall know him by 15 Horns. 

| | Exerm. 


SCENE III. 


| Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Ford and Caius. 
Mrs. Page. Mr. Doctor, my Daughter is in green; when 


you ſee your time, take her by the Hand, away with her 
to the Deanary, and diſpatch it 1 go before into 


the Park; we two muſt go toget | 5 
Caim. | know vat I have to do; adieu. [Exit. 
Mrs. Page. Fare you well, Sir. My Husband will not re- 
joice ſo much at the Abuſe of Falſlaff, as he will chafe at 
the Doctor's marrying my Daughter: But 'tis no matter; 
better a little chiding, than a great deal of heart-break. 
Ms. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her Troop of Fai- 
ries, and the Welch Devil Herne? | . 
Mrs. Page. They are all couch d in a Pit hard by Herne's 
Oak with obſcur d Lights; which at the inſtant of 
Falſtaff s and our meeting they will at once diſplay to the 


. Ford. That cannot chuſe but amaze him. 
Mrs. Page. If he be hot amaz'd he will be mock'd; if 


be be amaz'd he will be mock'd. 


Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely. 


© Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch Lewdſters, and their Lechery, 
Thoſe that betray them do no Tr-achery. PP 


Mrs. Ford, The Hour draws on; to the Oak, to the 
A 9 ; I 
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| Enter Evans and Fares. | 
Sink Trib, trib, Fairies; come and remember 


Parts: Be bold, I pray you, follow me into the Pit, and 


when I give the Watch-'ords do as I * you: Come, 


come; trib, trib. [Exennt, 


SCENE V. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. The Windor Bell hath ſtruck twelve, the Minute 
draws on; now the hot - blooded Gods aſſiſt me. Remem- 


| n y Europa; Love ſet on 


thy Horns. Oh powerful Loye! that in ſome reſpects 

makes a Beaſt a Man; in ſome other, a Man a Beaſt, You 
er, a Swan, for the love of Leda: Oh omni- 
how near the God drew to the Complexion 


potent Love 


ofa Gooſe; a Fault done firſt in the form ofa Beaſt, O 


ove, a beaſtly Fault; and then another Fault in the ſem- 
ce of a Fowl; think on't, Fove, a foul Fault. When 
Gods have hot Backs, what ſhall Men do? For me, 


I am here a Hindſor Stag, and the fatteſt, I think, i th 
| Forreſt. Send me a cog Rut-time, Fove, or who can 


blame me to piſs my Tallow? Who comes here ? my 


; Exter Miftreſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page. 
" Mrs. Ford. Sir Fobn? Art thou there, my Deer? 


Y My Male-Deer ? 


Fal. My Doe with the black Scut? Let the Sky rain. Po- 


. tatoes, let it thunder to the Tune of Green Sleeves, hail 


kiſſing-Comfits, and ſnow let there come a 


| Tempeſt of Provocation, I will ſhelter me here. 


Mrs. Ford. Miſtreſs * is come with me, ſweet Heart. 
Fal. Divide me like a -brib'd Buck, each a Haunch, 1 


will keep my Sides to my ſelf, my Shoulders for the Fel- 


low of his Walk, and my Horns I bequeath your Huſ- 


bande. Am 1 a Woodman, ha? er I like. Herne _ 
Hunter? Why, now is Cupid aC Child of Conſcience, he 


a . af. vv Tk. c ion BR. .4 


— 


_ Crier Hobgoblin, make t 
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makes Reſtitution, As I am a true Spirit, welcome. 


[Noiſe within. 
Mrs. Page. Alas! what Noiſe ? 
Mrs. Ford. Heav'n forgive our Sins. 
Fal. What ſhould this be? 
Mrs. Ford. Mrs. Page. Away, away. 
[The Women run out. 
Fal. I think the Devil will not have me damn'd, 


Leſt the Oil that is in me ſhould ſet Hell on rl 


He would never elſe croſs me thus. 
Enter Fairies. 
Quic. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, = 


| You Moon-ſhine Revellers, and Shades of Night, 
You Orphan-Heirs of fixed 2 | 


Attend your Office, and -_ Quzlity. 
Fairy O-yes. |, 
Piſt. Elves, lift your Names; ſilence, you airy Toys: 


Cricket, to Windſor Chimneys ſhalt thou leap: 
Where Fires chou find'ſt unrak'd, and Hearths unſwvept, 


There pinch the Maids as blew as Bilbery. 


Our radiant Queen hates Slutt and Sluttery. 


Fal. They are Fairies, he that ſpeaks to them ſhall die; 


II wink and couch; no Man their Works muſt eye. 


Eva. Where's Bede? Go you, and where you find a Maid a 


| That cer ſhe ſleep hath thrice her Prayers ſaid, 


Raiſe up the Organs of her Fantalie, 


Sleep ſhe as ſound as careleſs Infancy; 


But thoſe that ſleep and think not on their Sins, 
Pinch them, Arms, Legs, Backs, Shoulders, * Shins; 
uic. About, about; 


— 


| Search Windſor Caſtle, Elves, within and out. 
 Strew good Luck, Ouphes, on every ſacred Room, 


That it may fand till the perpetual Doom, 
In State as wholeſom, as in State tis fit; 


Worthy the Owner, and the Owner it. 
I!be ſeveral Chairs of Order look you ſcour, 


With Juice of Balm and ev'ry precious Flow'r; 
Each fair Inſtalment, Coat, 2 8 ſey'ral Creſt, 


a was * Blazou eyermore be bleſt. 
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And nightly-medow-Fairies, look you ſing 
Like to the. Garter compaſs in a Ring: 
Th' Expreſſure that it bears, Green let it be, 
More fertile f:eſh than all the Field to ſee; 
And, Hony Soit Qui Mal-y-Penſe write 
In Emrold-tuffs, Flowers, purple, blue and white, 
Like Saphire-pearl, and rich Embroidery, 
Buckled below fair Knight-hoods bending Knee; 
Fairies uſe Flow'rs for their Charactery. 
Away, diſperſe; but till tis one a Clock 
Our Dance of Cuſtom round about the Oak 
Of Herne the Hunter, let us not _ 
Exa. Pray you lock Hard in Han your ſelves in Lees 1 
And twenty Glow-worms ſhall cur Lanthorns be 
To guide our Meaſure round about the Tree. 
But ftay, I ſmell a Man of middle Earth. 
|  Fal. Heay'ns defend me from that Welch Fairy, 
Leſt he transform me to a piece of Cheeſe. 
Pig. Vild Worm, thou waſt o er- look d even in thy Birch. 
Qui. With Trial- fire touch me bis Finger end; 
If he be Chaſte, the Flame will back deſcend 1255 
And turn him to no Pain; but if he ſtart, „ 
It is the Fleſh of a corrupted Heart. bp. 
. er 1 dees bim b their Tapers, and fal 
wit Tapers, 
Eva. Come, will this Wood take Ter 
Fal. Oh, oh, oh. , 1 5 
wic, Corru co and tainted in Defire 
by a him, F — TR Rhime. | 
And as you trip, ſtill pinch him to your time. 


TR $0 NG, 
Fie on ſimple Phantaſie: Fie on Luſt and Luxury 
Luſt is but a bloody Fire, kindled with unchaſte Bur. re. 
Fed in Heart whoſe Flames aſpire, 
A. Thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 
_ Pinch him, Fairies, mutually; pinch him for his Villany : 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 
© ill Candles, and I and Moon. ſhine be out. 
r [Me offers to run aut. 
Euter 


Her 
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Enter Page, Ford, Cc. lay hold on him. 
Page. Nay, de not fly, I thiak I have watcht you now; 
Will none but Herne the Hunter ſerve your turn? | 
Mrs. Page. I pray you come, hold up the Jeſt no higher: 
Now, good Sir John, how like you Windſor Wives? 
See you theſe Husbands? Do not theſe fair Oaks 


Become the Foreſt better than the Town? 


Ford. Now, Sir, who's a Cuckold now? 
Maſter Broom, Falſtaff's a Knave, a cuckoldy Knave, 
Here are his Horns, Maſter Broom; | 
And, Maſter Broom, he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford's 
But his Buck-basket, his Cudgel, and twenty Pounds of 
Mony, which muſt be paid to Maſter Broom; his Horſes 
are arreſted for it, Maſter Brooms. | 
Mrs. Ford. Sir Jahn, we have had ill Luck; we could 


never meet. I will never take you for my Love again, 


but 1 will always count you my Deer. 


Fal. 1 do begin to perceive that I am made an Aſs, 


Ford. Ay, and an Ox too: Both the Proofs are extant, - 


Fal. And theſe are not Fairies: 


I was three or four times in the Thought they were not 


Fairies, and yet the guiltineſs of my Mind, the ſudden 


ſurprize of my Powers, drove the eß of the Fop- 
pery into a. receiv'd Belief, in deſpight of the Teeth of 


all Rhime and Reaſon, that they were Fairies. See now 


how Wit may be made a Jack-a-Lent, when tis upon ill 
Imployment. | 


Eva. Sir Fohn Falfaff, ſerve Got, and leave your De- 


_ fires, and Fairies will not pinſe you. 


Ford. Well faid, Fairy Hugh. 


| Eva. And leave you your [ealouzies tos; I pra ou. | 
Ferd. 1 will — miſtruſt my Wife again, Lal thou ; 


art able to woo her nd Engliſh. 


Fal. Have I laid my Brain in the Sun and dry d it, that 


it wants Matter to prevent ſo groſs o er- reaching as this? 
Am ridden with a Welch Gor to? Shall IL have a Cox- 
comb of Frize? Tis time I were choak'd with a piece of 


Eva. Sceſe is not good to give Putter; your Pelly is all 
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Fal. Seeſe and Putter? Have I liv'dto ſtand in the taunt 
of one that makes Fritters of Engliſh? This is enough to 


be the decay of Luft and late-walking, through the Realm. 


Mrs. Page. Why Sir John, do you think, though we 
would have thruſt Virtue out of our Hearts by the Head 


and Shoulders, and have given our ſelves without ſcruple 


lik Hell, that ever the Devil could have made you our De- 
ht? 
Ford. What, a Hodge- pudding? A Bag of Flax 2 
Mrs. Page. A puft Man? 
Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable Entrails ? 
Ford. And one that is as ſlanderous a as Satan? - 
Page. And as poor as Fob? 
Ford. And as wicked as his Wife? 1 8 
Eva. And given to Fornications, and to Taverns, nd 


Sack and Wine, and Metheglins, and to Drinkings, and 
Swearings, and Staring. Pribbles and prabbles? | 
Fial. Well, I am your Theme; you have the Start of me, 
I am dejeted; I am not able to anſwer the Welch Plan- 
nel, Ignorance it ſelf is a Plummet o'er me, uſe me as 


you will. 
Ford. Marry Sir, we'll bring you to Windſor to one Mr. 


| Broom, that you have cozen'd of Mony, to whom you 
.- ſhould have been a Pander: Over and above that you have 
— „I think, to pay ther Many Wil be a biting Af- 


Page. Yet be cheerful, Knight, thou ſhalt eat a Poſſet to 


Night at my Houſe, where I will deſire thee to laugh at 
my Wife, that now laughs at thee. Tell her *. 
bath marry d her Daughter. 


Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; 


Mme Page be my Daughter, ſhe is, by this, Doc 
Caiuss Wife. ; 


© Enter Slender. 
len. What hoe! hoe! Father Page! 
Page. Son? How now? How now Son, 


Have you diſpatch d? 


Slen. Diſpatch d? PII make the beſt in Gloueferſhire 


þ know wat; would I were hang d. la, elſe. 
Page. Of what, Son? 
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Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miſtreſs Anne 
Page. and ſhe's a great lubberly Boy. If ir had not been 
i'th' Church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he ſhould 
have ſwing'd me. If I did not think it had been Ame 
Page, would I might never ſtir, and *tis a Poſt-maſter's 
Page. — my Life then you took the wrong. 
Slen. What need you tell me that? I think ſo, when I 
took a Boy for a Girl: If 1 had been marry'd to him, 
- all he was in Woman's Apparel, I would not have had 
_ 1885 
Page. Why, this is your own Folly. 
Did not I tell you how ſhould know my Daughter 
By her Garments? 3 8 | 
S len. I went to her in white and cry'd Mum, and ſhe 
cry'd Budget, as Ame and I had appointed, and yet it 
was not Ae, but a Poſt-maſter's Bor. 
Mrs. Page. Good George be not angry; I knew of 
your purpoſe, turn'd my Daughter into green, and indeed 
ſhe is. now with the Doctor at. the Deanary, and there 
| Caius. Ver is Miſtreſs Page; by gar I am cozen'd, I ha“ 
marry d one Garſoon, a Boe; oon Peſant, by gar. A Boy; 
it is not Anne Page, by gar, I am cozon d. 
Mrs. Page. Why? Did you take her in white? 
Mag Ay be gar, and tis a Boy; be gar, III raiſe all 
indſor. SOT | jy 
Ford. This is ſtrange? who bath got the right Ame? 
Page. My Heart naiſ$ives me; here comes Mr. Fenton. 
How now Mr. Fentow? " "Ives 3 
Anne. Pardon, oo Father; good my Mother, Pardon. 
Page. Now Miſtreſs, | 5 
How chance you went not with Mr. Slender ? 2 
Mrs Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, ad? ö 
Fent. You do amaze her. Hear the Truth of it. 
You would have marry d her moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held ia Love: 
The Truth is, ſhe was I, long ſince contracted, 
Are now fo ſure that nothing can diſſolve us. 2 


n * » 5 


Tbe A Wi woes, &c. 


2 AND holy that ſhe hath committed, 

And this Deceit ae hp et Craft, | 

Of Diſobedience, or unduteous Title; 

Since therein ſhe doth N and ſhun 

A thouſand irreligious curſed Hours 

Which forced Marriage would have brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not amaz d. here is no Remedy 

In Love, the Heav'ns themſelves do guide the State; 

Mony buys Lands, and Wives are fold by Fate. | 

Fal. 1 am glad, tho? you have ta'en a ec Stand to 

ſtrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc' 

Page. Well, what Remedy? Fenton, Heav n giethee Joy; ; 
What cannat be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac' 

| _ Fal. When Night- dogs run, all forts of Deer are chac d. 
Mrs. Page. Well, I will mule no further. Mr. Fenton, 

Heav'n give you many, many merry Days. 

_=_ 1 let wm one go home, 

An h t Sport o'er * * 

Sir Jahn and all. . x _ 
Ford. Let it be ſo, Sir ohm: | 1 

To Maſter Broom you yet ſhall hold your Word f 


For he, to Night, ſhall lye with Miſtreſs Ford [ Exe, Onmes. 
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Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 


Dramatis Perſot one. 


Jy incentio Duke of Vienna. 


Angelo,Lord Deputy inthe Duke + Abſence 


Eſcalus, an ancient Lord. 


Claudio, 4 2 Gentleman. 


Lucio, 4 aſl ich. 
Two Gentlemen. | 
Voarrius, 4 Gentleman, Servant to he Duty 
Provoſt. 
1 Thomas, 
peter, two Friars. 


Elbow, 4 fimple Conſtable, 
Froth, 4 fooliſh Gentleman, 


Clown, Servant to Mrs. Over. don. 
Abhorſon, a» Executioner. 


: Barnardine, a diſſolute Priſoner. | 
Iſabella, Siſter to Claudio. 


Mariana, berrothed to Angelo, 


Franciſca, a Nun. 


A. Over don, « Bewd. 


| Guard Off ers, and other aud. ” 
SCENE Via. 


Meaſure 


: : ' i : 
. Pl 
r , 0 2 


ACTI. SC E N E * 
Enter Date, Eſet, and Lords 


= 2 My Lord. 
| 2 — unfold, ke ind 
Would ſeem in me t 
Since I am put to know, as you, 
| own Science | 
3 in that, the Liſts of all Advice 
My Strength can give you: Then no more remains; 
Put that to your Sufficiency, as your Worth is able, 
And let them work: The Nature of our en 
Oi.ur City's Inſtitutions, and the Terme 
For common Juſtice, y are as ant in 
Ass Art and Fader hath 2 | 
That we remember. There is our Colmniſſion; 
From which we would not have you warp. Call bitter; 
ay, bid come before us - 
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What figure of us think you, he will bear? 
For you muſt know, we bare with ſpecial Soul 


Elected him our Abſence to ſupply; 

Lent him our Terror, dreſt him with our Love, 

And given his Deputation all the Organs 

Of our own Power: What think you of it? 
Eſcal. If any in Vienna be of Worth 


10 undergo ſuch ample Grace and Honour, 
It is Lord Angelo, 5 
© Enter Angelo. 


Due. Look where he comes. 
Ang. Always obedient to your Grace's win, 


_ Duke. Angelo, 


1 come to know your Grace's Pleaſure. 


There is a kind of Character in thy Life, 
That, to th' Obſerver, doth thy Hiſtory 
Fully unfold: Thy ſelf and thy 1 


Are not thine own ſo proper, as 


Heav'n doth wi 


Thy ſelf upon thy Virtues; they = thee: | 
us, as we with Torches do; - 
Nat light them for themſelves: For if our Virtues 


Did not go forth of us, *twere all alike | 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely wouch'd, . 
But to fine Iſſues; nor Nature never lends - | 


The ſmalleſt Scruple of her Excellence, 


Bur like a thrifty Goddeſs, ſhe determines - 
Her ſelf the Glow of a Creditor, I 
Both Thanks and Uſe. 
To one that-can my Part in him advertiſe; 


Hold therefore, Angelo: 


Bur 1 do bend my Speech 


Is cr Remove he thos of Gall” fas GIr. 


ow, good my Lord, 


| Mortality and Mercy in Viewa, - 
Live 7 * 
Though firſt 
: —_ th Commiliion. 


and Heart: Old Eſcalus, 
ſtion, is 15 ä 


8 wy there be ſome more re made of i my Mew), 
Before fo noble and 66 eee e 


N upon it. 
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Duke. No more Evaſion: 

We have with a leaven'd and prepar'd Choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your Honours. 
Our Haſte from hence is of ſo quick Condition, 
That it prefers it ſelf, and leaves unqueſtion d 
Matters of needful Value. We ſhall write to you, 
As Time and our Concernings ſhall importune, 
How it goes with us, and do look to know 
What doth deal you here. So fare you well, 

To th' hopeful — do I leave Fu 

Of our Commiſſion. . 

' Ang. Yet give leave, m Lord, 

That we may bring you bmething « on he Way. 

Duke. My Haſte may not admit i 

Nor necd you, on mine Honour, have to do 
With any Scruple; your Scope is as mine own, 
So to inforce, or qualifie the Law, 

As to your Soul ſeems good. Give me your Hand ; 
II privily away. love the People, 7 
But do not like to ſtage me to their Eyes: 
Though it do well, 1 do not reliſh well 

Their loud Applarſe, and Aves vehement: 
Nor do I think the Man of fafe Difcretion 
That does 2 it. Once now fare you well. 
An. The Heay'ns give Safety to your Purpoſes. 
_ Lead forth 10 bring * back in Happineſs. 


1 thank you, fare you well. [Exit: 


al. 1 ſhall deſire you, Sir, to give me leave 
2 free Speech with you; and it concerns me 


To look into the Bottom of my Mace: 

A Power I have, but of what Strengrh and Nature 
lam not yet inſtructed. 

Ang. Tis fo with me: Let us with-draw together, 
And we may foon our Satisfaction haye 

Touching that Point. 


Heal. anne Honour. Ie. 
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SCENE u. The Street. 


Enter Lucio, and two Gentlemen. | 
Lucio. If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not 


to Compoſition with the King of Hungary, why then all 
the Dukes fall upon the King. 


1 Gent. Heay'n grant us its Peace, but not the King of 


 Hungary's. 


2 Gent. Amen. 2D 
Lucio. Thou conclud'ſt like the ganctimotious Brat 


that went to Sea with the ten Commandments, but 
ſcrap'd one out of the Table. . 


2 Gent. Thou ſhalt not ſteal? 
Lucio. Ay, that he raz d. a 8 
3 5 *rwasa Commandment to —— the. 
Captain and all the reſt from their Functions; they put 


| = to ſteal: There's not a Soldier of us all. that, in 


the Thankſgiving before Meat, do reliſh the Petition a wel ; 


that prays for Peace. 


2 Gent. I never heard any Soldier diſlike ; it. 


Lucio. 1 believe thee: For 1 think thou never wal 


where Grace was faid. 
2 Gent. No? a dozen times at leaſt. 
1 Gent. What? in Mecter? 
Tucio. In any Proportion, or in an Language. 
1 Gent. 1 or in any Religion, 
Lucio. why not? Grace, is Grace, deſpight of all 
cn as for Example, Thou thy ſelf art a wicked 


Villain, deſpight of all Grace. 


1 Gent. Well; there went but a Pair of been be- 


L .acio. I grantz as there may between the Liſs and the 
Velvet. Thou art the Lift. 


1. Gent. And thou the Velyet; thou art good Velvet ; 


thou'rt a three-pil'd Piece I warrant thee: 1 had as lief be 
2 Liſt of an Engliſh Kerſey, as be pil'd, as thou art pil'd, 


for a French Velvet. Do ſpeak ſeelingly now? | 
Lacio. I think thou doſt; and indeed with moſt painful 
belag of thy — I will out of thine own Confeſſi- 
on, 
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on, learn to begin thy Health; but, whilſt I live, forget 


to drink after thee. 
1 Gent. I think 1 have done my elf wrong, have I not? 
2 Gent, Yes, that thou haſt; whether thou art tainted, 
or free. 
Enter awd. ; 
Tube Bebold. behold, where Madam Mitigation comes. | 
I have purchas'd as many Diſcaſes under her — 


N ad come to —— 


2 Gent. To what, pray? 
Lucio. Jadge. 

2 Gent. To three thouſand Dollars « Year: 

1 Gent. Ay, and more. 

Lucie. A French Crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring Diſeaſes in | me; | bur 
thou art full of Error; I am ſoun 4 

Lucio. Nay, not, as one would ay, healthy; but ſo 


ſound, as things that are hollow; thy Bones are bollow ; | 
Impiety has made a Feaſt of thee. 


1 Gent. How now, which of your Hips has the moſt 5 


profound Sciatica ? 


Bad. Well, well; there? s one yonder arreſted, and car- 


ry'd to Priſon, was worth five thouſand of you all. 


1 Gent. Who's that, I prethee? 

Bawd. Marry Sir, that's Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

1 Gent. Clandio to Priſon? tis not fo. 

Bawd. Nay, but I know tis ſo; I ſaw him arrefted ; 
a him carry'd away; and which is more, within theſe 
three Days his Head is to be chopt off. 


Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it ſo: 
Art thou ſure of this ? 


| Bawd. I am too ſure of itz and it is for Madam 
Fulietta with Child. aue 


Lucio. Believe me this may be; he promiſed to meet 


ado Hours ſince, and he was ever preciſe in Promiſe- 
eeping. 
2 Gene, Beſides, you know it draws ſomething near to 


the Speech we had to ſuch a Purpoſe. 


1 Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamation, 
5 | Lucio, 
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to * and there's Madam Fulier. 4 
: [Ex. Bawd "an Clown, 


Lucio. Away, let's go learn the Truth of it. ¶ Exeunt. 
Jamd. Thus, what with the War, what wh the 
ent, what with the Gallows, and what with Poverty, 
I am — How now? what's the News with 


. you? 


- Enter Clow u. 

Clown. Yonder Man is carry'd to Priſon. 

Bawd. Well; what has he done? 

Clown. A Woman. 

Bard. But what's his Offence? 

Clown. Groping for Trouts in a peculiar River. 

Bawd. What? is there a Maid with Child by him? 

Clown. No; but there's a Woman with Maid by him, 


Tou have not heard of the Proclamation, have you? 


Bawad. What Proclamation, Man? | 
Clown. All Houſes ia. the Suburbs of Vienna muſt be | 


| 3 down. 


Bow: And; what Gil become of theſe is the City? 
| Clown. They ſhall ſtand for Seed; they had gone down 


too, but that a-wiſe Burger put in. for them. 


Band. But ſhall our Houſes of Reſort in the Suburbs, - 


be pull'd down ? 


Clown. To the Ground, Miftref. 8 
Bamd. Why here's a e indeed in the Common- 


wealth; what ſhall become of me? 


Clown. Come, fear not you; good Counſellors lack no 
Clients; though you change your. Place, you need not 


change your Trade: I'll be your Tapſter ſtill. Courage, 


there will be pity taken on you; you that have worn 
your Eyes almoſt out in the Service, you will be con- 


3 


What's to do here, ' Thomas Tapſter let's with- i 
| . = 


Clown. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Provoſt 


1 Euter Provolt, Claudio, Juliet, and 8 
Claud. Fellow, why doſt thou ſhow.me thus to th" World? 


Bear me to Priſon, where L am me 


Prov. 


— 
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Prov. I do it not in evil Diſpoſition, | 

But from Lord Angels by ſpecial Charge. 
Claud. Thus can the Demi-god, Authority, 

Make us pay down, for our Offence, by weight 

The words of Heav'n; on whom it will, it will; 

On whom it will not, ſo; yet till tis juſt. [fraint A 
Lucio. Why how now Claudio? Whence comes this Re- 
Claud. From too much Liberty, my Lucio, Liberty; 

As Surfeit is the Father of much Faſt, AA 

So every Scope by the immoderate uſe 

Turns to Reftraint : Our Natures do purſue, 

Like Rats that ravin down their proper Bane, 

A thirſty Evil, and when we drink, we die. 

Tucio. If 1 could ſpeak fo wiſely. under an Arreſt, 1 

would ſend for certain of my Creditors ; and yet, to fay 

the Truth, I had as lief haye the Foppery of Freedom, 

as the Morality of Impriſonment: What's thy Offence 

Quand. What, but to ſpeak of, would offend again, 

Tucio. What is't, Murder? „ | 

Claud. No. 1 

Lucio. Letchery? - 

PP RA. 

Prov. Away, Sir, you mult go. 

Claud. One Word, good Friend: 

Lucio, a Word with you. 

VHP W“ ny 
If they'll do you any good: Is Letchery ſo look d after? 
Claud. Thus ſtands it with me; upon a true Contract 


I got Poſſeſſion of Fulictta's Bed, | 
You know the Lady, ſhe is faſt my Wife, 
Save that we do the Denunciation hack 3 
Of outward Order. This we came not to, 
Only for Pr tion of a Dowre ä 
Remaining in the Coffer of her Friends, 5 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our Love 


8 7 


Till Time had made them for us. But it chances 
The Stealth of our moſt mutual Entertainment 
With Character too groſs, is writ in Fuliet. — 
TLuacio. With Child, perhaps? . a 


| Cland, 


—— — — * 
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Claud. Unhappily, even ſo: 
And the new Deputy, now for the Duke, 

Whether it be the fault and glimpſe of Newneſs, 
Or whether that the Body publick be 

A Horſe whereon the Governor doth ride, 

Who newly in the Seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it ſtrait feel the Spur; 
Whether the Tyranny be in his Place, 
Or in his Eminence that fills it up, 

I ſtagger in: But this new Governor 

Awakes me all the enrolled Penalties bh, 

Which have, like unſcour d Armour, hung by th' Wall 

So long, that nineteen Zodiacks have gone round, 

And none of them been worn; and for a Name, 

No puts the drowfie and neglected Act 2 
Freſhly on me; tis ſurely for a Name. . | 

Lucio. I warrant it is; and thy Head ſtands fo tickle on 
thy Shoulders, that a Milk-maid, if ſhe be in Love, may 
ſigh it off. Send after the Duke, and appeal to him. 

Claud. IJ have done fo, but he's not to be found. 

I prethee, Lucio, do me this kind Service: | 
This Day, my Siſter ſhould the Cloiſter enter, 

And there receive her Approbation. + 8 
Acquaint her with the danger of my State, 

Implore her in my Voice, that ſhe make Friends 

To the ſtrict Deputy; bid her ſelf aſſay him, 

] have great Hope in that; for in her Youth 
There is a prone and ſpeechleſs Dialect, 
Such as moves Men! beſide, ſhe hath proſperous Art 

When ſhe will play with Reaſon, and Diſcourſe, 

And well ſhe can perſuade, RY ze 
| Lucio, I pray ſhe may; as well for the Encouragement 
of the like, which elſe would ſtand upon grievous Impo- 

ſition as for the enjoying of thy Life, * I would be 
ſorry ſhould be thus tooliſhly loſt, at a Game of Tick- 
SE, ). 

land. I thank you, good Friend Lucio, 
Lucio. Within two Hours. pes 1 
Claud. Come Officer, away. Exeumt. 


SCENE 


3 


ont. 
iE 


SCENE III. 4 Mondſtry 


5 Enter Duke and Friar Thomas. 
Duke. No; hep Father, throw away that Thought; 
Believe not that the dribbling Dart of Love 
Can pierce a compleat Boſom: Why I deſire thee 
To give me ſecret Harbour, hath a Purpoſe 


More grave and wrinkled than the Aims and Ends 
Of burning Youth. 


Fri. May your Grace ſpeak of it ? 12 
Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than you 


How I have ever lov'd the Life remoy'd, 


And held in idle price to haunt Aſſemblies 


Where Youth and Coſt, and witleſs Bravery E 
I have delivered to Lord Angelo 


A Man of Stricture and firm Ablinence, 3 
My abſolute Power and Place here in Vienna, 


And he ſuppoſes me travell'd to Poland, 


For ſo I have ſtrew'd it in the common Ear, 
And ſo it is receiv'd: Now, pious Sir, 
You will demand of me, why I do this. 


Fri. Gladly, my Lord. 
Duke. We have ſtrict Statutes, and molt bitit 
The needful Bits and Curbs for head-ſtrong ing Laws 
Which for this fourteen Years we have let lip, 
Even like an o'er-grown. Lion in a Cave 
That goes not out to prey: Now, as fond Fathers, 
Having bound up the threat ning Twigs of Birch, 
Only to ſtick it in their Childrens ſight, 
For Terror, not to uſe; in time the Rod 


More mock'd than fear d: So our 


Decrees, 
Dead to Infliction, to themſelves are dead, 
And Liberty plucks Juſtice by the Noſe; 


| The Baby beats the > ; and quite uh: 
Goes all Decorum. 


Fri. It reſted in ET 


| To unlooſe this 974 up juſtice, when you pleased: 


And it in you more dreadful wank hae Kem'd 
Thaa in Lord _ 
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Duke. I do fear, too dreadſu ln; 
Sith twas my Fault to give the People ſcope, 
 *Twould be my Tyranny to ſtrike and gall them 
For what I bid them do. For we bid this be done 
When evil Deeds have their permiſſive Pas. 

And not the Puniſhment: fore indeed, my Father, 


I have on Angelo impos d the Office, 


Who may in th'ambuſh of my Name ſtrike home 
And yet, my Nature never in the fight © 
To do in ſlander: And ro beheld his Sway, 
1 will, as 'twere a Brother of your Order, 
Viſit both Prince and People; therefore I prethee 
Supply me with the Habit, and inftruct me 
How I may formally in Perſon bear | | 
Like a true Friar. More Reaſons for this Action, 
At your more leiſure, ſhall I render 2 3 $$. 
Only this one: Lord Angelo is | ane © 
Stands at a guard with Envy, ſearce eonfeſſes 
That his Blood flows, or that his Appetite | : 
Is more to Bread than Stone: Hence ſhall we fee, 
If Power change Purpoſe, what our Seemers be. Exeumt. 
SCENE IV. A Nuunery. 
Enter Iſabella and Franciſca. | 
Iſab. And have you Nuns no farther Privileges? 
| Nun. Are not theſe enough? 
Iſab. Yes truly; I ſpeak not as defiring more, 
But rather wiſhing a more ſtrict Reſtraint 
Upon the Sifterhood, the Votariſts of Saint Clare. 
2 Uaacio within. 
Lucio. Hoa! Peace be in this Place. 
I/ab. . 288 r 
Nam. It is a 's Voice, gentle Iſabella, 
Turn you the Key, and know his 9 
You may; I may not; you are yet unſwornn 
When you have yow'd, you muſt not ſpeak with Men, 
Then if you ſpeak, you muſt not ſkew your Face, 


But in the Preſence of the Pyioreſi; 


8 —— Maids to ſeem the Lapwing, 2 to jeſt, 


That from the 


ö 
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| Or if pf up ſhew 1 Face, you muſt not ſpeak. 


ls again, I pray you anſwer him. [Exit Franc. 
1770 Peace and 22 who is't that calls? 
Enter Lucio. 


Lacis. Hail Virgin, if you be, as thoſe Cheek. Roſes 
Proclaim you are no leſs, can you ſo ſtead me, 
As bring me to the Sight of Iſabella, 
A Novice of this Place, and the fair Siſter 


To her unhappy Brother Claudio? 


Iſab. Why — Brother? Let me wk, 


The rather, for I now muſt make you know 
I am that Iſabella, and his Siſter. 


Tucio. Gentle and Fair, your Brother kindly greets you; 
Not to be weary with of he's in Priſon. ; 
Iſab. Wo me, for what? 


Lucio. For that, which if my ſelf might be his Judge; 


He ſhould receive his Puniſhment in T hanks; 
He hath got his Friend with Child, 


' Tſab. Sir, make me not your St Y 
Lucio. Tis true; 1 * tho! *t is my familiar Sin, 


* far from Heart; play with all Virgins ſo. 
hold you as a thing ea-sky'd and fainted, 
Be your Renouncement an Immortal Spirit, 

And to be talk'd with in Sincerity, 


As with a Saint. 


Jas. You do heme the Good, in mocking me. 
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewneſs, and Truth; tis thus; 
Your Brother and his Lover having embrac'd, + 
As thoſe that feed full, as bleloming time 
the bare Fallow brings 
To teeming Foyſon; even ſo her plenteous Womb | 

Expreſſeth his ull Tilth and Husbandry. 
1 0 Some one with Child by him? ' My Covfn zuuu: 
Fry ppt > wk cinta 
Iſab. ly, as ames, 
AﬀeQion. 


By vain, tho' apt 


Lucio. She it is. 


Jab. Let him marry her, 
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Lucio. This is the Point. | 
The Duke is very ſtrangely gone from hence; 
Bore many Gentlemen, my ſelf being one, 
In hand, and hope of Action; but we do learn, 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, 

His givings out were of an infinite Diſtance 
From his true meant Deſign. Upon his Place, 
And with full Line of his Authority, 
| Governs Lord Angelo; a Man whoſe Blood 
1s very Snow-Broth, one who never feels | 
The wanton Stings and Motions of the Senſe; 
Put doth rebate, and blunt his natural Edge 
With Profits of the Mind, Study and Faſt. 
He, to give Fear to Uſe and Liberty, 5 
Which have for long run by the hideous Law, 
As Mice by Lyons, hath pickt out an Ac, 
Under whoſe heavy Senſe your Brother's Life 
Foals into Forfeit; he wool r 
And follows cloſe the Rigor of the Statute, 
To make him an Example; all Hope is gone, 
VUnleſs you have the Grace by your fair Prayer 
To ſoften Angelo; and that's my Pith of Buſineſs 
*Twixt you, and your poor Brother, 
_ Tfab. Doch be fe. TEES: 5 
Seek his Life? 88 
Lucio. Has cenſur'd him already, 
And, as I hear, the Provoſt hath a Warrant 
For's Execution. 0 


Lab. Alas! what po 3 
Ability's in me, to . good? 
Lucio. Aſſay the Power you have. 
Jab. My Power? Alas! I doubt. 
Lucio. Our Doubts are Traitors, HET 
And make us loſe the Geod we oft might win, 
| By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when Maidens ſue, 
Mien give like Gods; but when they weep and kneel, - 
All their Petitions are as truly theirs, 
As they themſelves would owe them. 
Jab. Vil fee what I can do. ; 


Lucia 
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Lucio, But ſpeedily. 

I/ab, I will about it trait; 
No longer ſtaying, but to give the Mother 
Notice of my Affair. I humbly thank you; 
Commend me to my Brother: Soon at Night 
Ill ſend him certain word of my Succeſs. 

Lucio, I take ol Leave of you. : 


ACT. U. SCENE 1. 


SCENE the Palace, 


Zwer Angelo, Eſcalus, Juſtice, and Attendanes. 


* rs make a Scar-crow of the Law, 

to fear the Birds of Prey, 
And let it keep — Shape, till Cuſtom make i it 
1 _ and not their Terror. 8 


„ but yet | | 
23 T Tn 
Than fall, and bruiſe to Death. Alas! this Gentleman, 


Whem I would fave, had a moſt noble rather; 
Let but Honour know, 


Whom l believe to be moſt ftrait in Virtue, 
That in the working of your own Affections, 

Had Time coheer'd with Place, or Place with Viking, 
Or that the reſolute acting of your Blood, 

Could have attain d th Effect of your own | 

Whether you had not ſometime in your Life 
Err'd in this Point, which now you cenſure him, 


And pull d the Law upon you. 
An 


« 'Tis one thin to be tem Eſcalus, 
The w fall 1 no deny | 
on s Li 
— yn the Gro IN have 4, FO (6h 
tier try; what's made to 
That 11 n er f ju, 
Vol. I. TRE 
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That Thieves do paſs on Thieves? Tis very pregnant 
The Jewel that — find, we and ug u : 
Becauſe we ſee it; but what we do not ſee, 
We tread upon, and never think o it, 
You may not ſo extenuate his Offence, 
For I have had ſuch Faults; but rather tell me 
When I, that cenſure him, do ſo offend. 
Let mine own Judgment pattern out my Death, 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muſt die. 
— Enter Provoſt. 
Eſcal. Be it as your Wiſdom will. 
Ang. Where is the Provaſt ? | 
Prov. Here, if it like your Honour. 
Ant. See that Claudio. 8 
Be executed by nine to Morrowy Morning. 
Bring him his Confeſſor, let him be prepar d, . 
For that's the utmoſt of his Pilgrimage. Exit Provoſt. 
| Efeal. Well: Heay'n forgive him! and forgive us all, 
Some riſe by Sin, and ſome by Virtue fall: | 
Some run through Brakes of Vice, and anſwer none; 
And ſome condemned for a Fault alone. 8 
e Enter — 2 Clown, and Officers. 
Elb. Come, bring them away; if theſe be People 
in a Common that do nothing but uſe r Abuſes 
in common Houſes, I know no Law; bring them away. 
Ang. How now, Sir, what's your Name? and what's 
the Matter? e carter ial 
Ei. If it pleaſe your Honour, I am the poor Duke's 
| Conſtable, and my Name is Elbow; 1 do lean upon Juſtice, 
Sir, and do bring in here before your good Honour, two 
- notorious Benefators. „ 
Ang. Benefactors? Well; what Benefactors are they? 
Are they not Malefators? j 
Elb. le it pleaſe your Honour, I know not well what 
| they are; but preciſe Villains they are, that I am ſure al. 
and void of all Profanation in the World, that good Chri- 
ſtians ouzht to have. = = ; 
Elsa. This comes off well; here's a wiſe Officer. 
Ag. Go to: What Quality are you of? Lem is your 
oP why 


/ 
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Why doſt thou not ſpeak, Elbow? | 

Clown, He cannot, Sir; he's out at Elbow. 

Ang. What are you Sir? _ 

Els. He, Sir? A Tapſter, Sir; parcel Bawd; one that 
ſerves a bad Woman; whoſe Houſe, Sir, was, as they ſay, 
pluckt down in the Suburbs; and now ſhe proſeſſes a 
Hot-houſe; which, I think, is a very ill Houſe tao. 

Eſcal. How know you chat? 

Els. My Wife, Sir, whom [ deteſt before Heavn and. 
your Honour. 

Eſcal. How? Thy Wife. 

Elb. Ay, Sir; 9 I thank Heav'n is an honeft Woman. 

Eſcal. thou deteſt her therefore? a 
Elb. 1 fay, Sir, I will deteſt my ſelf alſo, as well as ſhe, 
that this Houſe, if it be not a Bawd's Houſe, it is pity of | 
her Life, for it is a naughty Houſe. 56 

Eſcal. How doſt thou know that, Conſtable ? 5 
Elb. Marry, Sir, by my Wife, who, if ſhe had hon % 
Woman cardinally given, might have been accuſed i in * 
aication, Adultery, and all Uncleanneſs there. 

Eſcal. By the Woman's Means? 

Elb. Ay, Sir, by Miſtreſs Over-dow's Means; but a the . 
ſpit in his Face, — ſke defy d him. 

Clown, Sir, if it pleaſe your Honour, this is not ſo. 

Elb. Prove it fore thſs Yrkets ber, den boi. 
Man, prove it. 

Eſcal. Do you hear how he miſplaces? | 

Clown. Sir, "ihe came in great with Child; and : 
ſaving your 'Honour's Reverence, for lewd Prewns; we 
had but two in the Houſe, which at that very inftant time 
ſtood, as ĩt were, in a Fruit-diſh, a Diſhof ſomethree Pence; 
your Honours have ſeen ſuch Diſhes, they are not Ching 
Diſhes, but very good Diſhes, | 

E{zal.'Go too, go too; no matter for the Diſh, Sir. 

Clown. No indeed, Sir, not of a Pin; you are therein in 
hs right: But to the Pointy as I lay, this Miſtreſs Elbow, 
being, as 1 fay, with Child, and being great belly d. and 
longing, as 1 id, for Prewns; and having no more in the 
Diſh, as I aid; Maſter Froth here, this very Man, having 
eaten | the reſt, as I ſaid, and, 4 ay, payiug , 


** 
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honeſtly ; for, as you know, Maſter Froth, * 
you three Pence again. | 
Froth. No indeed. 
_ © Clown. Very well; you being 4 if you be remem- 
| bred, cracking the Stones of the foreſaid Prewns. 
_ * Froth. Ay. 1 ANN _ * 
Clonn. Why, v I; I tellin if be 
remembred, t at fk a one, and ap one, aft pap 
Cure of the thing-you wot of, unleſs they kept good 
Diet, as I told you. 
Fb. All this is true. 
Clown. Why. very well then. 
Eſcal. Come, you are a tedious Fool; to the Purpoſe ; 
what was done to Elbow's Wife, that he hath Cauſe to com- 
| of? Come me to what was done to her. | | 
Clown. Sir, your Honour cannot come to that yet. 
Eſcal. No Sir, nor I mean it not. | 
Clown. Sir, bur you ſhall come to it, by your Henour's 
leave: And . look into Maſter Freth here, Sir, 


2 Man of fourſcore Pound a Year; whoſe Father dyd at 
5 Hallowmas. Was't not at Hallowmas, Maſter Froth ? 


Froh. r | 
__ Clown. Why very here be Truths. He, 
Sir, * a 1 fay, in 2 lower Chair Sir; *twas in the 
Bunch of Grapes, where indeed you have a delight to fit, 
have you not? ; 

Bab. I have ſo, becauſe it is an open Room, and good 
23 ll then; 1 hope here be Truths 

, very we 
An n | 
When Nights are | there. Til take my Leave, 

Tg pans > 
ou to w all. Exit, 
Je L think ne ke. Good - morro to your Lark 
Now, Sir, come on: What was done to Elbew' os Wit: 
once more? 

Queens. Once, Sir ? There wasnothing done to ber once. 
1 wit. e 


” 4 
* 0 = 
Clown, 
- 


E. 


* PF N 4 
. - . * 

4 ; 
» * ' 4 
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Clown. I beſeech your Honour ask me. 
Eſcal. Well, Sir, what did this Gentleman to her? 
| _ Clown. I beſeech you Sir, look in this Geatleman's Face; 
' Maſter Froth, look upon his Honour; tis for a good | 
oſe; doth your Honour mark his Face? 
_ Feal. Ay, Sir, very well. 
Clown. Nay, I beſeech you mark it well. 
Eſcal. Well, I do fo. 
Clown. Doth your Honour ſce any Harm in his Face? 
Eſcal. Why, no. 


Clou. Ill be fappor'd upon 2 Book, his Face is the 


worſt thing about him: Good then; if his Face be the 


worſt thing about him, how could Maſter Frotþ do the 


Conſtable's Wife any harm? I would know that of your 
Honour. 


Eſcal. He's in the right ; Conſtable, what fay you to it? 


Eb. Firſt, and it like ou, the Houſe is a reſpected Houſe; 5 


next, this is a ref] Fellow; and his Miſtreſs is a re- 
ſpected Woman. $ 
Clown, By this Hand, Sir, his Wiſe is a more reſpected 
Perſon than any of us all. 
Elb. Varlet, thou lieſt; thou licſt, wicked Varlet ; the 


time is yetto « come, that ſhe was WW 


Woman, or Child. 2 bel 2 
Clows. Sir, ſhe was reſpected with him before mar- 
ryd with ber. | 
Eſcal. Which is the wiſer here; Fuſtice, or Iniquity? Is 


this true? 


EB. O thou Caitiff! O thou Varlet! O thou wicked 


Hannibal! 1 reſpected with her, before I was marry'd Fog 


— If ever I was N ee or ſhe * 
not your W me 1 — 
prove this ere or Ill have mine A- 
on of Battery on thee. 

Eſcal. If he took you a Box o t Ear, you might have 
your Action of Slander too 

Elb. I thank your Worſhip for it : What 


int your Worſhip's Pleaſure | | ſhall do with this wicked 


Ls oo 


RR © 
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Eſcal. Truly, Officer, becauſe he hath ſome Offences in 

him, that — wouldft diſcover, if thou could, _ him 

continue in his Courſes, till thou know'ſt what 

_ „I thank your Worſhip for it; thou en, 
thou wicke Varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou 
art to continue now, thou Varlet? Thou art to continue. 

|  Efeal. Where were you born, Friend? [ToF roth, 

Freth. Here in Vienna, Sir. We. | 

Eſcal. Are you of fourſcore Pounds a Year? 

Froth. Yes, and't pleaſe you, Sir. 

Eſeal. 80. What Trade are you of, Sir? [TotheClown. 

Clown. A Tapſter, a poor Widow $ N 

Eſcal. Your Miſtreſs's Name? 

_ Clown. Miſtreſs Over don. 
| E{cal. Hath ſhe had any more than one Husband? 

Clown. Nine, Sir: Over- dan by the laſt. 

Eſcal. Nine? Come hither to me, Maſter Froth: Maſter 
Froth, I would not have you acquainted with Tapſters; 
they will draw you, Maſter Froth, and you will hang them. 
Get you gone, and let me hear no more of you. {3 

Froth. I thank your Worſhip; for mine own Part, 1 
TIN any Room ina Taphouſe, but l amdrawn 


"The. Well; no more of it, Maſter Froth ; farewel. 
[Exit Froth, 
Come you hither to me, Maſter Taplter, * ek Name, 
Mafter Tapſter? 
Clown, Pompey. ' 
Beal. What elſe? 
Clown. Bum, Sir. 
| Efeal. Troth, and your Barn is ce groueſ thin 
you, ſo that in the — 2 
great; Pompey, you are — 1 P 
ever you colour it in being a Tapſter; are you TEAS come, 
tell me true, it ſhall be "> your 
cllow that would 


Clown. Truly, Sir, I am a yu 
Eſcal. How would you live, Pong ' by being a Bawd! 
what do you think of the Trade, f. * is it a lawful 
Trade? 
Clown, 


your Prophecy, — 1 you; 


vou Wrong to 
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Clown. If the Law will allow it, Sir. 
Eſcal. But the Law will not allow it, Pompey, nor it 


ſhall not be allowed in Vienna. 


Clown. Does your Worſhip mean ta geld and {play all 
the Youth in the City? 

Bſcal. No, Pompey. I 

Clown. Truly, Sir, in my poor Opinion, they will tot 
then. If your Worſhip will take Order for the Drabs and 
Knaves, you need not to fear the Bawds. 

Eſcal. There are pretty Orders beginning, I can tell 
you: It is but — and hangi ing. : 

Clown, If you head and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten Years together, you'll be glad to give out a 


Commiſſion for more Heads: If this Law hold in Viems: 


ten Years, I'll rent the faireſt Houſe in it after three 


Pence a Day: If you live to ſee this come to paſs, ſay, 


Pempey told you ſo. 
Eſcal. Thank 


Pompey; and in Requital of 


Clown. I thank your Worſhip for your good Counſel; 


has I ſhall follow it as the Fleſh and Fortune ſhall better : 


determine. 


Whip me? no, no; let Carman whi his Jade. 
| The valiant Heart's not whipt 


Eſcal. Come hither to me, Maſter Elbow; come hither, 


Maſter Conſtable; How long have you been in this Place 
of Conſtable? 


Elb. Seven Year and a half, Sir. 


Beal. I thought, by the readineſs in the Office, yeuhad: 


wu anc in it ſome time: You lay, even Tears toge-- 


EI. And a half, Sr. | 
Eſcal. Alas! it hath been ' Prins to 


to you; they do 


in your Ward 
La | BY 


I I ht you let me not find 
you before me again upon any Complaint whatſoever; no, 
not for dwelling where you do: If I do, Pompey, I ſhall 
beat you to your Tent, and prove a ſhrewd Ceſar to 
you: In plain Dealing, Pompey, I ſhall have you whipt : 
So for this time, Powpey, fare you well. 


out of his Trade. (rar. 


t you ſo oft upon Are there not Men 
Ke to 7 


224 MzaSuRE for MAS URRE. 


Elb. Faith, Sir, few of any Wit in ſuch Matters; as they 
are choſen they are glad to chuſe me for them: I do it 
for ſome piece of Mony, and go through with all. 5 
|  Efcal. Look you, bring me in the Names of ſome fix 

or ſeven, the moſt ſufficient of your Pariſh. | 
Els. To your Worſhip's Houſe, Sir? 

Eſcal. og my Houſe; fare you well. What's a Clock, 


think g [Exis — 
7 12 Sir. I 
Eſcal. I pray you go home to Dinner with me, 
70. I humbly thank yu. 


" Eſeal. . 
Bur there's no Remedy. 


Fuſt. Lord Angelo is ſevere. 

| _ Efeal. It is but needful: 

Mercy is not it ſelf, that oft looks fo; 

Pardon is ſtill the Nurſe of ſecond Woe: 
— - 0 | 

Cone, Sir. [Exeunt. 
SCENE Il. 
„ e Neve ends faves. 55 
Serv. He's hearing of a Cauſe; he will come Kut 
III tell him of you 
Prov. Pray you do; Tl know 

His Pleaſure; may be he will har; Aa. 

He hath but as ed in a Dream: 

All Secs, all Ages ſinack of this Vice; and he 

To die forti 5 

| Enter Angelo, 

4 Now, what's the Matter, Provoſt ? 

Prov. Is it your Will Claudio ſhall die to morrow?. 

1 r 
Why doſt thou ask again? 

TFrov. Leſt I might be too raſh. 
Vader your good Correction, I have ſeen 
When after Execution, 13 hath 

Repeated oer his Doom. | 
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ng. Go to; let that be mine; 
0 Do you your Office, or give up your Place, | 
a And you ſhall well be ſpar'd. 
bs Prov. I crave your Honour's Pardon. 3 
BK What ſhall be done, Sir, ee e 
R 
Ang. Diſpoſe o 
„ ro fome more fitter Place, and that with ſpeed. 
N Serv. Here is the Siſter of the Man condema'd, 
Deſires Acceſi to you. 
Ang. n a 
Prov. Ay, my 2 virtuous Maid, 
—— hen, "m7 
r 


Prov. Save your Honour. 
— Stay a little while. Y'are welcome; what's your: 
A Jab. ] am a woful Suitor to your Honour, 
: *Pleaſe but your our Honour hear me. 
" BB Ag. Well; what's your Suit? | 
_ Iſab. Theas is « Vieo that moe 1 do abhor, 
And more deſire-ſhould meet the Blow of Juſtice, 
For which I would not , but that I muſt; 
For which I muſt not plead, but that | am 
At War *twixt will. and will not. 
. Well; the Matter? 
| Tab. 1 ©» --q "EIT PA dies 
; I do beſeech you let it be his Fault, 
And not my Brother. N 
Prov. Heav'a give thee moving Graces. 
Ang. Condemn the Fault, and not the Afr of it? 
Why, every Fault's condemn'd ere it be done; 
Mine were the very Cipher of a Function 
To fine the Faults, whoſe Fine ſands i in Record, 
And let go by the. Actor. 


— — 
— 
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Fab. O juſt, but ſevere Law: 
I had a Brother then; —Heav'n keep your Honour. | 
Tucio. Give*t not oer 1 5 To him again, intreat him, 
Eneel down m—_ _ E upon his Gewyn; 

Lou are too cold; d need a Pin, | 
You could ge with more tas Tongus dere it 
To him, I ſay. 

Jab. Muſt he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no Remedy. 

Tab. Yes; I do think that you might pardon him, 
AS HON NONE HOT T008 PRBEET ip CAE: 

Arg. 1 will not det. 

Jab. But can you if you would? 
| Look, what 1 will not, that I cannot do. 

Jab. But might you dot. and do the World no Wrong, 
| If fo your Heart were touch'd W 
As mine is to him? 

Ang. He's ſentenc'd; tis too late. 
| Lucio, You are toe cold. 

Laab. Tos le? why mo Ihr do C. « Word, 
May call it back again: Well, believe this, 
No Ceremony that to great ones bel 
Not the King's Coven, nor the deputed Sword, 

The Marſhal's Truncheon, nor the Judge's Robe, 
Become them with one half ſo good a Grace 
As Mercy does: If he had been as you, and you 2s be, 
| You would have ſlipt like him; but he, like you, 
Would not have been fo ſtern. 
Ang. Pray you be gone. 1 

I/ab. I would to Heay'n 1 had your Potency, 
And you were Iſabel; ſhould it t wot thus? 
No; I would tell what twere nn 
And what a Priſoner. 

Lario. Ay, touch him; there's the Vein. 
ng. Your Brother is a Forfei of the Law, 

And you but waſte your Wards. 7 
4 Ib. Alas! alas! | 
W all the Souls that were, were Forkeit once; 
be that mi t the Vantage beſt have took, | 


Found out the Rem 8 


— 


Vrong, 


as be, 
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If he, which is the top of Judgment, ſhould 
But judge you as you are? Oh, think on that, 
And Mercy then will breathe within your Lips, 


Like Man new-made. 


Ang. Be you content, fair Maid, 
It is the Law, not I, condemns your Brother. 
Were he my Kinſman, Brother, or my Son, . 
It ſhould be thus with him; he muſt die to Merry. 
Iſab. To Morrow? Oh! that's ſudden. 
Spare him, ſpare him; 
He's not 'd for Death: * for our Kitchins 
We kill Fowl of Seaſon; ſhall we ſerve Heav n 
With leſs Reſpe& than we do miniſter 
To our groſs ſelves? Good, good my Lord, berhink you; 
Who is it that hath dy'd for this Offence? 
There's many have committed it. 
Lucio. Ay, well ſaid. 
Ang. The Law bath not been dead, cho' it hath fert; 
Thoſe many bad not dar'd to do that Evil, 
If the firſt, * did th Edict in 
Had anſwer d for his Deed. Now di awake, | 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Pr 
Looks in a Glaſs that ſhews what future Evils. 
Either now, or by Remiſsneſs, new conceiy'd, | 
And ſo in Progrels to be batch'd, and born, 


Are now to have no ſucceſſive degrees, 


But here th oy bo te end. 

Iſab. Yer ſhew ſome Pity. 
Ang. I ſhew it molt of all when 1 ber Juſtice 3 
For then | pity thoie 1 do not know, 
Which a diſmiſs d Offence would after gall; 
And do him Right, that anſwering one 0 Wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Re tarisfu 
Your Brother. dies to Morrow ; be coment. 


ab. S0 you mult be the firſt that — 


And he that ſuffers: Oh, it is excellent 
To have a Gianr's Strength; but i is eyraggous 
To uſe it like a Giant. 

Las. - That's well faid, | 
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I jſab. Could great Men thunder 
As Fove himſelf does, Fove would ne er be quiet; 
For every pelting petty Officer 
Would uſe his Heav'n for Thunder; 
Nothing but Thunder: Mercifcul Heay'n, 
Thou rather with thy ſharp and ſulphurous Bolt 
Split'ſt the unwedgeable and gnarled Oak, 
Than the ſoft Mirtle: O but Man! proud Man! | 
Dreft in a little brief Authority, 
| Moſt ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur d, 
His glaſſie Eſſence, like an angry A 8 
high 8 Heavn, 
our Spleens 


Plays ſuch fantaſtick Tricks before 
Ass makes the Angels weep; who 
Would all themſelves laugh mortal. 
Lacie. Oh, to him, to him Wench; be wil relent; 
He's coming: I perceive t. 
Prov. Pray Heay'n ſhe win him. 
Jab. We cannot weigh our Brother with our far: 
Great Men may jeſt with Saints; tis Wit i in them, 
But in the leſs foul 1 | 3 
Lucio. Thou rt i night, t, Girl; more o that. 
5 Jab. That in the Captain's but a cholerick Word, 
Which in the Soldier is flat Blaſphemy. | 
Lucio. — 1 * on't. | 
you put theſe Sayi me? 
Lab Be boy Authority, tho it in 8 
Hath yet a kind of Medicine i ++ Aon 
That skins the Vice o'th' top: Go to your Boſom, 
Knock there, and ask your Heart what it doth know 
That's like my Brether's Fault; if it confeſs ö 
A natural N is his, 
Let it not ſound a t r Ton 
Againſt my Brother's Life. Ml yo ga: | 
Ang. She ſpeaks, and tis ſuck Senſe, 
That my Senſe breeds with it. Fare you well. 
 Iſab. Gentle, my Lord, turn back. 
ag. I will berhink me: Come again to Morrow, 
Jab. Hark, how I'll bribe you: Good my Lord turn back. 
Ang How? Bribe me? 
Iſab. Ay, wichſuch Gifts that Heay'a hal hare ith you. 


Lac, 


For I am that way going to Temptation, 
| Where Prayers — 


What's this? What's this? Is this her Fault, or mine? 


| What doſt thou? Or what art thou, Angels? 
Doſt thou defire her fouly, for thoſe things 
That make her good? Oh let her Brother live: 
| Thieves for their Robbery have Authority, 
When Judges ſteal — What! do I Love ker, 
That I delire to hear her ſpeak again, : 1 
And feaſt upon her Eyes? What is't 1 dream on? 
Oh cunning Enemy, that to catch a Saint, 


a never could the Srumpet, 
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Tucis You had marr'd all elſe. 

Iſab. Not with fond Sickles of the teſted Gold, 
Or Stones, whoſe Rate are either rich or poor, 
As Fancy values them; but with true Prayers, 
That ſhall be up at Heav'n, and enter there 
Ere Sun riſe: Prayers from preſeryed Souls, 
From faſting Maids, whoſe Minds are — 
To nothing Temporal. 

Ang. Well; come to me to Morrow. 

Lucio. Go to; tis well; away, 


1/ab. Heav n keep your Honour ate. _ 
. Amen: 


— marine eee 


Jab. At what Hour to Morrow 
Shall I attend your Lordſhip? 
Ang. At any time fere "my | 
| Tſab. Save your Honour. ¶ Exeunt Lucio and labella 1 
Ang. From thee; even from thy Virtue. 5 1 


The Tempter, or the Tempted, who fins moſt ? Ha? 
Not ſhe; nor doth ſhe tempt; but it is I, 

That, lying by the Violet in the Sun, - 

Does as the Carrion does, not as the Flower, 

Corrupt with virtuous Seaſon. Can it be, 

That Modeſty may more deutz our Senſe, 

Than Woman's Lightneſs? Having waſte Ground enough, 
Shall we defire to raze the Sanctuary. 

And pitch our Evils there? Oh fie, fie, fie; 


With Saints doft bait thy Hook! Moſt 2 
Is that Temptation, that doth 


Wich 


— b; F — r 
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With all her double Vigour, Art, and Nature, 

Once ſtir my Temper: But this virtuous Maid 

Subdues me quite; even till now, 

When Men were fond, I {mil'd, and wondred how. L* 


SC EN E Il. A Priſon, 


Enter Duke habited like a Friar, and Proveſt. 


Duke. Hail to you, Provoſt; ſo I think you are. 
Prov. I am the Prouſt; what's you WII good Friar? 
Dake. Bound by my Charity, and my bleſt Order, 

I come to viſit the afflicted Spirits 


Here in the Priſon; do me = common Right 
To let me ſee them, and to make me know ' 
The nature of their Crimes; that I may miniſter 


To them accordingly. 
Prov. 1 would do more than that, if more were needful. 
Exzex, Juliet. 


Look here comes one; a Gentlewoman of mine, 

| Who falling in the Flaws of her own Youth, 
Hath bliſter d her Report: She is with Child, 
And he that got it, ſentenc d: A young Man 
More fir to do another ſuch Offence, 


Than die for this. 

Duke. When muſt he die? | 

Prov. As I do think, to Morrow. 
I have provided for you; ftay a while, 


And you ſhall be conducted. 


Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the Sin ou carry? 
Fuliet. I do; and bear the Shame moſt Cs. .. 
Duke. Vl teach you how you ſhall arraign your 

8 E — if it be nd "Tice, 


de 1 gaaly ek FA 
Duke. pd, d ? 
ESE — Ton TO 
e. it ſeems 
Was mutually — Na * 


uliet. Mutually. 


wk 


Which the Air beats for vain: Ch Place! oh Form? 


Let's write 1 
Ti not the Devil's Creſt. How now? who's r 
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Duke. Then was your Sin of heavier kind than his. 
Fuliet. I do confeſs it, and repent it, Father. 
Duke. Tis meet ſo, Daughter; but leaſt do you repent 


As that the Sin hath brought you to this Shame, 


Which Sorrow's — tow'rds our ſelves, not Heyn, 
Showing we'd not | mg Heav'n, as we love it, 
Bur as we ftand in fear. 
Juliet. do repent me, as it is an Evil, 
And take the Shame with Joy. 


Duke. There reſt. 

Your Partner, as I hear, mult die to Morrow, 

And 1 am going with Inſtruction to him; x 
Grace go with you; Benedicite. [Exi2. 


Juliet. Muſt die to Morrow! Oh injurious Lore, 


That reſpites me a Life, 5 
Is ſtill a dying Horror! 


Prov, Tis pity of him. | 2 —— 
SCENE IV. The Palace. 


Enter Angelo. | 
Ang. When I would pray and think, 1 avi 


| To ſeveral Subjects: Heav'n hath my empty Words, 
Whilſt my Invention, hearing not my 3 
Anchors on Iſabel: Heav'n's in my Mouth, 
As if I did but only chew his Name, 
And in my Heart the ſtrong and ſwelling Evil 
Of my Conception: The State whereon I ſtudied 
Is like a good thing, being ofien read, 


Grown fear'd, and tedious; yea, my Gravity, 
Wherein (let no Man hear me) I take pride, 
Could I. with boot, change for an idle Plume 


How often doſt thou with thy Caſe, thy Habit, 
Wrench Awe from Fools, and tic the wiſer Souls 


To coming? Blood, thou art Blood : 
KG on the Devil's Horn; 


Enter Servant. | 
Serv, oH A Acceſs to you 


- 


», 
A: 
4 
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Ang. Teach her the Way. Oh Heay'ns ! 
Why does my Blood thus muſter to my — 
Making both it unable for it ſelf, 
And diſpoſſeſſing all my other Parts 


Of neceſſary fitneſs? 
So play the fooliſh Throngs with one that e ; 


| Come all to help him, and fo ſtop the Air 


By which he ſhould reyive; and even ſs 
The general Subjects to a well-wiſht King, 
Quit their own part, and in obſequious Fondneſs 
Crowd to his Preſence, where their untaught Love 
Muſt needs appear Offence. How now, fair Maid? 
Enter Iſabella. 
Jab. 1 „ your Pleaſure. 


Ling. That you might know it, would much better pleaſe 


Than to — what tis; your Brother cannot live. 


IJſab. Even ſo?Heav n keep your Honour. ¶ Going. 


Ang. Yet may he live a while; and it may be 
As long as you or ; yet he muſt die. 


Jab. Under your Sentence? 


4 | 
I When, I beſeech e chat in his Repriere, | 
$4.3, ebe fat . 
That Ny 
8 Ha? e filthy Vices! it were as N 
* him, Fat hath * Nature ftol'n good 
A Man already made, as to remit - 2 
Their ſawcy — that do coin Heay'n's Image 
In Stamps that are forbid ; ris all as eaſie, | 
Falſely to take away a Life true made; 
As to put Mettle in reſtrained means, 

To make a falſe one. 7 
Lab. 'Tis fer down ſo in Heay'n, but not in Earth: 
er you quickly. 

ou rather, that the moſt 3 
Nov took your Brother's Life; or to redeem him, ; 
| Give up Your Bod to fuch ſect Uncleannels 
As 2 he hath ſtainꝰ d? 
Jjſab. Sir, believe this, i 
1 hd rater gve my Body than my Soul, 
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Ang. I talk not of your Soul; our compell'd Sins 
Stand more for Number than Accompt. 

I/ab. How ſay you? 

Ang. Nay, Til not warrant that; for 1 can ſpeak 

Againſt the thing I ſay. Anſwer to this: 
I, now the Voice of the recorded Law, 
Pronounce a Sentence on your Brother's Life: 
Might there not be a Charity in Sin, F 
To fave this Brother's Life? LE 

Iſab. Pleaſe you to dot, 

Tl take it as a Peril to my Soul; 
It is no Sin at all. but Charity. 

Ang. Pleas d you to do't at Peril of your Soul, 
Were equal poize of Sin and Charity. 

Iſab. That I do beg his Life, if it be Sin, 
Heay'n let me bear it; you granting of my Suit, 
If that be Sin, I'll make ir my Morn-pray'r, 
To have it added to the Faults of mine, 
And nothing of your Anſwer, 

Ang. Nay, but hear me: 


' Your Senſe purſues not mine: Either you are © ignorant, | 


Or ſeem ſo, craftily; and that's not god. 

Jſab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciouſly to know I am no better. . 
Ang. Thus Wiſdom wiſhes to a moſt __ 
When it doth tax it ſelf: As theſe black | 

Proclaim an en-ſhield Beauty ten times 8 

Tm By OO y'd. But mark me, 

o be received plain, — ; 

Your Brother is to die. ** | 
TO lo, as it appears, 15 
Ang. An ce is as it * 

Accountant to the Lav upon that pain. 5 
„ 

Ang. Admit no other way to fave his Life, 

As I ſubſcribe not that, nor any other, 

Bur in the loſs of Queſtion, that you, his Siſter, 

Finding your ſelf deſir d of ſuch a Perſon, 

Whoſe Credit with the Judge, or own great Place, 

Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles ' 


2 
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Of the all-holding Law; and that there were 
No earthly Mean to fave him, but that either 
You muſt lay down the Treaſures of . Body, 
To this ſuppos d, or elſe to let him | 
What would you do? 
Iſab. As much for my poor Brother as my (elf; 
That is, were | under the Terms of Death. 
Tb' impreſſion of keen Whips I'd wear as Rubies, 
And ſtrip my ſelf to Death as to a Bed, 
That longing I've been ſick for, ere I'd yield 
My Body up to Shame. 
Ang. Then muſt your Brother die. 
I/ab. And twere the cheaper way; 
Better it were a Brother dy'd at once, 
Than that a Siſter, by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever, 
Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the Sentence 
ou have Nlander's ſo? 7 
0 Thy Ignominy in Ranſom, and free e Pardon, 
R. of two Houſes; lawful Mercy _ 
Is nothing kin to foul Redemption. 
Ang. You ſeem d of late to — Law a Thru, 
And rather prov'd the liding of your Brother 
A Merriment than a Vice. 
Jab. Oh n me, my Lord; it ofe falls out, i 
* we would have have, we ſpeak not what we 


| I ſomething do excuſe the thing I hate 
For his Advantage that I dearly * 
. We are all frail, 

-» ö 

W 
Owe, e 
Ang. my Women are frail too. 
 Iſfab. ee 
Which are as eaſie broke as | 
Women! Help Heay'n; Men b Cuts mes i, 8 
In profiting by them: Nay, call us ten times frail 
| Ter we am foft, as our Complexions are, | 
4 5 


42 
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Ang. 1 think it well; 
And from this Teſtimony of your own Sex, 


Since I ſuppoſe we're made to be no ftr 


onger 

Than Faults may ſhake our Frames, let me be bold ; 
Ido arreſt your Words: Be that you are, 
That is, a Woman; if you be more, you're none. 
If you be one, as you are well expreſt 
By all external Warrants, ſhew it now, 
By _ on the deftin'd Livery, 

I/ab. 1 have no Tongue but one; gentle my Lord, 
Ler me intreat you ſpeak the former Language. | 

Ang. Plainly conceive I love you. 
Iſab. My Brother did love Juliet; 
And you tell me, that he ſhall die for i it. 


5 1 He ſhall not, Iſabel, if you give me Love. 


| Tab. 1 know your Virtue hath a Licence in t. 
Which ſeems a little fouler than it is, | | 
To 2 on others. "7 
Ang. Believe me on mine Honour, 
My Words expreſs my Purpoſe. 
Iſab. Ha! Little Honour to be much believ'd, 


And moſt pernicious Purpoſe! Seeming, 


I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look fort: 
Sign me a preſent Pardon for my Brother, 
Or with an out-ſtretch'd Throat Fl tell the World 
Aloud what Man thou art. | 
Ang. Who will believe thee, 1/abel? 

the 5 th . my 2 

Vou ou, my Flace rt 1 
Will ſo your Accaltion over- . 
That you ſhall Rifle in your 
And {mell of Calumny. I 
And now I give my 
Fit thy - to my 


Lay by all Nicety, — 

That Lan what they for: Redeem thy Brother | 
By yielding up thy Body to m _ RF 

Or elſe he muſt not only tis che Dea: F.. 

But thy Unkindneſs bis Death = out 


To lngring Sullerance. Anſwer me to Morrow, - 
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Or by th' Affection that now guides me moſt, 
T'll prove a Tyrant to him. As for ym, 
Say what you can, my falſe o'er-weighs your true. ¶ Exit. 
Jab. To whom ſhould 1 complain? Did I tell this, 
Who would believe me? O perilous Mouths, 
That bear in them one and the ſelf-ſame Tongue, 
Either of Condemnation or Approof; 
Bidding the Law make Curtſie to their Will, 
Hooking both Right and Wrong to ih "+= 
To follow as it draws. I'll to my Brother; 
Tho' he hath fallen by Prompture of the Blood, 
Yet hath he in him ſuch a Mind of Honour, 
That had he twenty Heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody Blocks, he'd yield them up, 
Before his "Siſter ſhould her Body ſtoop 
To ſuch abhorr'd Pollution. 
Then Iſabel live chaſte, and Brother die; 
More than our Brother i is our Chaſtity. | 
III tell him yer of Angelos Requeſt, 2 
an” fir his e n Soul's Reſt, [Eis. 


8 


49. Il. SCENE * 


SCENE The Priſon. 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. 


Dube. CO, then you hope of Pardon from Lord Angels? 
8 Claud. The miſerable have no other Medicine 
But only Hope: I've hope to live, and am prepar'd to dic. 
Duke. Be abſolute for Death; either Death or Life . 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with . 
If 1 do loſe thee, I do loſe a thing 

That none but Fools would keep; a Breath thou att, 
Servile to all the Skiey Influences; | 

That doſt this Habitation where thou keep'ſt 
Hourly afflict: Meerly thou art Death's Fool; 
For him thou labour by of flight wo han, ; 
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And yet runn'ft tow'rd him ſtill. Thou art not noble; 
For all th Accommodations that thou bear ſt, 
Are nurs d by Baſeneſs: Thou'rt by no means valiant; 
> thou doſt fear the ſoft and tender Fork 

cen Worm. Thy beſt of Reſt is Sleep, 

thou oft provok'ſt, yet ofly fear'ſt 

— Death, which is no more. Thou'rt not thy ſelf; 
For thou exiſt'ſt on many a thouſind Grains 
That iflue out of Duſt. Happy thou art not; 
For what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſtriw'ſt to get, 
And what thou haſt forgett'ſt. Thou art not certain, 
For thy Complexion ſhifts to ſtrar ge 22 
After the Moon. If thou art rich, thou'rt 
For like an Aſs, whoſe Back with !ngots 
Thou bear'ſt thy heavy Riches but a Joarncy. IF 
And Death Art $rmary — Friend haſt thou none; | 
For thine own Bowels, which do call thee Sire, 
The meer Effuſion of thy proper Loins, 
Do curſe the Gout, Serpige, and the Rheum, 
For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haft nor Youth ,nor Age; 


Bur, as it were, an after-dinner's Sleep, 


Dreaming on beth; for all thy bleſſe Youth 
Becomes as | and doth beg the Alms 

Of palſied--El and when thou rt old, and rich, 
Thou haſt nekther Heat, Affection, Limb, nor Beauty 


To make thy Riches pleaſant. What's yet in this 


That bears the Name of Life? Yet in this Life _ 
S Wanthos, yor Douth ws: fear, 
That makes theſe Odds all Even. 
Claud. I humbly thank 
To ſue to live, 1 „ 
And fcking Death, find Liſe . 
Enter Iſabellaa. 
Jab. What hoa? Peace bere; Grace and good Com- | 
pany. | 
Prov. Who's there ? Come in: The Wiſh deſerves © 


Welcome. 


Due. Dear Sir, exo lag In vide you again, - 
Claud. Mad holy Sir, 1 thank you. 
Iſab. ä 
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1 And very welcome. Look Signior, n 

Duke. Provo a Word with you, 
Prov. J you pleaſe, 


=_ Bring them to ſpeak where J may be conceal'd, 

yet hear them. Exeunt Duke and Provoſt. 
Claud. Now, Siſter, what's Comfort ? 
Iſab. Why, 


As all Comforts are; moſt good, moſt good indeed: 
Lord Angelo having Affairs to Heavin, 

Intends you for his ſwift Ambaſſador; 

Where you ſhall be an everlaſting _ 

Therefore your beſt Appointment with ſpeed, 
To Morrow ſet on. 

Claud. Is there no Remedy? 

Iſab. None, but ſuch Remedy, as to fare: a Head 
'To cleave « Heart in dd. ay 
Claud. But is there any? ; 
1ab. Yes, Brother, you may live: 

There is a deviliſh Mercy in the 
If you'll implore it, that will free your Life, 
But fetter you 'till Death. 

Claud. erpetual Durance ? ws | | 

Tab. A ual Durance, a Reſtraint, 
Thy all t ae, Vaſtidity you bad, xt 195 4 
To a determin'd Scope. 

Claud. But in what Nature? 
 Tjab. In ſuch a one, as you conſeuting tot, | 
Would bark your Hogour "rom that Trunk ones, 
And leave you naked, 

Claud. Let me know the Point. * it 9 

Jab. Oh, I do fear thee, Clawilio, and b #þ 
Leſt thou a fey'rous Life ſhouldſt entertain, 

fix or ſeven Winters more reſpe& * 

Than a perpetual Honour. Dar'ſt oy ou det. 
be Senſe of Death.is molt in A 
TG the Lay cans . trea --— | 

n corpo rance Wu el 5 8 
a when" a Giant * W -; 
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Claud. Why give you me this Shame ? 

Think you 1 4. a Reſolution fetch 
From 'ry Tenderneſfs? If I muſt die, 
will encounter Darkneſs as a Bride, 

And hug it in mine Arms. 

1/ab. There ſpake my Brother; there my Father's Grave 
Did utter forth a Voice. Yes, thou R_ die: 
Thou art too noble to conſerve a Life 
In baſe Appliances. This outward fainted Deputy, 
Whoſe ſettled Viſage and deliberate Word 
Nips Youth i” th' Head, and Follies doth emmew, 
As Faulcon doth the Fowl, is yet a Devil: 
His Filth within being caſt, he would appear 
A Pond as deep as Heil, 

Claud. The Princely - Angelo? 

I/ab. Oh tis the cunning of "Hell 
The damned'ſt Body to inveſt 
In Princel 47 Doſt thou chink d. 
If 1 would yield him m Virgiait 
Thou might be freed? A 

Claud. Oh Heay'ns, it cannot be. 

Iſab. Yes, he would give't thee; from this rank Offence 
So to offend him ſtill, This Night's the time 
That I ſhould do what 1 abhor to name, 
Or elſe thou dy'ſt to Morrow. 

Claud. Thou ſhalt not do't. 
Iſab. Oh, were it but my Life, 
I'd throw it down for your Deliverance | 
s frankly as a Pin. n 

Claud. Thanks, dear 1/abel. 

Iſab. Be ready, Claudio, for your Death to Marrow; 
Claud. Yes. Has he Aﬀe@ions in him, 
That thus can make him bite the Law by th' Noſe, 

hen he would force it? Sure it is no Sin; „„ 
or of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt. | hae 
Jab. w_ 1s the leaſt? 
* If it were dammable, he being fs wiſe 
Why would he for the momentary trick 
e perdurably find? Oh 1/abel! 
82 What fays oo Brother? 


— — 
— * 
g 


Nature di 
That it — 2 Virtue. 


Heav'n ſhield my Mother plaid my Father fair: 


Die, 


Thy Sin 8 not accidental, but a Trade; 
in 2 
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Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 
Iſab. And ſhamed Life a hateful. 
Claud. Ay, but to die, and go 1 


70 lye in col Obſtruction, and to rot; 


This ſenſitle warm Motion, to become 


A kneaded Clod; and the delighted Spirit 


To bathe in fiery Floods, or to reſide 

In thrilling Regions of thick-ribbed Ice, 

To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs Winds, 

And down with reſtleſs Violence round about 
The pendant World; or to be worſe than worlt 
Of thoſe, that lawleſs and incertain T 

Imagine we. tis too horrible 

The wearieft and moſt loathed worldly Life, 
That Age, Ach. Penury, and Impriſonment 


| Can lay on Nature, is a Paradiſe 


To what we fear of Death. 

Jab. Alas! alas! 
Claud. Sweet Siſter, let me og | 
What Sin you do to fave a Brother's Life, 

i penſes with the Deed fo far, | 


Iſab. Oh you Beaſt! 


Oh faithleſs Coward! oh diſhonclt w Wretch! 
Wilt thou be made a Man out of my Vice? 
Is't not a kind of Inccft, to take Life 


From thine own Siſter's Shame? What ſhould I think? 


For ſuch a warped ſlip of Wilderneſs 
Ne er ifſu'd from his Blood. Take my Defiance, 
periſh! Might but my bending down 


Fi gay 2 thee from th Fate, it ſhould 3 
y a thouſand — pron + 


No "Word to fave thee. 


Claud. Na | hear me, Jabel. 
led. Oh, fie, fie, fie! 3 


Mercy to thee would prove it elf d, 


Gand. On Bear mas, 4 


a 


Zniet 
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Duke. Vouchſafe a Word, young Siſter, but one Word. 
Iſab. What is your Will? „ Mp 
Duke. Might you diſpenſe with your Leiſure, I would 
by and by have — Speech with you: The Satisfaction 
I would require, is likewiſe your own Benefit. EY 
1/ab. 1 have no ſuperfluous Leiſure ; my Stay muſt be ſtolen 
out of other Affairs: But I will attend you a while. | 
Duke. Son, I have over-heard what hath paſt between 
you and your Siſter, Angels had never the to 
corrupt her; only he hath made an Eſſay of her Virtue, to 
practiſe his Judgment with the Diſpolition of Natures: 
She, having the truth of Honour in her, hath made him 
that gracious Denial, which he is moſt glad to receive: I 
am Confeſſor to Angelo, and I know this to be true; 
therefore prepare your ſelf to Death. Do not ſatisſie your 
Reſolution with Hopes that are fullible; to Morrow you 
muſt die; ge ts your Knees, and make ready, 
Claud Let me ask my Siſter Pardon; I am ſo out of love 
with Life, that I will fue to be rid of it. [Exit Claud. 
Duke. Hold you there; farewel. Provoft, a Word with 
cu. | ao | | 
r Prov. What's your Will. Father? be. 
Dyke. That now you are come, you will be ; leave 
me a while with the Maid; my Mind promiſes with my 
Habit, no loſs ſhall touch her by my Company. 
Prov. In good time. Exit Prov. 
Duke, The Hand that hath made you fair, hath made 
you good; the Guodneſs that is cheap in Beauty, makes 
Beauty brief in Goodneſs; but Grace being the Soul of 
your Complexion. ſhall keep the Body of it ever fair; 
the Aſſault that Angelo hath made to you, Fortune hath 
convey'd to my Uncerftandirg; and but that Frailty hath 
Examples for his Falling, 1 ſhould wonder at Angelo: 
Ho viill yeu do to content this Subſtitute, and to fave 
yeur Brother: 3 | 3 
I/ab. I am now going to reſolve him: I had rather my 
Brother die by the LW. than my Son ſhould be unlaw- 
fully born. But, oh, how muich is the d Duke de- 
cciv'd in Angelo; If ever he return, and I can ſpeak to 
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him, 1 will open my Lips in vain, or diſcover his Go- 
VerTniment, Re Te 
Duke. That fhall not be much amiſs; yet, as the Matter 
now ſtands, he will avoid your Accuſation; He made 
Trial of you only. Therefore faſten your Ear on my Ad- 
viſings, to the Love I have in doing good; a Remedy 
preſents it ſelf. I do make my {elf believe that you may 
moſt 2 do a poor wr Lady a merited Be- 
neſit; redeem your —— from t angry Law ; do no 
Stain to your own gracious Perſon, and much pleaſe 
the abſent. Duke, if peradventure he ſhall ever return to 
have hearing of this Bulineſs. 
Iſab. Let me hear youſpeak, Father: I have Spirit to do 
any thing that appears not foul in the Truth of my Spirit, 
Duke Virtue is bold, and Goodneſs never fearful ; Have 
you not heard ſpeak of Mariana, the Siſter of Frederick, 
_ the t Soldier, who miſcarry'd at Sea? 2 
Juab. I have heard of the Lady, and good Words went 
with. her Name. | be 
Due. She ſhould this Angelo have marry d; was affianc d 
to her by Oath, and the Nuptial appointed: Between which 
time of the Contract, and limit of the Solemnity, her Bro- 
ther Frederick was wrackt at Sea, having in that periſh'd Veſ- 
ſel the Dowry of his Siſter. But mark how heavily this befel 
to the poor Gentlewoman,; there ſhe loſt a noble and re- 
nowned Brother, in his Love toward her ever moſt kind 
and natural; with him the Portion and Sinew of her 
Fortune, her Marriage-dowry; with both, her Combi- 
nate - husband, this well ſeeming Angels. 8 
Iſab. Can this be ſo? Did Angelo io leave her? 
uke. Left her in her Tears, and dry'd not one of 
them with his Comfort; fwallow'd his Vows whole, pre- 
tending in her Diſcoveries of Diſhonour: In few Words, 
beſtow'd her on her own Lamentiation, which ſhe yet 
wears for his ſake; and he, a Marble to her Tears, is 
waſhed with them, but relents ne-. 
Ib. What a Merit were it in Death to take this pc 
Maid from the World! What Corruption in this Life, 
that it will let this Man live! But how out of this can 
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Duke. It is a Rupture that you may eaſily heal; and the 


Cure of it not only ſaves your Brother, but keeps you from 


Diſhonour 1 in doing it. - 


Iſab. Shew me how, * Father. 

Duke. This fore-nam'd Maid hath yet in her the Conti- 
nuance of her firſt Affection; his unjuſt Unkindneſi, that 
in all Reaſon ſhould have quenched her Love, hath, like 
an Impediment in the Current, made it more violent and 
unruly. - Go you to Angelo, anſwering his requiring with 
a plautible dience; with his Demands to the 
Point: Only refer your ſelf to this Advantage; firſt, that 
your Stay with him may not be long; that the Time may 
have all Shadow and Silence in it; and the Place anſwer 
to Convenience, This being granted, in Courſe now 
follows all: We ſhall adviſe this wronged Maid to ſtead 


up your Appointment, go in your place; if the Encoun- 
ter acknowledge it ſeif hereafter, 


her Recompencez and here, by this is your Brother ſaved, 
your Honour untainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, and 
the corrupt Deputy ſcaled. The Maid -will I frame, and 


make fit for his Attempt: If you think well to carry this, 


as you may, the doubleneſs of the Benefit defends the 
Deceit and Reproof. What think you of it? 


I/ab. The Image of it gives me Content already , and 1 
truft it will grow to a moſt proſſ Perfedtion. 1h 
Dube. It lyes much in your holding up; haſte you ſpee- 


| dily to Angels; if for this Night he intreat you to his 


Bed, give him Promiſe of Satisfaction. I will preſently 
to St. Luke's; there at the moated Grange reſides this de- 


jected Mariana; at that place call 8 and 88 


with 127 that it 2 uickly. 


Elb. Nay, if there be no Remedy tor it, ut ther 


will needs buy and fell Men and — le Beaſts, 2 


ſhall have all the World drink brown and white Baſtard. 
Duke. Oh Heav'ns! what ſtuff is here? 


Clown. Twas never merry World ſince of two Uſaries 
2 Was mw, * worſer allow d by 
Order 


, it may compel him to 


[Exit $ 
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Order of Law, a furr'd Gown to keep _ warm; and 
furr'd with Fox and Lambs skins too, to fignifie, = 


Craft being richer than Innocency, Kade far tha faci 
Elb. Come your way, Sir : Bleſs you, good Fathe 


Friars 


| Duke. And you, goed Brother Father; what Offence 
. hath this Man ds you, Sir? | 
Elb. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the Law; and, Sir, 
we take him to be a Thief too, Sir; for we have found 
upon him, Sir, a ſtrange Pick-lock, which we have ſent 
to the Deputy. 
Date Fie, Sirrah, a Baud. a wicked Bad; 
The Evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 
What *tis to cram a Maw, or eloath a Back 
From ſuch a filthy Vice: Say to thy ſelf, 
From their abominable and beaftly Touches 
1 drink, I eat away my ſelf, live. 
5 _ thou —_ thy living i is 2 IO 
_ So fin epending? Go m mend. 
| Gb. Mel Tu de ſtink in — ſort, Sir; 
But yet, Sir, I would prove— _ 

Duke. Nay, if the Devil have given thee Proofs * Sin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to Priſon, Officer; 
Correction and Inſtruction muſt both work, | 
Ere this rude Beaſt will profit. a 
Ei. He muſt before the Deputy. Sir; he has given him 

Warning; the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-maſter ; if 
he be a Whoremonger, and comes before bim, he were 
as good go a Mile on his Errand. | 
Duke. That we were all, as ſome would denn to be, 
Free from all Faults, as Faults from ſeeming free. 

Enter Lucio. 

E. His Neck will come to your Waſte, a Cord, Sir. 

Clown, I ipy Comfort; I cry Bail: Here's a Gentleman, 
and a Friend of mine. 
Lucio. How now, noble 1 y? What, at the Wheels 

of Ceſar? Art thou led in Triumph? What, is there none 
of Pigmalion's Images newly made Woman to be had 
now, for putting the Hand in the Pocket, and wer 
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clutch'd? What Reply? Ha? What fay'ſt thou to this 
Tune, Matter -and Method ? Is't not drown'd i' th' laſt 
Rain? Ha? What ſay ſt thou, Trot? Is the World as it 
was, Man? Which is the way? Is it fad, and few Words? 
Or how? The Trick of it ? 

Dake. Still thus, and thus; ſtill work? | 
| Lucio How doth my dear Morſel, thy Miſtreſs? Pro- 
cures ſhe ſtill? Ha? 

Clown. Troth, Sir, ſhe hath eaten up all the Beef, and 
ſhe is her {elf in the Tub. --: 

Lucio. Why, tis ; it is the right of it; it mult be 
ſo. Ever your fre Whore, and your powder'd Bawd, | 


an unſhunn d Conſequence, it muſt be o. Art going to 


Priſon, Pompey ? | 
| Clown. Yes, Faith, Sir. 8 | 
Lucio. Why, tis not amiſs, Pompey: Pant: Go, ſay 1 


ſeat thee thither; for Debt, Fompey ? Or how? 


Elb. For being a Bawd, for bei 
Lucio, Well, then impriſon him; 
due of a Bawd, why, tis his ri 


a Bawd. 
Impriſonment bethe 
Bawd is he doubt- 


lefs, and of — too; Bawd born. Fare wel, good 


Pompey: Commend me to the Priſon, Pompey; you will 
turn good Husband now, Pompey; you will kcep the Houſe. 
1— 1 bope, Sir, your good Worſhip will be my 

Lucio. No indeed will I not, Pompey; it is not the wear; 
I will pray, Pompey, to encreaſe your Bondage, if you 
take it not patiently: Why, your Mettle is the more: A- 
dieu, truſty * | 

= And you Bridget ſuill, ELE 

paint P ? Ha? 

El. Come your ways, Sir, come. 

Clown, You vill not bail me then, Sir? 

Lucio. Then S r What Nana Friar? 


What News? 


Pompey, g | 
Exeuut Aw, Clow af 
What " ing Friar, ©; the Duke? , 
| M 3 | Duke e. 
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Dake. I know none: Can you tell me of any? 
Lucio. Some ſay, he is with the Emperor of Ruſſia; o- 
ther ſome, he is in Rome: But where is he think you ? 
Duke. I know not where; but whereſoever, I wiſh 

KT. Sls 

Lucio. It was à mad fantaſtical Trick of him, to ſtea] 
From the State, and uſurp the Beggary he was never born 
to; Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his Abſence; he puts 

Tranſgrefſion to't e 7 

Duke. He does well in't. 3 | 

Lucio. A little more Lenity to Leachery would do no 
harm in him; ſomething twe crabbed that way, Friar. 

Duke. It is too general a Vice, and Severity muſt cure it. 
Lucio. Yes, in good ſooth, the Vice is of great Kindred; 
it is well ally d; but it is impoſſible to extirp it quite, Friar, 
till eating and drinking be put down. They ſay, this An- 
gelo was not made by Man and Woman, after this down- 
right way of Creation; is it true, think you? 
Duke. How ſhould he be made then? | 
| Lucio. Some report, a Sea-maid ſpawn'd him. Some, 
that he was begot between two Stock-fiſhes. But it is 
certain, that when he makes Water, his Urine is congeald 
Ice; that I know te be true; and he is a Motion genera- 
tive; that's infallible. | 1 5 | 

Duke. You are pleaſant, Sir, and ſpeak apace. | 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthleſs thing is this in him, for 
the Rebellion of a Cod-piece, to take away the Life of a 
Man? Would the Duke that is abſent have done this? 
Ere he would have hang'd a Maa for the getting a hun- 
dred Baſtards, he would have paid for the nurſing a thou- 
ſand. He had ſome feeling of the Sport, he knew the 
Service, and thar inſtructed him to Mercy. . 
Dube. 1 never heard the abſent Duke much detected for 
Women; he was not inclin d that ways 


Lucio. Oh, Sir, you are deceiy'd. 
Duke. Tis not poſlible. | s 
Lucio. Who, not the Duke? Yes, your Beggar of fifty; 
and his uſe was, to put a Ducket in her Clack-diſh; 
Duke had Crotchets in him. He would be drunk too, that 
let me inform you. I 


4 


Duke. 
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Duke. You do him ſurely. 

Lucio. Sir, I was an Inward of his; a ſhy Fellow was 
the Duke; and 1 believe 1 know the Cauſe of his withs 
drawing, 

Duke What, prithee, might be the Cauſe? 

Lucio. No; Pardon : "Tis a Secret muſt be lockt with · 
in the Teeth and the Lips; but this I can let you under- 
—_ the greater File of the Subject held the Dake to be 
wile 


Duke. Wiſe? Why no queſtion but he was. 


Lucio. A very ſuperficial, ignorant, un weighing Fellow. 
Duke. Either this is Envy in you, Folly, or Miſtaking: 
The very ſtream of his Life, and the Buſineſs he hath hel- 
med, muſt upon a warranted need give him a better Pro- 
camation. Let him be but teſtimonied in his own bring- 
ings forth, and he ſhall appear to the envious, a Scholar, 
a Stateſman, and a Soldier; thererefore you ſpeak unskil- 


fully; or if your Knowledge be mare, it is much dark- : 


en'd in your Malice, 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I loye him. 5 

Duke. Love talks with better Knowledge, and Know: 
ledge with dear Love. 

Lucio. Come. Sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. 1 can hardly believe that, fince you know not 
what you ſpeak. But if ever the Duke return, as our Pray- 
ers are he may, let me deſire you to make your Anſwer 
before him: If it be honeſt you have ſpoke, you have 
Courage to maintain it; I am bound te call upon you, 
and I pray you your Name? 

3 my Name is Lucio, well known to the 
e. 

Duke. He ſhall know you better, Sir, if amy live to 
report you. 
| Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O. you hope the Duke will return no more ; or 


you imagine me too unhurtful an Oppoſite; but * 1 
dnn do you little harm: You'll forſwear this again? ; 


Lucio. I'll be hang'd firſt: Thou art deceiv'd in me, Fri. 


| ar. But no more of this. Caiit thou tell if claudi die to 


Morrow, or no? 
M 4 Dake, 
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Duke. Why ſhould he die, Sir? = 
Lucio. Why? For filling a Bottle with a Tun-diſh: l 
would the Duke we talk of were return'd again; this un- 
genitur d Agent will unpeople the Province with Conti- 
nency. | Sparrows mult not build in his Houſe. eves, be- 
cauſe they are leacherous. The Duke yet would have dark 
Deeds darkly anſwered; he would never bring them to 
light; would he were return d. Marry, this Claudio is 
cone emned for untruſſing. Farewel, good Friar, I pri- 
thee pray for me: The Duke, I ſay to thee again, would 
cat Mutton on Fridays. He's now paſt it; yet, and I 
ſay to thee, he would mouth with a Beggar, tho' ſhe 
{melt of brown Bread and Garlick: Say, I faid fo: 
Far ewel, | 2 | 2 5 | LExit. 
Duke. No Might nor Greatneſs in Mortality 
Can Cenſure ſcape: Back- wounding Calumny 
The whiteſt Virtue ſtrikes. What King ſo ſtrong 
Can tie the Gall up in the ſlanderous Tongue? 
But who comes here? e, os Ws 
; Enter Eſcalus, Provoſt, and Bard. 
Eſcal Go, away with her to Priſon. 3 
Band. Good my Lord, be good to me; your Honour 
is accounted a merciful Man: Good my Lord. 
|  Eſcal. Double and treble Admonition, and ſtill forfeit 
in the ſame kind? This would make Mercy ſwear, and 
phy the Tyrant... 3. - .. pes 5 
Prov. A Baud of eleven Years continuance, may it 
pleaſe your Honœuvrt. 

Bawd. My Lord. this is one Lucio's Information againſt 
me: Miſtreſs Kate Keep-down was with Child by him in 
the Duke's time; he promis'd her Marriage: His Child 
is a Year and a Quarter old, come Philip and Facob: I 
| have kept it my ſelf; and ſee how he goes about to a- 
buſe me. 5 hos Ke” SS 
Eſcal That Fellow is a Fellow of much Licence; let 
bim be call'd before us. Away with her te Priſon: 
Go to; no more Words,  {Exennt with the Bawd. 
_ Provoſt, my Brother Angelo will not be alter d; Claudio 

muſt die ta Morrow: Let him ann 
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and hwy 9 charitable P fon. 255 my Brother 
wrought by my Pity, it ſhould not be ſo with him. 
b; 1 Pro So Has _ this Friar hath been with him, and 
um advised him for the entertainment of Death.” © 
no Eſcal. Good Even, good Father, 
Ark Duke. Bliſs and Goodneſs on you | 
Eſcal. Of whence are ou? ddl Do] 
FA = Duke. Not of this Country, tho my Chance is now 
ö . To uſe it for my time: I am a Brother 5 
114 Of gracious „late come from the Sea, 
nd 1 In ſpecial Bufineſs from his Holineſs. 
> Eſcal. What News abroad i th World? 5 
* Duke. None, but that there is ſo great a Ferer on Good- 
neſs, that the Diſſolution of it muſt cure it. Novelty is 
only in Requeſt; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 
kind of Courſe, as it is virtuous to be conftant in any Un- 
dertaking. There is ſcarce Truth enough alive to make 
Societies ſecure; but Security enough to make Fellow 
ſhips accurſt. Much upon this Riddle runs the Wiſdam 
of the World; this News is old e h, yet it is every 
f what 


Day's News. I pray you, Sir, of Diſpolition was 

the Duke? EE LE oi, 4 
Eſcal. One, that above all other Strifes, 

Contended eſpecially to know himſelf. 


Duke. What Plealure was be given to? . 
Eſcal. Rather rejoicing. to ice another merry, than 
merry at any thing which profeſt to make him xcjoice. 
A Gentleman of all Temperance. , But leave him to his 
Events, with a Prayer they may prove -proſperons; and 
let me deſire to know how you find Claudio prepar'd? 
I am made to underſtand, that you have lent him Vit- 
tation, | __ | dtd >. 5 TRE 1 
Dake. He profeſſes to have received no ſiniſter meaſure | 
from his Judge, but moſt willingly humbles himſelf to 
the determination of Juſtice: Yet had he fram'd to him- 
ſelf, by the inſtruction of his Frailty, many decciving 
Promiſes of Life, which I, by my leiſure, have 
diſcredited to him, and now is he reſoly'd to di. 
Eſcal. You have paid the Heav'ns your Function, and 
the Priſoner the very Debt of your Calling. I have la- 
nnn, 


Should be as Holy as Severe: 


How may Likenefs made in Crimes, 
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bour d for the poor Gentleman, to the extremeſt ſhcre of 
my Modeſty, but my Brother: Juſtice have I found fo ſe- 
vere char he hath forc'd me to tell him, he is indeed Ju- 
ce. 
Dube. If his own Life 
Anſwer the ftraitneſs of his Proceeding, 
It ſhall become him well; wherein if he chance to fail, 
he hath ſentenc'd himaſelf. 
= I am going to viſie the Priſoner: Fare you 
_ wel [Exit 
| Duke. Peace be with you. 
He who the Sword of Heav'n will bear, 


Pattern in himſelf to know, 
Grace to ſtand, and Virtue go: 
More nor leſs to others paying, 
Than by Self. offences weighing. - 
| Shame t6 kin whods crus Arik | 
Kills for Faults of his own liking ! 
"Twice treble Shame on Angelo, : 
To weed my Vice, and let his grow! 
Oh, what may Man within him hide, 
Tho' Angel on the outward fide? | 


Making on the CR 
To draw with idle Spider's Strings 
Moſt ponderous and ſubſtantial things ? 
Craft againſt Vice I muſt apply. 
With Angels to Night ſhall 

— old betroathed, but 40 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


Enter Mariana, and Boy ſenging. 
ARE, 72 thoſe Lips away, 
— That {6 ſo ſweet ＋ ch 222. 
And thoſe Eyes, the ak of Day, 
Lights that do miſs-lead the Morn ; 
But my Kiſſes bring again, 
Seals of Love, but ſeal'd in vain. 


Enter Duke. 

Mari, Break off thy Song, and haſte thee quick away: 
Here comes a Man of Comfort, whoſe Advice 
Hath often ſtill d my brawling Diſcontent. 
I cry you mercy, Sir, and well could wiſh 
You had not found me here ſo muſical: 
Let me excuſe me, and believe me fo, 
My Mirth it much diſpleas'd, but pleas'd my Woes, 

Duke. Tis good; tho' Muſick oft hath ſuch a 
To make bad, good, and good provoke to harm. 
I pray you tell me, hath any Body enquir'd for me here 
to Day? Much upon this 2 have J promis d here to 
meet. 

Mari. You have not been * after: I have fate 


kere all Day. 
Enter Label. 

Duke. 1 do conſtantly believe you: The time is come. 
even now. I ſhall crave your forbearance a little; may 
de 1 — call upon you anon, for ſome Adrantage to 
your ſelf, 


[a Mari. I am always bound to %%. xx 


Duke. Very well met, and well come: 
What is the News from this goed ty? 
1/ab. He hath a Garden circummur d with Brick, 
WW hoſe Weſtern fide is with a Vineyard backt; 
nd to that Vineyard i is 2 planched Gate, | 
hat makes his opening with this bigger hoy: 
This other doth command a little Door, "mw 
Whic 
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Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leads; 
There have I made my Promiſe, upon the 
Heavy middle of the Night, to call 5 him. 
Duke. But ſhall you on your knowledge find th's Way? 
1ſab. I have ta en a due and wary Note upon't; 
With whiſpering, and moſt guilty Diligence, 
In Action all of Precept, he did ſhow | me 
The way twice o'er. | | 
Duke. Are there no other Tokens : 
Between you *greed, concerning her Obſervance? 
Iſab. No; none but only a Repair i ith*dark ; 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my molt ſtay 
Can be but brief; for I have made him , 
I ve a Servant comes with me along, 
That ftays upon me, whoſe — is 
come about my Brother. 
Dube. Tis well born uß. 
I have not yet made known to Alarians 
A Word of this. What hoa! within come forth! 
Enter Mariana. 


I pray you be acquainted with this * 
She comes to do you 


Jab. 1 do deſire e e 2 
Duke. Do you perſuade your {elf that 1 reſpect you 
Mari. Good Friar, 1 know you do, and have Ae it. 
Duke. Take then this your Companion by the Hand, 
Who hath a Story ready for your Ear: 
I ſhall attend your leiſure; but make haſte; 
The vaporous Night approaches. 
Mari. Wilt pleaſe you walk afide? [Ex. Mar. and 105 
Duke. Oh Place and Greatneſs! Millions of falſe Eyes 
Are ſtuck upon thee: Volumes of Report 5 
| Run with theſe falſe and moſt contrarious Queſts 
Upon thy Doings: Thouſand Eſcapes of Wit 
Make thee the Father of their idle Dreams, 
And rack thee in their Fancies, Welcome, how agreed? 
Enter Mariana, and Iſabel. 


1/ab. She'll take the Enterprze ber, Father, | 
If you adviſe it. LDN 0 


Duke 


— 


Vay? 
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Dake. It is not my Conſent, 
But my Intreaty too. 
Iſab. Little have you to ſay 


When you depart from him, but oft and d low, 
Remember now my Brother. . 
=_- Fear me not. 


atle Daughter, fear you not at * 


Mrs is 8 . on a Pre contract; 


To bring 22 ether, dis no Sin. 

Sith that Juſtice of your Title to him | 
Doth- flouriſh. the Deceit. Come, let us go; 

Our Corn's to reap, for yet our Tythes to ſow. [Exennr, 


SCENE II. The Prijon. 


Enter Provoſt, and Clown. 


| Prov Come hither, Sirrah: Can you cut off 2 K's 
Head? bs 
Clown. If the Man be 3 Sir. 1 can: * 
But if he be a marry d Man, he's his Wikes Fleas, © 11 
And I can never cut off a Woman's Head. | 
Prov. Come, Sir, leave me your Snatches, and yield me 
2 direct Anſwer. To Morrow Morning are to Ht Claudio 
and Barnardine: Here is in our Priſon a commen Executio- 
ner, hu in bis Office lacks a Helper; if thou will take it 
on you to aſſiſt him, it ſhall, redeem you from pa 
If not. you ſhz'] have your full time — Impriſonment, and 


your Deliverance with an unpitied Whipping; for you have 


been a notorious Bawd. 


 Bawd. Sir, I have been an unlawful Bawd, time out of 
miud, but yet I will be content to be a lawful Hangman: 


I would be glad to receive ſome Inftrufion from my 


Fellov-Partner. 


Prov. What hoa, where's Abbor ten. k 
2 fo 
 AHbher. Do you call, Sir? 
Prov Sirrah, here's a Fellow will kelp. you to Mor 
row in your Execution: It you think it meet, com 
with him by the Year, and let him abide here with 
you; it not, "uſo him tor the preſent, and diſmiſs * 


— —p 
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5 8 . he were my Brother 
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He cannot plead his Eſtimation with you; he hath been 


2 Bawd. 


Abhoy. A Bawd, Sir? Fie upon kim, be will difcredit 


| our Myſtery. 


| Prov. Go to, Sir; you weigh equally, a Feather will 
turn the Scale. (Exit. 
"OR Pray Sir, by your Fayour; for ſurely, Sir, 


⁊ good Fayour you have, but that you have a hanging Look; 
Do you call, $4 your Occupation a Myſtery? TOY 


Abbor. Ay, Sir, a Myſtery. 
Clown. Painting, Sir, I have heard fay, is a Myſtery ; 
and your Whores, Sir, being Members of my Occupatien, 


_ uſing painting, do prove my Occupation a Myſtery: But 
OE 1 — there ſhould be in hanging, if 1 ſhould be 
hang d, I cannot imagine. 


_ Abbor. Sir, it is a Myſtery. 
Clown, Proof. 


 Mbbor. Ev true Man's Apparel fits y our Thief, 
Clown. If it be too little for your Tha your true Man 


thinks it big enov If it be too big for your Thief, y our 
Thief thinks it lit enough: So every reve Man's Apparel 


2 Enter Provoſt. 

Prov. Are you agreed? 

Clown. Sir, 1 ſerve him: Forl do fin a porting: 
nan is a more penitent Trade than our Dandy 


 oftner ask Fo 


Prov. dag ng e, 


Morrow, four a Clock. 


Abhor, Come on, Bawd, [ will inflru thee in my 


Trade; follow. 


Clown. I do deſire to learn, Sir; and I hope, if you have 


occafion to uſe me for your own turn, you ſhall find me 
ooo For truly, Sir, bn aa. 


I Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: 


Tb one has my Pity; not a jot the other, 


- — — 


1 


Thou muſt be made Im 
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Enter Claudio. 
Look, here's the Warrant, Claudio, for thy Death ; 
"Tis now.dead 3 and 79 ht to Morrow 
's Barnardine ? 
Claud. As faſt lock'd up in 11 guiltleſs Labour, 
When it lyes ſtarkly in the Traveller's Bones: 
He will not awake. 
Prov. Who can do good on him? 


Well, go, prepare your ſelf. But hark, what Noiſe? | 


Heav Spirits Comfort; B . 
n give mfort; 
I hope Ea dn Ford rdon, or R 4 AN 


For he molt gentle c_ Welcome, Father. 


Duke. The beſt and wholſom'ft of the Night | 
* 1 good Provoſt: Who call'd here of late? 


one ſince the Curphew 
— Not Iſabel? OG 


Frou. No. 


Duke. will then, ere t be 
Prov. N 
Duke. There's ſome in hope. 


Prov. It is a bitter 


Duke. Not fo, not io; his Life is parallels. % 
Eren with the Stroak and Line of bs great Juſtice; | 
He doth with holy Abſtinence ſubdue | 
That in kim which he re 0 ie Powe 
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- Duke. As near the Dawning, Provoſt, as it is, 
You ſhall hear more ere Morning 

Prov. Happily 
You ſomething know; yet I believe there comes 
Na Countermand; no ſuch Example have we: 
Beſides, upon the very ſiege of Juſtice, | 
Lord Angelo hath ro the publick Ear 
Profeſt the contrary. 


Enter & * 

| Dubs This is his Lordſhip? Aer“ 

Prov. And here comes Claudis's Pardon. 

Meſſ. My Lord hath ſent you this Note, 
And by me'this further Charge, 
That you ſwerve not from the ſmalleſt Article of it it, 
Neither in Time, Matter, or other Circumſtance. 
Good Morrow; for, as I take i ir, it is almoſt Day. 


Prov. I ſhall obey him. 2 [Exit Meſſen, 

Date. This is his Pardon, purchasd by ſach Sin A 
For which the Pardoner bimfelf i is in: 2 
Hence hath Offence his quick Celerity, _ 7 210 


When it is born in high 3 
| When Vice makes Mercy, Mercy 's ſo GEES 15 
Thar for the Fault's love, is th' ks friended, 
| Now, Sir, what News?? 1 | 
DE Gas 
Lord Ang -like, me remiſs 
| Nee 162 10 7 
With this unwront on, methinke 0 5 0 
n re. 5 
_ oF you let's hear. F 


Proyoſt reads the Letten. 
2 bear te the contrary, Is Clavdio be. caps 
-" any fore the Clock. and in the Afternoon Barnar- 
dine: F or my better Satisfattion, let me have Claudio 
. Head fone ano by Sw: Let this be duly „ with 4 
Thought thas mere depends th it than ce mach: yo deliver. 
Ann pen Kaye 


wha A you to this, Sir? 


Duke, 
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Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be executed 
in th' Afternoon? 

Prov. A Bohemian born but here nurſt up and bred, 
One that is a Priſoner nine Years old. 

Duke. How came it; that the abſent Duke had not either 
deliver d him to his Liberty, or executed him? I have heard 
it was ever his manner to do fo. 

Prov. His Friends ſtill wrought Reprieves for him; 
And indeed his Fact. till now in the Government of Lord 
Angelo, came not to an undoubtful Proof. 

Duke. It is now apparent? 

Prov. Moſt roanifeſt and not deny d by himſelf. 

Duke. Hath he born himſelf A in Pr. ſon? _ 
How ſeems he to be touch'd? _ _ 

Prov. A Man that, apprehends Death no more dreadful- 
Iz, but as a drunken Sleep, careleſs, wreakleſs, and _— 
Els of what's paſt, preſent, or to come; inlenũble of 
Morality, and deſperately mortal. | 

Duke, He wants Advice. 

Prov. He will hear none; bn beth crcrmare bed the li- 
berty of the Priſon; Give him leave to eſcape hence. he 
would not: Drunk many times a, Day, if not many Days 
entirely drunk. We have very oft awak'd him, as if to 
carry him io Execution, and ſhe vd him a ſeeming 1 
rant for it; it hath not m«cy'd him at all. | 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in! 
Brow, Proveſt, Honeſty and Conſtancy; if I read it not 
truly, my ancient Skill beguiles me; but in the boldneſs 
of my cunniag, I will lay my ſelf in Hazard. Claudia, 
whom here you have Warrant to execute, is no greater 
Forteit to the Law than Angelo, who hith ſentenc d him. 
To 2 underſtand this in a manifeſted. Effect, I 
crave but Days Reſpite; for the which you are to 
L 

Prov. Pray, Sir, in what? | | 
Duale. In the delaying Death. _ _ 1 

Prov, Alack! dave ow I do it, kaving te How's 
mited, and an expreſs Command, under Penalty, to deli- 
ver his Head in the view of Angelo? 1 may 2 7 Re: 
e els 12 
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| Duke. By the Vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 
If 1 Inſtructions may be your Guide: 

this Barnardine be this Morning executed, 
And his Head born to Angelo. 


Prov. Angelo hath Gm them both, 
And will diſcover the Favour. 


Dake. Oh, Death's a great Diſguiſer, and you may add 
to it; ſhave the Head, and tie the Beard, and fay, it wa 
the Deſire of the Penitent to be barb'd before his Death; 
you know the Courſe is common. If any thing fall to 
you upon this, more than Thanks and Fortune; by 
＋ Saint whom [ 1 I will plead againſt i it with my 

e. 

Prov. Pardon me, Father; it is againſt my Oath. 

Duke. Were you *. one the Duke, or to the Deputy? 

Prov. To him, and to his Subſtitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no Offence, if the 
Duke avouch the Juſtice of your Dealing? 

Prov. But whar likelihood; is in that? 

Due. Not a Reſemblance, but a Certainty; yet ſince ſee 
you fear ful, that neither my Coat, Integrity, nor my Per- 

lion, can with caſe aitempt you, I will go further than 
I meant, W oy all Fears out of you. Look you, Sir, here 
is the Hand and Sea! of the ; you know the Cha- 
racter, I doubt not, and the Signet is not fringe to you 
| Prov. I know them both. 

Duke. The Contents of this is the Return of the Duke; 
you ſhall anon over-read it at your Pleaſure; where you 
| ſhall find within theſe two Days he will be here. This is 

a thing which Angeio knows not; for he this very Day re- 

_ ceives Letters of ftrange Tenor, of the Duke's 
Death, perchance entering into me Monaſtery, but by 
* coin of what is writ. Lock, the unfolding Star 
up the Shepherd; our ſelf inte amazement 
how hels thinus Would be * A Difficulties are but cat 
when they are - \ Somme Call your Executioner, and off 
with Barnardine's Head: I will give him a preſent Skrift, 

and adviſe him for a better Place. Yet you are amaz d, 
| but this ſhall abſolutely reſolve you "Come away it is 
a clear Dawn. I 


e 


* 
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J Enter Clown. 
Clown. 1 am as well acquainted here, as I was in our 


Houſe of Profeſſion; one would think it were Miftreſs O- 


— own Houſe; for here be many of her old Cuſto- 

: Firſt, here's young Mr. Ra 

— of brown eppe and o 

add ſeventeen 1 of which he made ſive Marks ready 
12 Mony: Marry then, Ginger was not much in requeſt ; 


eath; for the old Women were all dead. Then is there here 


all to one Mr. Caper, at the Suit of Maſter Three-Pile, the Mer- 


; by cer, for ſome four Suits of Peach-colour'd Sattin, which 


h my now peaches him a Beggar. Then have we here young 
Dizy, and young Mr. Deep vom, and Mr. Copper-ſpar, 
Oath, Starve-Lacky, the Rapier and Dagger Man, and 


puty? eve g Dropheire, that kill'd luſty Pudding, and Mr. Forth- | 


| the Tilter, and brave Mr. Shooty, the great Travel- 
if the — and wild Half-Canne, that ſtabb d Pots, and, I think, 


forty more, 1 doers in our Trade, 1 are — 


for the Lord's 
+» Enter Abhorſon. | 
Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither. 


Maſter Barnardine. 
Abhor. What hoa, Barnardine! 
_  Barnardine within. 


there? What are you? 

Clown, Your Friend, Sir, the Hangman: _ 

You muſt be ſo good, Sir, to riſe, Moons Dunk 
Barnar. Away, you Rogue, away, I am teepy- 
Abhor, Tell him he muſt awake, 

Ard pe: uickly too. 


_ ** ſleep afterwards. 
| JAbhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 


Straw ruſsle. 
Enter Barnardine. 


Abbey, 1s the Ax upon the Block, Sirrak? 
6 2 — 


he's in for a Com- 
Ginger, 3 ae and 


Clown. Maſter Barnardine, you muſt riſe and be hang, 


Barnar. A Pox of your Throats; who makes that 1 noe 


. Maſter Barnardive, awake till you are exe: 


Clown. He is coming, Sir, be is coming; 1 hear the 
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Barnar. How now, Abhorſont 
What's the News with you? 
Ahblor. Truly. Sir, 1 you to clap into you 
Prayers: For look you, the Warrant's come. 
Barnar. You Rogue, I have been drinking all Night, 
1 am not firted fort. 
Clows Oh, the better, Sir; for he that drinks all Night, 
amd is hang'd betimes in the Morning, NO 
der all the next Day. 
Enter Duke. 


| Aber Look you, Sir * comes your ghoftly Father, 
Do we jeſt now, think you? 
Duke. "Sir, induced by my Charity, and hearing how ha 
ſtihy you are to depart, I am come to adviſe you, comfort 
you, and pray with you. 
Barnar. Friar, not I: Thavebeen drinking herd all Night, 
and will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhall 
beat out my Brains with Billets: I will not conſent to die 
this Day, t x the 's certain. 
Duke, Oh Sir, you muſt; and therefore 1 beſzech you 
look forward on the Journey you ſhall go. 
Banat. 1 rear 1 well nor de to hey for any Mark 
Perſia ion. | 
Duke. But hear you, 
Barnar Not a Word: If you have any thing to fa 
to me, come to my Ward; for thence will not I to 


Day. 4 
| | Entgy Provoſt. 5 
Duke. Voſir to live, N. die: Oh gravel Heart! 
After him, - Fellows: him to the Block. 


Prov. Nov, Sir, — you find the Priſoner? 
Duke. A Creature unprepar'd, unmeet for * 
And to tranſport him in the Mind he is, 
Were damnable. 
Prov. Here in the Priſon, Father, 
There dy'd this Morning of a cruel Fever, 
One Ragoxine a moſt notorious Pirate, ; 6 
A Man of Claudio's Years; his Beard and Ie 
4 of his Colour. What if we do omit 8; 
n Repowbats, till he were well enclin'd, 


And fatisfie the Deputy with the — 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 
| Duke. O. tis an Accident that Heay' n protide: 
TY Diſpatch it preſently ; the Hour draws on 
he. Prefixt by Angelo: See this be done, 
* And ſent according to Command; whiles I 
Wight, Perſuade this rude Wretch willingly to die. 
fn. Prov. This ſhall be done, good Father, preſently. 
5 But Barnardine muſt die this Afternoon: 
And how i}a!l we continue Claudio, | 
ather To fave me from the Danger that might come, | 
rf ff he were known alive? 
eh. Duke. Ler this be done; 1 
ö mfon Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine ond Claudio: 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his Journal pong 
Night; To yonder Generation, you ſhall find 
Voor Safety manifeſted, 
Prov. I am your free Dependant. v 


Now will I write Letters to 
The Provoſt he ſhall bear them, whole Contents 
Shall witneſs to him lam near at home; 
And that by great Injunctions | am bound 
To enter publickly: Him Vl! defire 
To meet me at the conſecrated Fount, . 
A League below the City; and from thence, 
By cold Gradation, and well-vallcNd Form,- | 
We ſhall proceed with Angelo. 

Enter Proves. 
Prov. Here is the Head, I'll — ſelf. 
Duke. Convenient is it: Make a ſwift Reborn ; 
For I would commune with you of fuch things 
That 3 no Ear but yours. 


Iſab. Peace hoa, be here, 

Duke. The Tongue of Iſabel. $he comes to know, 
If yet her Brother's Pardon be come hither: : 
But I will her ignorant of her Good, 
To make her heaw'al 7 Comlorts of Befr. 


3 Whea it is leaſt ex | b 
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Duke. Quick, diſpatch, and ſend the Head to Angel. 


Prev. I'l make all peed, [- : 5 lan. 
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Enter Iſabel. 
Iſab. Hoa, by your Leave. 
—— Good Morning to you, fair and gracious Daugh 


"I The better given me by ſo holy a Man: 
_ et the Deputy ſent my Brother's Pardon ? 
be ke had Sdn d him, Iſabel, from the World; 
| Bis Head i is off, and ſent to Angelo. 
Iſa. Nay, but it is not fo. 
Duke. It is no other. 
 Shew your Wiſdom, Daughter, in your RO Patience. 
708 Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his Kyes. 
Duke. You ſhall not be admitted to his ſight. 
Tab, Unhappy Claudio, wretched Iſabel! 
Tnjurious World, moſt damned Angels ! 
Duke. This hurts not him, nor profits you a ot: 
Forbear it therefore, give your Cauſe to Heay'n : 
Mark what I ſay, which you ſhall find | 
2 Syllable a faithful Verity. 
Duke comes home to Morrow; 3 7 dry your Bey 
One of our Convent, and his Confeſſor, 
Gives me this Inſtance: Already he hath carry d 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo, 
Who do prepare to meet him at the Gates, 
There to give up their Power. If you can, pace your Wiſdom 
In that good Path that I would wiſh it go, 
And you ſhall have your Boſom on this Wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, Revenges to your Heart, 
And al Honour. 
I/ab. I am directed by you. : 
Duke. This Letter then to Friar Peter give; * 
Tis that he ſent me of the Duke's Return: 
Say, by this Token, I deſire his Company 
At Mariana's Houſe to Night. Her Caule, and yours, 
I'll perfect him withal, and he ſhall bring you 
Before the Duke; and to the Head of Angelo 
Accuſe him home aud home. For my poor ſelf, . 
I am combined by a ſacred Vow, 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you with this Letter: | 
Command theſe * Waters from your Eyes 


With 


Id 


z 


ce. 


vn 
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With a light Heart; truſt not my holy Order 
If I pervert your Courſe. Who's here? 
Enter Lucio. 
Lucio. Good Even; 5 
Friar, where's the Provoſt ? | 
Duke. Not within, Sir. 3 1 
Lucio. Oh pretty Iſabella, I am pale at mine Heart to ſee 
thine Eyes ſo red; thou muſt be patient; I am fain to dine 
and ſup with Water and Bran; I dare not for my Head 
fill my Belly: One fruitful Meal would ſet me tot. Bur, 
they ſay. the Duke will be here to Morrow. By my Troth, 
Jabel. I lov'd thy Brother: If the old fantaſtical of 


dark Corners had been at Home, he had lived. 


Duke. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholden to 
your Reports; but the beſt is, he lives not in them. 
Lucio. Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke ſo well as I 
do; he's a better Woodman than thou tak'ſt him for. 


Duke, Well; you'll anſwer this one 2 chat ye well, 


Lucio. Nay, tarry, I'll go along with 

I can tell thee pretty Tales of the Duke, 
Duke. You have told me too many of him already, Sir, 

if they be true; if not, none were enough. ; 

_— I was once before him for getting a Wench with 
ild. 1 5 By 

j c 
Lucio. Yes, marry did I; but I was fain to forſwear it; 

They would elſe have marry'd me to the rotten Medler. 
Duke. Sir, your Company is fairer than honeſt: Reſt 


* 


„„ e 
Lucio. By my Troth, I'll go with thee to the Lane s- 
end: If bawdy Talk offend you, we'll have very little 
of it; nay, Friar, I am a kind of Bur, I ſhall ftick. 
SCENE III. The Palace. 
Tn Enter Angelo «nd Eſcalus. ; ANY 
Eſcal. Every Letter he hath writ hath diſyouch'd other. 


Ang. ln moſt uneven and diſtracted manner. His Acti- 
A 


8 Sl "es | F. | ; * - 
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be not tainted: And why meet him at the Gates, N 
liver our Authorities 3 
Etccal. I gueſs not. G 5 
Ang. And why ſhould we cen it in an Hour be. 
fore his entring, that if any crave Redreſs of Injuſtice, 


they ſhould exhibit their Petitions in the Street? 
. He ſhews his Reaſon for that; to have a Diſpatch 


/aints, and to deliver us from Devices hereaſter, 


which | then have no Power to ſtand againſt us. 
Arg. Well; I beſeech you let it be prociaim'd betimes 

i th' Morn; In call you at your Houle: Give Notice to 

ſuch Men of fort and ſuit as N meet him. pp 

| Eſcal. 1 ſhall Sir: Fare you well. [Exit 

Ang. Good Night. 

This Deed unſhapes me quite, makes me os =: my 

And dull to all Fan A defloured Maid, 

And by an eminent Body, that enforc de 

The Low againſt it? But that her tender Shame 

Will not proclaim againſt her Maiden loſs, 

How m 'ght ſhe Torgue me? Yet Reaſon A her ws 

Fer my Authority l off a credent Bulk, 

That no particular Scandal once can touch, - 

But it confounds the Breather. He ſhou'd have 17d, | 

Save that his riotous Youth, with dangerous «nc; 

Might in the Times to come, have ta'en Revenge 

By fo receiving a diſhonour'd Life, 

With Ranſom of fuch Shame: Would yer ke had wa. 

Alack, when once our Grace we have for 


Nothing goes right, we would ee. LE 
eee = 
' SCENE The Fields ee 1 


Eure Duke in bis om Mabie, and Friee Neter. 
Duke. Theſe Letters at fit time deliver me. 
The Proveft knows our Purpoſe and our Plot: I 
The Matter being afoot, keep your Inſtrution, I 
And hold you ever to our ſpecial Drift, 1 
Tho" ſores you do bench trom this ro tha, 4 


a * 9 F 
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As Cauſe doth miniſter; Go call at Hauius 
And tell Him whore May; give the like = 


To Valencius, Rowland, and to Craſſus, 
ng the Trumpets to the Gate: 


generous and 


* 


1 2 


uid, roo on 


* — Fa. 4 4 ry * 
„ 
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ACT v. SCENE 1. 
SCENE the Sereee. 
Enter Duke, Varrius, Lords, Angelo, Eſcalus, Lucio, 
and Citizens, at ſeveral Doors, © 


Die. very worthy Couſin, fairly met; 

Our old and achful f W are glad E 

Ang. and Eſe. Happy Return be to your Royal Grace, 
Duke. Many and hearty thanks be to you both: 

We have made/Enquiry of yeu, and we hear 

Such Goodneſs of your Juſtice, that our Soul 

Cannot but yield you forth to — Thanks, 
Forerunning more Requital. 


= = make — i gre © : 
ſpeaks loud, 1nd 1 ould wry 
| e | 

When it deſerves, with Characters of | 
A forted Reſidence ink the cook of Time, 
And razure of Oblivion: Give me 
And let the Subject ſee, to e 1 
That outward Courteſſes would fain 
Favours that within. Come, Eſcalus, 
[And good Sapp y us on our other Hand : 

ood rters are ou. 

* V kan Fer and label, 

Perer. Now is your time: 5 
Speak loud, and kneel before him. 
Jab. Juſtice, O royal Dake; vail your 
| WVpon a wrong d, | wad ton hws Bai a 
Oh worthy Prince, diſnonour not your =” 

By throwing it on any other Object, 
Till you have heard me in my true Complaint, 
And give me Juſtice, Juſtice, Taftice, Juſtice, 
Duke. Relate your Wrongs; 

In what, by whom? be brief: 
| Here is Lord {ap Juſtice; 


2 your {elf to him. 
uM 


3 Dake, 


- 


That which but ſeems unlike; Tis not im 
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You bid me ſeck Redemption of the Devil: 
Hear me your elf; for that which I muſt ſpeak 


' Muſt either puniſh me, not being belicv'd, 


Or wring Redrels from you: 
Hear me; oh hear me here. 
Ang. My Lord, her Wits, I fear me, are not firm: 
She hath been a Suitor to me for her Brother, 
Cut off by courſe of Juſtice. 
Iſab By courſe o Juſtice! | | 
Ang. And ſhe will ſpeak moſt bitterly. | 
Iſab. Moſt ſtrange oe et moſt truly "will I ſpeak; 
That Angelo's forfworw: Is it not ſtrange? 
That Angelos a Murtherer : Ist not ſtrange? 
That Angelo is an adulterous Thief, 
An Hypocrite, a Virgin Violater: 
Is it not ſtrange, and ſtrange ? 


y. it is ten times 
; Ifab. It is not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true as it is ſt | 
Nay, it is ten times true; for Tru is Truth 
To th' end of reckoning, 
Duke. Away with her: Poor Soul, 
She ſpeaks tha in el infireaity of Senſe, 
Iſab. Oh Prince, 1 conjure thee, as thou beliey'ft- 
There is another Comfort than this World, 


That thou neglect me not, with that 


inton, 
That Len d with ber rt, Make not impoſſible 


poſlible 
But one, the wicked'ft Caitiff on the Ground, 


— as ſhy, as grave, us juſt, as abſolute NY 
; ev'n ſo may Angelo, 


In all Ciracts, Titles, Forms, 
— MM Arch-villain; Believe it, Royal Prince, 


be leſs, he's s nothing; but he's more, 


Had I more Name for Badnefs. 


Duke. By mine Honeſty, 


If ſhe be mad, . 1 
Her Madneſs hath the oddeſt frame 1 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 

Madneſs. 


As e er 1] heard in 3 
N Jab. 
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Jab. O gracious Duke, 
Harp not on that; nor do not baniſh IR 
For Inequality ; but let your Reaſon ſerve 
To make the Truth appear, where 5 "Res kid, 
And hide the falſe ſeems true. 
Duke. Many that are not mad 
Have ſure more lack of Reaſon. 
What would you ſay? 
Jab. I am the Siſter of one Clawdio, 
Condemn'd, upon the Act of Fornication, | 
To loſe his Head ; condemn d by Angelo: 
1, in Probation of a Siſterhood, 
Was ſent to by my Brother; one Lucio, 
As then the Meſſenger, — 
Lucio. That's I, and't like your Grace: 
I came to her from Claude, Ad e 
To try her ous Fortune . 
n Var bib * Brother's Pardon. ES pat 5 
 Iſab. That's he indeed. eee, = 
Duke. You were not bid do elk. 6 run 


TLacio. No, my good Lord. 
Nor witſh'd to bald my Peace. 5 ag? 


We 
ou take note of it: And when you 1 
De e 

Be perfect. 

Lucio. I warrant your Houour. 

Duke. The Warrants for your ſelf; 8 

Ee. This Gentleman told ſomething of 2 Tate! * 

Lucis. Right. 
Due. It may be right, bot you ere i ih wrong 
M n Proceed. 

went 
e 
| Duke, That's omewhat madly ſpoken. 
Pak. ...-.....: 
| The Phraſe. is to the Matter. 
| Duke, Mended again: The Matter; 

Jas. In brief; to ſet the needleſs by, 

1 bow I pray d, and 
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How he refell'd me, and how | reply'd, 
For this was of much length; the vile Concluſion 
I now begin with Grief and Shame to utter. 
He would not, but by Gift of my chaſte Body 
To. his cancupiſcible intemperate Luft, 
Releaſe my Brother; and after much Debatement, 
My ſiſterly Remorſe confutes mine Honour, 8 
And I did, jeld to him: But the next Morn betimes, 1 
His Purpoſe: forfeiting, he ſends a Warrant > 
For my poor Brother's Head. 
Duke. This i is moſt likely! 
Ti, 'Oh that it were as like as it is true! 
Duke. By Heav'n, fond Wretch, thou know ſt not what 
thou ſpeak'ſt; 
Or elſe thou art ſuborn d againſt his Honour 
In hateful Practice. Firſt, bis Integrity 
Stands without Blemiſh; next, it imports no Reaſon, 
That with ſuch kalen he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf: If he had fo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy Brother by himaf, 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath ſet you on 
Conſeſs the Truth, and ay by whoſe * 
Thou cam'ſt here to complain. 
Iſab. And is this all?” 
Then oh you bleſſed Miniſters above, 
Keep me in Patience; and with ripen d time, 
Unfold the Evil which is here wrapt uß 
In countenance: Head n ſhield yc ur Grace from Wo. 
As I thus wrong d, hence unbelieyed go. 
Dude. I know you'd fain be gone. s Officers 
To Priſon with — Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalous Breath te fal! 
On him ſo near us? This needs mull be a Practice. 
Who knew of our Intent, and c hither ? 
Iſab. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowick. 
Duke. A ghoſtly Father belike; 
Who knows 1 Kaas 
Lucio, My Lord, 1 w. him; — 
1 Wr. 


— yaur Grace 


--- 
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In your Retirement, I had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 
Duke. Words againſt me? This is a good Friar belike, 
| And to ſet on this wretched Woman here 
Againſt our Subſtitute ! Let this Friar be found, 
Lucio. But Leſternight, my Lord, ſhe and that Friar, 
I fay them at the Priſon: A Ty Friar, 
A very ſcurvy Fellow. 
Pieter. Bleſſed be your Royal Grace! 
| I have ſtood by, my Lord, and I have heard 
Your Royal Ear abus'd. Firſt hath this Woman 
Moſt ny cy fo accus'd your Subſtitute _ 
Who is as free | or ſoil with her, 
Ad the from ane might. | ä 
Duke. We did believe no leſs. 5 0 
EKnow you that Friar Ledowick which ſhe ſpeaks of? 
i * I know him for a Man divine a d holy ; 
ot ſcurvy, nor a temporary Medler, | # 
As he's reported by this Gentleman; 
And, on my Truſt, a Man that never . 
Did, as he vouches, miſreport your Grace. 
Lucio. My Lord, molt villanouſly ; believe i it. 4 
Peter. Well; he in time may come to clear — 
But at this inſtant he is fick; my Lord, mY 
Of a ſtrange Fever; his meer 1 
Being come to knowledge, that there was Complete 
Intended againft Lord Angels. came I hither 
To ſpeak, as from his Mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and falſe; and he with his Oach, | 
And all Probation, will make up full clear, * * 
Whenfvever he is convened, Firſt, for this Woman, . 
To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman. * 
So vulgarly and 8 . 
Her ſhall you hear diſproved to her Lyes, ' 
Till ſhe her ſelf confeſs it. 
Duke. Good Friar, let's hear it. 
Do you not ſmile at this, Lord Angelo? 
O Heay'n! the vanity of wretched — 
Give us ſome Seats; Come, Couſin Ang 
In this II be impartial: Be y ro he, * #- 
Of your own Caune, Is this the ink, Friar? 3 
Enter 


ir, 


af; 


| Who thinks 
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Enter Mariana weild. 

Firft, let her ſhew her Face, and after ſpeak. 

Mari. Pardon, m Ley Iwill not ſhew * Face 
Until my Husband 
Duke. What, are you — 
Mari. No, my Lord. 
Duke. Are you a Maid Þ+ 
Mari. No, my- Lord. 

Duke. A Widow then? 

Mari. Neither, my Lord. 

Dake: Why, «rs you. nothing then? Neither Maid, Wi- 


dow, nor Wife? 


Lucio. My Lord, ſhe may be 2 Punk; b many at- 
them are — Maid, Widow nor Wife. | ; 

Duke. Silence that Fellow: I would he had ſome Cauſa | 
to prattle for himſelt. 

Lucio. Well, my Lord. 

Mari. My Lord, [do confeſs I ner was mand. 
And I confeſs beſides, I am no Maid; | 
] have known my Husband, yet my. Husband. | 
Knows not that ever he knew me. 

Lucio. He wasdrunk then, my Lord; it can be no better, - 

Duke. For the benefic of Silence, would thou wert ſo too. 

Lucio. Well, my Lord. ö 

Duke. This is — Witneſs for Lord Ab 

Mari. Now I come tot my Lord. 


She that aceuſes him of Fornication; 2 
In ſelf-ſame manner doth accuſe my We e 
And charges him, my Lord. Si aches. 
man Cad-Mapn wins Arczs, . e 
With all tt Effe@ of Love. e 


Ang. Charges ſhe more than me? 
Mari. Nat that i kn. 
Dake. No? you fay your Husband- [To Marianai- — 
Mari. Wh I Lord, and that is Angus, eb 
Chaos that he ne er knew my . 

But knows, he thinks, that he knows Laber. 
Ang. This is a ſtrange Abuſe: Let's ſee thy Face. 


Mari. . Ivllunmaxk-[Uewwilg 0 
This is that Face, thou crue! 8 
Which | 
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Which once thou ſwor ſt was worth the on: 
This is the Hand which, with a vow'd 
Was faft belock d in thine: — » = wie 
| That took away the Match from 1/abet, 
And did ſup pply thee at thy . - 

In ber imagia d Perſon. 

Due Know you this Woman? 

Lucio. Carnally, ſhe ſays. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. | 
Lucio. Enough, my Lord. 

1. My Lord, — 3. know this Woman; 
And five Years ſince there was ſome { of Marriage 

r off, 

- Partly for that her promiſed Proportion 

— Compolition; but in chief, 
For that her Reputation was diſ. valu c 

In Levity; Since which time, of five Years + 
I never —— fa her, nor heard from ke. 

; Upon my Faith and Honour. 1 
Mari. Noble Prince, © | 
Asthere comes Light from Heay' and word hom Bret, [| 
EY OE CIS? 
I am affiane'd this Man's Wife as ſtrongly 
As Words could make up Vows: dad my good Lond, 5 
But Tweſday Night laſt gone, ine Garden-houſe' 
He knew me as a Wife; as this is true, 

Ler me in ben raiſe ms from wy Knees; | 

Or elſe for even be n 

1 Ang. I did badaſs th till now. Scope of Jubiees 
Now, m me A 
My Bee Ne 1 touch d: 1 do perceive. 

Theſe poor informal Women are ne more: 
— — of ſorke mood maightine Member = = 
That ſets them on. . 

To find d Practice out. 


— * 
| 7 pernicious Woman, TY of * 
W 
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Tho' they would ſurear down each Saint, 
——ů w/e gainſt his 8 
That's feal'd in Approbation? Tou, Lord 14 
Sit with my Couſin; lend him your kind Pains 

To find out this Abuſe, whence ris deriv d. 
There is another Friar that ſet them on; 

Let him be ſent for. 

Peter. Would he were here, my Lo rd; for he indeed. 
Hath ſet the Women on to this 
Your Proveft knows the Place where © nike 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it inſtantly. 
e 
Whom it concerns to hear this Matter forth, 

Do with your Injuries as ſeems you beſt 

In any Chaſtiſement: I for a While 

Will leave you; but ſtir nat you, ill you have my 

* — upon _ — 24 Exit. 
Eſcal. My Lord, we — Erive Lac did 

not 3 to be a diſnoneſt 

Perſon | 

Lucio. Cucullne tov fecit Monachum; honeſt in nothing 
but in his Cloaths, and one that bath ſpoke molt villanous : 
Speeches of the Duke. bs , 

Eſcal. We ſtallintreat youtoabide here'rill he come, and 
inforce them againſt him; we ſhall ind this Friar a noh. 
ble Fellow. N 

Lucio. As an in Mans os my Werd. | 

Eſcal. Cali that ame J, Iſobel here ones again: 10 
ſpeak with her: I 282 my Lord, give me — to 
queſtionz you ll handle hers Be ONE | 

Lucio. 8 121 

Eſeal. Say you? 


Lucio. Marty, Sir, I think priextely 5 
. 
am 3 
Ar INN 8 
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Eſcal. Come on, Miſtreſs: Here's a Gentle woman de 
nies all that you have fade. 
Lucio. My Lord. here comes the Raſeal I ſpoke of, 
OT 
— In very good time: Speak not you to him il 
we call upon you. 
Lucio. Mum, | 
Bhs pore fn did y to ſlan- 
der Lord Angelo? They confeſs . 
Duke. Tis falſe. 225 | 
| Eſcal. How? Know you where you are? 
Due. Reſpect to your great Place; and lee the Devil 
By ſometime honour'd for his burning Throne. 
Where is the Duke? *Tis he ſhould hear me ſpeak. | 
E ccal. The ns 06 o WE WER Gage yan Rocks 
| Took you ſpeak juſtly, 
Duke. Boldly at leaſt. But oh, poor Souls, 
Come you to {eek the Lamb hereof the Fax? | 
Good night to your Redreſs: Is the Duke 
Then is your Cauſe too. The Duke's un 
Thus to retort your manifeſt Appeal, 
And pur your Trial in the Villain's Mouth 
Which here you come to accuſe. 
LCucio. This is the Raſcal; this is he I ff i of. 
Eſcal. Why, thou unreverend and ow'd Friar, 
ler not enough thon haſt ſuborn'd theſe Women 8 
To accuſe this worthy Man, but in foul Mouth, 
And in the witneſs of his proper Ear, - | 
To call him Villain; and t ze glance from him 
To th' Duke himſelf; to tax him with Injuſtice? 
Tuke him hence; ro tf Rack with him: —_— 
Joint by Joint we will know * . 
nts — | 
Duke. Be not ſo hot; the Duke dare 
No more ſtretch this Finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own: His Subject am I not, 
Nor here Provincial; my Bufineſs in this State 2 
Made mea Looker on here in Vienna; — 
Where I have ſeen Corruption boil and bi 
Till it o er- un the Stew: Laws for all Faults” 
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But Faults ſo countenanc'd, that the ſtrong Statutes 
Stand like the Forfcits in a Barber 8 Shop, weeks 
As much in Mock as Mark. 

Eſcal. Slander to th' State! 

Away with him to Priſon. 

Ang. What can you vouch againſt him, Signior Lale? 
Is this the Man that you did tell us of ? 

Lucio. Tis he, my Lord. Come hither, Goodman Bald- 
pate : Do you know me? | 
Dake. I remember ou, Sir, by the ſound of your Voice: | 
I met you at the Priſon in the Abſence of the Duke. 

Lucio. Oh, did you ſo? Lak do you remember what 
you ſaid of the Duke? 

Duke. Moſt notedly, 8 

Lucio. Do you fo, Sir? 1510 was the Duke (Vis e 
ger, a Fool, and a Coward, as you then reported him, to 
de? 

Duke. You muſt, Sir, change Perſons with me ere you 
make that my R Tou indeed ſpoke fo of him, and 
much more, mu -wotle : | 

' Lucio Oh thou damnable Fellow! did not 1 pluck thee 
by the Noſe for thy Speeches? 

Duke. I proteft, 1 love the Duke as I love my ſelf. 

An. Hark how the Villain would cloſe no- after bis 
treaſonable Abuſes. 

Eſcal. Such a Fellow is not to be talk d withal: Awa 
wich him to Priſon: Where is the Proveſt? Away with | 
bim to Priſon; lay Bolts enough upon him; let him ſpeak 
no more; away with thoſe Giglets too, and with the o- 
ther confederate Companion. 

_+ Dake. Stay, Sir, ſtay a while. | 
_— Ang. What! reſiſts he? Help him, Lucio. | 
1 Lucio. Come Sir, come Sir, come Sir; foh, Sir; wil os 
bald-pated lying Raſcal; you muſt be hooded, muſt you? 
Show your Knave's Viſage, with a Poxto you; ſhow your 
2 Face, and be bang d an Hour: Will't not off? 
| Pulls of the Friars Hood, and diſcovers the Duke. 
8 Duke. Thou art the firſt Knave that Cer mad ſt a Duke. 
85 Firſt, Proveft, let me bail theſe gentle three, 
Sneak not away, Sir; for the Friar and you ” ey : 
3 Nuſt have a word anon: Lay how on BIB. Tio, 
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No longer Seſſion hold | upon my Shame; 
But let my Trial be mine own Confeſſion: 
Immediate Sentence then, and ſequent Death, 


Say; waſt thou ever contracted to this Woman? 


Do you the Office, Friar; which 
Return him here 


3 : I . 8. 


Than at the ſtrangeneſs of it. 


Attornied at your Service. 


That I, your Vaſſal, have e and 1 


And now, dear Maid, be you as free to us. 
Tour Brother's Death, I few the at your Heart: 
And you may marvel why I obſcur d my ſelf, 
. 
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Lucio. This may I. than hanging. 
Duke. What you poke, I pardon; 7 down: 


We'll borrow place of bim; Sir, by your Leave: 
Haſt thou or Word, or Wit, or Impadence, 


ann . 
Arg. Oh my dread Lord, 


To 0 OS OT 


d cp, your Grace, like Weider divine, 
Hath Ioo 'd upon my Paſſes: Then, good Prince, 


Is all the Grace I beg, 
Duke. Come hither, Arts 


Ang. I was, my Lord. | 
Duke. Go take her hence, and 


. ber ier, 
Go with hi =I 5 
again: Go with him, Prot 

Re Agel, Mort ind Proves. 
. My Lord, I am - akon 


Duks. Come hither, Iſabel; 3 
Your Friar is now your Prince: As I was then | 
Advertiſing, and holy to your Buſineſs, - 

Not changing Heart with Habit, I es fill 


Iſab, Oh give me Pardon, 


Your un own Soyeraign + ol 
Duke. You are panden d. abel: 3 * 


<4 


Remuntrance of my badden Foyer, ned 
Than 


* k 
J 
». 


Moſt audible, even from his -— 9 
And Angelo for Claudio; Death for 


I crave no other, nor no better Man. 
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Than let him be ſo loſt: O moſt kind Maid, 
It was the ſwift Celerity of his Death, 
Which I did think with ſlower foot came on, 
That brain d my Purpoſe: But Peace be with him. 
That Life is better Life, paſt Death, 3 
Than that which lives to Fear: e 1t your Comfort, 
So happy is your Brother. 
Enter Angelo, Mariana, Perer, and Provoſt. 

T/ab. I do, my Lord. | 

Duke. For thisnew-marry'd Man, = here, 
Whoſe ſalt Imagination yet hath v 
Your well-defended 2 ; you mu "hy 
For Mariana's Sake: But as he ad 'd 2 
Being Criminal, in double — © Fr _y 
Of ſacred Chaſtity, and of Promiſe-breach, 


| Thereon dependant for your Brether's Life, 


The very Mercy of the Law cries out 


Haſte ſtill pays haſte, and eie anfwers leiſure 
Like doth quit like, and Meaſure ſtill for Meafure. 


Then, Angelo, thy Faults are manifeſted; | 
| Which tho' thou wouldfi deny, denies thee vantage... 
We do condemn thee to the very Block 


Where Claudio ſtoop'd to Death; and with like _ 


Away with him. 


Mari. Oh m moſt gracious Lord, 


I hope you will not mock me with a Husband? 


Duke. It is your Husband mock'd you with a Hurband. | 
Conſenting to the Safeguard of Honour, 
I thought your Marriage fit; elſe Im 


For that he ktiew you, might reproach Life, 
And choak Dag ory. nb For his Fs, 

Altho by Clnfilertion they are ours, q 

—_ - aid apts yr 4am 
To buy you a better Husband. 


Mari. Oh my dear Lord, 


Duke. Never crave him; wee are definitive, | 
1 my Leige, 


278 MrAsUuRR for MeaSURE 


Duke. You do but loſe your Labour: 
Away with him to Death. Now, Sir, to you. 
Mari. Oh my geod Lord. Sweet I/abel, take my Part; 
Lend me your Knees, and all my Life to come 
= _ you, all my Life to do you Service. 
, fone all "Senſe you do importune her; 
x cel down, in mercy of this Fact, 
Her Brother's Ghoſt his paved Bed would break, 
And take her hence in Horror. 
sweet Iſabel, do yet but kneel by me, 
Hold up your Hands, ſay nothing; I'll ſpeak all. 
They ay, beſt Men are 1 out o Faults; 
And, for the moſt, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: So may my Husband, 
Oh Vat will you not lend a Knee? 
= He dies for Claudie's Death. 8 
Jab. Moſt bounteous Sir, Kneeling. 
Look, if it pleaſe you, on this Man condemn'd, 
As if my Brother liv d: I partly think, 
A due Sincerity govern d his Deeds, 
Till he did _ me: Since it is ſo, 
Let him not die. My Brother had but Juſtice, 
In that he did the thi for which he dy d. 
For Angelo, his Act I. ot ofer-take his bad Intent, 
ans muſt be bury'd but as an ade ar 
t periſh'd by the way: Thoughts are no Subjects: 
N but * Thou hts. 
Mari. Meerly, my Lord. 
Duke. Your Suit's un rofitable; ſtand up, I Gay: 
I have bethought me of another Fault. 
Provoſt, how came it Claudio was beheaded. 


: 


Prov. It was commanded ſo. 

| Duke. Had you a ſpecial Warrant for the Deed? 

Prov. No, my good Lord; it was by private M-ige: 

Due. For which I do 2 you of yup Office: 

_ Give up your Keys. | 

: 2 Pardon me, noble Lord. 

Te due it was a Fault, but knew it no: 
repent me, aker more Advice; Per 


- 


For 


By this 
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For Teſtimony whereof, one in the Priſon, 
That ſhould by private Order cle have 97, 
I have reſerv d alive. | 
Duke. What's he? 

Prov. His Name is Barnardine. 

Duke. I would thou hadſt done ſo by Claude: 
Go fetch him hither; let me look upon him. 
Eſcal. I am ſorry one ſo learned, and ſo wiſe 
As you, Lord Angelo, have till appear d, 
Should ſlip fo gr groſly, both in the heat of Blood, 


And lack of temper d Judgment afterward. 


Ang. | am forry that ſuch Sorrow I procure; 


And ſo deep ſticks it in my penitent Heart, 


That I crave Death more willingly than Mercy: 
Tis my def and I do intreat it. 
Butter — Barnardine, Claudio, and — 
Dube. Which is that Barnardine ? a 
Prov. This my Lord. . 
Duke. There veas a Friey told me of this Man: | 
Sirrah thou art ſaid to have a ſtubborn Soul 


That apprehends no further than this World, 
And ſquar ſt thy Life accordingly: Thou'rt condemn'd. 
But for thoſe earthly Faults, I quit them all: 

I pray thee take this Mercy to provide 


For better times to come: Friar, adviſe him; 


I leave him to your Hand. What muffled Fellow's that? 


Prov. This is another Priſoner that I fav'd, 
Who ſhould have dy'd when Claudio loft his Head, 
As like almoſt to Claudio as himfelf. 

Duke. If he be like your Brother, for his ſake 


Is he pardon'd; and — lovely fake, 


Give me your Hand, and you will be mine, 

He is my Brother too; but fitter time for that. 
Angelo perceives he's ſafe; 

Merhinks I for o quickning in his Eye. 

Well, Angels, your Evil quits you well; 

Look that you love your Wife; her Worth worth » 

ys in my bit 0 

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon. 

You, . wage | 


> And ſee our Pleaſure herein executed. 
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One all of Luxury, an Aſs, a Mad-man; Ga Hol 
Wherein have I fo deſeryd of yu f gu 127 
Lucio. Fai » it but according | 
Trick; if you wil hang mo for it 5 
ae SER 
Duke. Wine firſt, Sir. e 
Proclaim it, Provef, round about the 
= Woman wro 
e heard him fwear 


Lucio. 1 beſeech your Hi nefs, do not marry OY 

Whore: 9 9 Highneſ fad even now, | made you, Duke; 

rey RT IRE te ang: mea. 
cko 


Duke. U Ten 2 
Thy Slanders 1 forgive, and therevitha} here | 
Remit thy other Forfeits ; take him to Priſon : tz728 


Wippe anthathing Cs ont 7 mee Death, 
Duke. Slandering © 


is meet youll fhould know, [omar 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


5 80nus, Dake of Eobeſus. 
Egeon, 4 Merchant of Syracuſe. 


Amipholis of Epheſus, * in 2 to 


eon and /Emilia, bat 
Antipholis ef Syracuſe, — to each oo. | 


Dromio of Epheſus, $ Taxis Brothers, ann lever ts 
Dromio of Syracuſe, & the tue Antiphulis's, 
Balthazar, à Merchavt,. 

Angelo, 4 Goldſmith, 

A Merchant, Friend to Antipholis of Syracuſe. 
Dr. Pinch, 4 Schook Maſter, and 4 Conjurer. 8 


Emilia, Wie 1 Egeon, « an | Albeſt at Epheſin, 
Adriana, Wife to Antipholis of Epheſus. | 
Luciana, Siſter to Adriana, 

Luce, Servant to Adriana, 


Faun, Officers and orber umme. 


SCENE al. 


— 2 q 8 : pi: a 


8. 
* 


Comed 


Enter the Duke of Epheſus Eg 


y of Errors. 


—— xꝛͤ— 


Attendant — Failer, and 
EG EZ 0 N. 


„ pov; of Doh end Woes 
2 . fo 
Duke. Merchant of Syracuſa, plead no 
more; | 
am not partial toinfringe our Laws: 
— The Enmity and Diſcord which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous Outrage of your Duke, 
To Merchants, our well-dealing Countrymen, 
Who wanting Gilders to redeem their Lives, 
Have ſeal'd his rigorous Statutes with their Bloods, 
Excludes all Pity from our threatning Looks. 
For, ſince the mortal and inteſtine Jars 
'Twixt thy ſeditious Countrymen and us, 
It hath in ſolemn Synods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracuſſan and our ſelves, 
Tadmit no Traffick to our adverſe Towns. 
Nay, more; if any born at Epheſus 
Be ſeen at any Syracuſinn Marts and Fairs: 


Again 


ceed, Sehens to procure my Fall, @= 


(ox = . of- Exrxons. 


nn the of Bp —.— be dies; 
His Goods con to the Duke's diſpoſe, 
Unleſs athouſand Marks be levied 
To quit the and ranſom him. 
Thy Subſtance, valu'd at the higheſt rate, 
Cannot amount unto a hundred Marks; | 
Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd to die. [done, | 
LEgeon. Yet this my Comfort, when your Words are 
My Woes end likewiſc with the Evening Sun. 
Date. Well, Syracuſian, fay in brief the Cauſe, 
Why thou depart ted'ſt from thy native Home; 
for what Cauſe thou cam'ſt to Epheſus, 
| ZXgeon. A heavier Task could not have been impoe'd, 


Than | to ſyeak my Grief uaſpeakable:, 
Vet that the 7 World may 2 tat my Eu d 
Was wrought * Nature, not by vile Offence, 
Ell utter Sorrow me leave: 

In Syracuſa — — wed 
Unto a Woman, happy but for me ; EE 
And by me too, not our Hap been bad: 

With hes I lin d. in Jo y, our Wealth ingueas'd. 1 
Hen ms. You A 2 1 
my Factor i Deatlʒ , 
great bare of Caods at random leaving, | 

—_ me 12 kind Embracements of my L 
From whem my Abſence was not fix Meaths old, 

Before her ſelf, almoſt at fainting uader —_ — | 
The p Puniſhment that Women bear,” 
Had made Proviſion for her following me, 
And ſoon and ſafe arrived where I Was. 

There ſhe had not been long, but ſhe became 


A jeyful Mother of two good] ak 
Per © e 


| As could not be dag bat Names. 

That very Hour, and in the ſclt- 2 Inn, 

A mean Woman was delivered 

Of ſuch a burthen, Male - twins beth alike: 

Thoſe, for their Parents were exceeding 

idee n . 

4 My 
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My wife, not meanly proud of two ſuch Boys, 
Made daily Motions for our Home return: 
Unwilling I agreed; alas! too ſoon we came aboard. 
A League from Epidammiam = we 8 Jo 
Before the always wind-obe 
Gave any tragick Inſtance o — = M 4 
2 But longer did we not retain much 
* For what obſcured Light the Heav'ns di 


* Did but convey unto our fearful Minds 
A doubt ful warrant of immediate Death; | 
Which tho my ſelf would gladly have embrac'd, 
Yet the inceſſant weepi Sf —_ 
Ty Weeping before for wil __ ſhe 2 muſt come, 
bl 


And piteous Plainings of the pretty Babes, 1 
That —— for Faſhion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc d me to ſeek Dela s for them and. me: 
And this it was, for Means was none. 
The Sailors t for Safety by our Boat, 
And left the Ship then ſinking-ripe to us 
My Wife, more careful for the Elder born, 
| Had faſten d him 71 * a {mall ſpare Maſt, 
w__— Such as Sea-fari provide for Storms; 
CA! To him one of e other Twins was bound, 
8 Whilſt I had been like heedful of the other. 
| The cm thus diſpos'd, my Wife and I, 
Fixing our Eyes on whom our Care was fixe, 
Faſteñ d our ſelves at either end the Ship, 
And floating ſtraight, obedient to the Stream, 


wary carry d towards Corinth,. as we ** | 
: | 


1 u pon the Earth, 
Düper ang upon ek us; 
dye of his wiſh d Light. 
as 2 L diſcovered 
wo om amain to us, 
0f Grin ha, of Ep . u 255 . „ 1 
t ere came oh let me {ay no more; i 
Gather the Sequel by that went — 2 q 
Duke. Nay, forward old Man, do not break of lo, | =_ 
For we may N 8 


Zgeon, 
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Zgeon. Oh had the Gods done fo, 1 had not now 

Worthily term'd them mercileſs to us; 
For ere the Ships could meet by twice five Leagues, 
We were encountred by a mighty Rock; 
Which being violently born up upon, 
Our helpleſs Ship was ſplitted in the midſt: 

So that in this unjuſt Divorce of us : 
Fortune had left to both of us alike, 
What to delight in, what to ſorrow for. 
Her part, poor Soul, ſeeming as burdened 
With leſſer Weight, but not with leſſer Wo, 
Was carry'd with more ſpeed before the Wind, 
And in our fight they three were taken up 
By Fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 
At length another Ship had ſeiz d on us; | 
And knowing whom it was their hap to fave, 
Gave helpful velcome to their ſhipwrackt Gueſts, 
And would have reft the Fiſhers of their Prey, 
Had not their Bark been very flow for Sail; ons 
And therefore homeyard did they bend their Courſe. 
Thus have you heard me ſever d from my Bliſs, 

"That by Misfortunes was my Life prolong'd, 
To tell fad Stories of my own Miſhaps. 
Due. And for the fakes of them forrow'ſt for, 
Do me the Favour to dilate the full, e 
What hath befall'n of them and thee till now. 
geen. My youngeſt Boy, and yet my eldeft Care, 

tive 


At eighteen Years became 
After his Brother, and importyn'd me, 
That his Attendant, for his Caſe was like, 
| Reft of his Brother, but retain d his Name, 
Might bear him Company in the queſt of him: 
| Whom whilſt J labeur'd of a Love to ſee, 
I hazarded the Loſs of whom I lovd. © 
Five Summers have I ſpent in fartheſt Greece, 
Roaming clean through the Bounds of Aſia, 
And ing homeward, came to Epheſus: . 
Hopeieſs to find, . loath to leave unſoupht, 
Or that, or any Place that harbours Men. 
But here muſt end the Story of my Life; - 
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And happy were J in my timely Dk, 
Could all my Travels warrant 2 the 1% 1 
Duke. Hapleſs geen W. tes ** mare 
To bear thy es of a dire en 3 
No truſt me, were it not againſt our Laws, 
Againſt my Crown my Oath, my Dignity, 
Which Princes would, they may not diſanul, 
My Soul ſhould ſue as Advocate for thee, 
But tho thou art adjudged to the Death, 
And paſſed Sentence may not be recall d, 
But to our Honout's great Diſparagement, 
Yer will | favuur thee in what I can; 
Therefore, Merchant, I limit thee this Day 
To ſeek thy Life by beneficial Help: 
Try all the Friends hou haſt in Epheſus, 
Beg thou, or borrow to make up the Sum, 
And live; if not, then thou art deom'd to die: 
Jailor, take bim to thy Cuſtody. 
Fail. 1 will,” my Lord. 
| Egeon. H cleſs and he leſs doth Zgeon wend, I 
But to e his liveleſs End. Zn 
2 — pholis of Syracuſe, à Merchant, and Dromio. 
Mer. Therefore give out, © 3-7 oe 
ber that your Goods tw fon be cones 3 | 
Day a Syracufian Merchant 
Is 1 for Arrival here; 
And not being able to buy out 'his Life, 
According to the Statute of the Town, 
Dies ere the weary Sun ſets in the Weſt: - 
There is your Mony that I had to | 
Ant. Go bear it to the Cancuy, where we hoſt, 
And ſtay there, Dromio, till I come to thee: 
Till that I Il view the Manners ef the Town, 
1 it will be r* time, 
e raders, Buildin 
And then return and fle fleep within mine lan; 
For with long W220 12 I am ſtiff and * 
Get thee away. 


Dro, Many a Man would take you at your Word, | 
And go indeed, having ſo good 8 Means. [Exid Dromio: 
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Ant. A truſty Villain, Sir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with Care and Melancholy, ” 0 
Lightens my Humour with = gy 3 3. 
What, will you walk with me about the Town, 
And then go to the Inn and dine with me? 
Mer. I am invited, Sir, to certain Merchants, 
Of whom 1 hepe to make much Benefit: 
I crave your Pardon, Soon at five a Clock, 
Pleaſe you, I'll meet with you upon the Mart, 
And afterward Conſort you till Bed-time: 
My preſent Buſineſs calls me from you now. 
Ant. Farewel till then; I will go loſe my ſelf, 
And wander up and down to view the City. 
Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own Content. 
Ant. He that commends me to my own. Content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the World am like a of Water, 
That in the Ocean fekramorher _ ay 
Who falling there to fizd his Fellow forth, 
Vnſeen inquiſitive, confounds himſelf : 
So l, to find a Mother and a Brother, 
Ia queſt of them, unhappy, loſe my ſelf. 
Bo Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 
Here comes the Almanack of my true date. 
What now? How chance thou art return d ſo ſoon? 
E. Dro. Return d ſo ſoon! rather approach'd tao late: 
The Capon burns, the Pig falls from the Spit, 
The Clock has ſtrucken twelve upon the Bell; 
My Miſtreſs made it one my Cheek; A 
She is ſo hot becauſe the Meat is cold; _ 
The Meat is cold becauſe you come nat home; 
| You come not home becauſe yqu have no Stomach; 
You have no Stomach having broke your Faſt: _ 
But we that know what tis to faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your Default to day. 
An. Stop in your Wind, Sir; tell me this I pray, 
Where you have left the Mony that I gave you? 
E. Dro. Oh, fix Pence that 1 had a Wedneſday laſt, 
To pay the Sadler for my Miſtreſs Crupper? 


The Sadler had it, Sir; I kept it not. 
Ant. I am not in a ſportive Humour now; 
Tell me and dally not, where is the Mony? 
We being Strangers here, how dar'ft thou truſt 
So great a Charge from thine own Cuſtody? 
E. Dro. | pray you jeſt, Sir, as you fit at Dinner: 
I from my Miſtreſs come to you in Poſt, 
If I return, I ſhall be Poſt indeed; ER 
For ſhe will ſcore your Fault upon my Pate: 
Methinks your Maw, like mine, ſhould be your Cook, 
And firike you home without a Meſſenger. | 
Ant. Come Dromio, come theſe Jeſts are out of Seaſon; 
Reſerve them *till a merrier Hour than this: 
| Where is the Gold I gave in Charge to thee? 
t Mer. E. Dro. To me, Sir? Why, you gave no Gold to me. 


ot, Ant. Come on, Sir Knave, have done your fooliſhneſs, 


And tell me how thou haſt diſpos'd thy Charge? 


E. Dro. My Charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 


Home to your Houle, the Phenix, Sir, to Dinner; 
My Miſtreſs and her Siſter ſtay for you. 
Ant. Now as I am a Chriſtian anſwer me, 
In what ſafe Place you have beftow'd my Mony; 
Or I ſhall break that merry Sconce of yours, 
That ſtands on Tricks when I am undiſpos d: 
Where is the thouſand Marks thou hadſt of me? 5 
| E. Dro. I have ſome Marks of yours, upon my Pate; 
o late: WW Some of my Miſtreſs's Marks upon my Shoulders; 
. But not, a thouſand Marks between you both. 
It I ſhould. pay your Worſhip thoſe again, 
Ferchance you will not bear them patiently, 


Aut. Thy Miſtreſs's Marks? What Miſtreſs, Slave, haft 


thou? 


ach; T E. Dro. Your Worhip's Wife, my Miſtreſs at the Phanix 3 


She that doth faſt till you come home to Dinner; 
And prays that you will hie you home to Dinner. 
= An. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my Face, 
_ : Being forbid ? There take you that, Sir Knave. 


[Exit Dromio. 
Nen . (0) Au. 
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E. Dro. What mean you, Sir? For God fake hold your 
Nay, and you will not, Sir, II take my Heels, Hands; 


: 


«tt 2 
* 33 — - * * 
Row cage — — — — ñ p S.. „ * —_ 4 
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Ant. Upon my Life, by ſome Device or other, 
The Villain is o'er-wrought of all my Meny: 
They ſay, this Town is full of Couzenage; 

As nimble Juglers, that deceive the Eye; 
Dark-working Sorcerers, that uy the Mind; 
Soul- killiag Witches, that deform the Body ; 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebanks, 

And many ſuch like Liberties of Sin: 

If it prove fo, I will be gone the ſooner. 

I'll to the Centaur go to ſeek this Slave; 2 
I greatly fear my Mony is not ſafe. ¶Exii 


—— —„ 


ATU ON 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. NI Either my Husband, nor the Slave return d, 
2 That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeek his Maſter? 
Sure, Luciana, it is two a Clock, 

Luc. Perhaps ſome Merchant hath invited him, 
And from the Mart he's ſomewhere gone to Dinner: 
Good Siſter, let us dine. and never fret. n 

A Man is Maſter of his Liberty: 

Time is their Maſter, and when they ſee time, 

They'll go or come; if fo, be patient, Siſter. . 

Adr. Why ſhould their Liberty than ours be more? 
Luc. Becauſe their Buſineſs ſtill lyes out a- door. 
Aar. Look, when I ſerve him fo, he takes it ill. 
Luc. Oh, know he is the Bridle of your Will. 
Aar. There's none but Aſſes will be bridled fo, 
Luc. Why, head ſtrong Liberty is laſht with Wo. 

There's nothing ſituate under Heav'n's Eye, 

But hath its bound in Earth, in Sea, and Sky: 

The Beaſts, the Fiſhes, and the winged Fowls, 

Ae their Male's Subjects, and at their Controuls: 

Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 

Lord of the wide World, and wide watry Seas, 

Indu'd with intellectual Senſe and Soul, 

Of more Preheminence than Fiſh and Fowl 


70. | 


Arc 
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Are Maſters to their Females, and their Lords: 
Then let your Will attend on their Accords. 
Adr. This Servitude makes you to keep unwed. 
Luc. Not this, but Troubles of the Marriage-bed. 
Aar. But were you wedded, you would bear ſome Sway. 
Luc. Ere I learn to Love, vi practiſe to Obey. 
Adr. How if your Husband ſtarts ſome other where? 
Luc. Till he comes home again I would forbear. 
Aar. Patience unmey'd, no maryel tho' ſhe pauſe; 
They can be meek that have no other Cauſe: 
A wretched Soul bruis'd with Adverſity, 
We bid be quiet when we hear it cry; IP 
But were we burden'd with like weight of Pain, 
As much, or more we ſhould our ſelves complain; 
So thou that haſt no unkind Mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpleſs Patience wouldſt relieve me: 
But if thou live to ſee like right bereft, 
This fool-begg'd Patience in thee will be left, 
Luc. Well, I will marry one day but to try; 
Here comes your Man, now is your Hucband nigh, 
7 Enter Dromio Eph. 5 


Aar. Say, is your tardy Maſter now at hand? 


E. Dro. Nay, he's at two Hands with me, and that my 
two Ears can witneſẽ. 

5 Say, didſt thou ſpeak with him? Know ſt thou hi: 
ind? | | | | 
E. Dro. Ay, ay, he told his Mind upon mine Ear, 

Beſhrew his Hand, I ſcarce could underſtand it. | 
Luc. Spake he ſo doub:fully, thou could'ſt not feel his 

Meaning ? „% LE es; | | 
E. Dro. Nay, he ſtruck ſo plainly, I could too well feel 

bis Blows; and withal ſo doubtfully, that I could ſcarce 

—_ them. * NR: | : 

But fay, I prithee, is he coming home? 

It ſeems he hath great Care to pale he —c- 

E. Dro. Why, Miſtreſs, ſure my Maſter is Horn-mad. 
Ar. Horn-mad, thou Villin?  * 
E. Dro. I mean not Cuckold- mad; 

But ſure he is ſtark mad: 

When I deſir d him to come home to Dinner, 

9 e He. 
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He ask'd me for a thouſand Marks in Gold: 

Tis Dinner-time, quoth I; my Gold. quoth he: 
Your Meat doth burn, quoth I; my Gold, quoth he: 
Will you come, quoth I ? My Gold, quoth he: 

Where is the Thouiand Marks I gave thee, Villain? 
The Pig, quoth I, is burn'd ; my Gold, quoth he. 

My Miſtreſs, Sir, quoth I; hang up thy Miſtreſs; 

I know not thy Miſtreſs; out on thy Miſtreſs: 

Luc. Quoth who? ” 


E. Dro. Quoth my Maſter: i know, quoth he, no Houſe, 
no Wife no Miſtreſs; ſo that my Errand, due unto my 
Tongue, I thank him, I bare home upon my Shoulders: 

For in concluſion, he did beat me there. 

Aar. Go back again, thou Slave, and fetch him home. 
E. Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's fake fend ſome other Meſſenger. 

Aar. Back, Slave, or I will break thy Pate acroſs. 
E. Dro. And he will bleſs that Croſs with other beating: 
| DPetween you [ ſhall have a holy Head. 
Adr. Hence, prating Peaſant, fetch thy Maſter home. 
E. Dro. Am I ſo round with you as you with me, 
That like a Foot-ball you do ſpurn me thus? 
You ſpurn me hence, and he will ſpurn me hither: 
If I laſt in this Service, you muſt caſe me in Leather. 
Tuc. Fie, how Impatience lowreth in your Face 3 | 
Adr. His Company muſt do his Minions grace, 
Whilſt I at home ſtarve for a merry Look: 
Hath homely Age th' alluring Beau'y took 
From my poor Cheek? Then he hath waſted it. 
Are my Diſcourſes dull? Barren my Wit; 
If voluble and ſharp Diſcourſe be marr d, 
Vnkindneſs blots it more than Marble hard. 
Do their gay Veſtments his AﬀeCtions bait? 
That's not my Fault; he's Maſter of my State; 
What Ruins are in me that can be found, 
By him not ruin d? Then is he the greund 
Of my Defeatures. My decayed fair, 
A ſunny Look of bis would ſoon repair, 
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But, too unruly Deer, he breaks the Pale, 
And feeds from home; poor J am but his Stale. 
Luc. Self. harming Jealouſie ; fie, beat it hence. . 
Adr. Unfeeling Fools can with ſuch Wrongs diſpenſe: 
] know his Eye doth Homage o:her- where; 
Or elſe what lets it but he would be here? 
Sifter, you know he promis'd me a Chain, 
Would that alone, alone he would detain, 
ouſe, So he would keep fair qua ter with his Bed. 
o my I ſee the t wel beſt enameled 5 
Iders: Will loſe his Beauty; yet the Gold bides ſtill 
That others touch, and often touching will: 


me. Since that my Beauty cannot pleaſe his Eye, 
e? Ill weep, what's left, away, and weepieg die. 
5 Luc. How many fond Fools ſerve mad J ealouſie? 


. 
Fnter Antipholis of Syracuſe, | 
Ant. The Gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 

Safe at the Centaur, and the heedful Slave 
Is wander'd forth in care to ſeck me out. 
By computation, and mine Hoſt's report, 
I could not ſpeak with Dromio, ſince at firſt 
ſent him from the Mart, See here he comes. 
Enter Dromio < Syracuſe, 
How now, Sir? is ycur merry Humour alter d? 
As you love Stroaks, fo jeſt with me again. 
You know no Centaur? You receiv'd no Gold? 
Your Miſtreſs ſent to have me home to D.nnec? 
My Houſe was at the Phenix? Waſt thou mad, 
That thus ſo madly thou didſt anſwer me? 5 
S Dro. What Anſwer, Sir? When ſ lake I ſuch a Word? 
Ant Een now, even here, not half an Hour ſince. 
S. Dro. I did not ſee you ſince you ſent me hence 
Home to the Centaur, with the Gold you gave me. 
5 Ant. Villain, thou didſt deny the Gold's Receipt, 
And told ſt me of a Miſtreſs, and a Dinner; 
For which I hope thou felt'ſt 1 was diſpleas d. | 
S. Dro. J am glad to ſee you in this merry Vein: 
What means this Jeſt, I pray you, Maſter, tell me? 
Ant. Yea, doſt thou jeer and flout me in the Teeth? 
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Think ſt thou I jeſt? Hold, take thou that, and that, 


[Beats Dro, 
S. Dro. Hold, Sir, for God's ſake, now your Jeſt is Earneft; 
Upon what Bargain do you give it me? 
Ant. Becauſe that 1 familiarly ſometimes 


Do uſe ycu for my Pcol, and chat with you, 


Your Sawcine(s will jeſt upon my Love, 

And make a Common of my ſerious Hours. 

When the Sun ſhines let fooliſh Gnats make - api 

But creep in Crannics when he hides his Beams: 

If you will jeſt with me, know my Aſpect, 

And faſhion your Demeanor to my Looks; 

Or J will beat this Method in your Sconce. _ 

E Dro. Sconce, call you it? So you would leave bat- 
tering, I had rather have it a Head; an you uſe theſe 


_ Blows long, I muſt get a Sconce for my Head, and in- 


ſconce it too, or elſe I ſhall ſeek my Wit in wy Shoul- 


ders: But I pray, Sir, why am I beaten? 
Ant. Doſt thou not know? 


S. Dro. Nothing, Sir, but that I am beaten. 
Ant. Shall I tell you why? 


S. Dro. Ay, Sir, and wherefore; for they fay, every 


why hath a wherefore. 


Ant. Why, firſt for flouting me; and then wherefore, 
for urging, it the ſecond time to me. 


S. Dro. Was there ever any Man thus beaten out of 


Seaſon, 
When in the Why and Wherefore i is neither Rhime nor 
_ _ Reaſon? 


Well, Sir, I thank you. 


Ant. Thank me, Sir, for what? 
S. Dro. Marry Sir, for this ſomething that you gave me 


for nothing. 
Ant. I'll make you amends next, to give you nothing for 


E Pon Bur fay, Sir, is it Dinner-time? 


S. Dro. No, Sir; I think the Meat wants that I have. 
Ait. In good time, Sir, what's that? 
S. Dro. Baſting. 

Aut. Well, Sir, then twill be dry. 5 

$. Dro. If it be, Sir, I pray you eat not of it. 3 
4. Your Reaſon? S. Dro« 


g. Dros 


is, fo plentift 
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S. Dro. Leſt it make you Cholerick, and purchaſe me 


another dry baſtin 


Ant. Well, Sie, fearn to jeſt in good time; there'satime | 


for all things. 


S. Dro. 1 durſt have deny'd tant, before you werſochs- 
lerick. 

Ant. By what Rule, Sir? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, by a Rule as phi th plain bald 


Pate of Father Time himſelf, 


Ant. Let's hear it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a Man to recover his Hair 
that grows bald by Nature. 

Ant. May he not do it by Fine and Recovery? 

S. Dro. Yes, to pay a Fine for a Peruke, and recover the 
loſt Hair of another Man. 

Ant. Wh , is Time ſuch a niggard of Hair, being, as it 
an Excrement? | | 

S. Dro. Becauſe it is a Bleſſing that he beſtows on Beaſts; = 
and what he hath ſcanted them in Hair, he bath given 
them in Wit. 58 
_ Why, but there's many a Man hath more Hair 

Wit. 

2 Not a Man of thoſe but he hath the Wit to loſe 

Hair. 

An. Why, thou didft conclude hairy Men plain Dealers 
_ 8 plainer Dealer, the fooner Joſt h 

T z yet he 

bh it in a kind of Jollity, : 

Ant. For what Reaſon? 


S. Dyo. For two, and found ones too. - 


Ant. Nay, not found ones, I pray you, 

S. Dro. 2 

Ant. Nay, not 1 

S. Dro. Certain ones then. 

Ant. Name them. 

S. Dro. B 
— the other, that at Dinner they ſhould not drop in his 

mage = 

Ant. You would all this time have prov'd, there is no 
time for all things. 
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Shouldſt thou but hear I were licentious? 
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S. Dro. Marry, and did, Sir; namely, no time to reco- 


ver Hair loſt by Nature. 


Ant But your Reaſon was not ſubſtantial, why there is 


No time to recover. 


S. Dro. Thus I mend it: Time himſelf is bald, and there. 


fore to the World's end, will have bald Followers. 


Ant. 1 knew, *rwould be a bald Concluſion; but _ 
who waits us yonder ? 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
Adr. Ay, ay Antipholis, look ſtrange and frown; | 


Some other Miſtreſs hath ſome ſweet Aſpects. 


I am not Adriana, nor thy Wife. 
The time was once, when thou unurg d wouldſt vow, 
That never Words were Muſick to thine Ear, 


That never Object pleaſing in thine Eye, 


That rever Touch well welcome to thy Hand, 
That never Meat ſweet- ſavour d in thy Taſte, 


Unleſs 1 ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd to > hee, 


How comes it now, my Husband, oh how comes it, 


That thou art thus eſtranged from thy ſelf? 
Thy ſelf, 1 call it, being range to me: 


That undividable Incorporate 

Am better than thy dear Self's better Part. | 
Ah do not tear away thy ſelf from me; 
For know, my Love, as eaſie may'ſt thou fall 


A Drop of Water in the breaking Gulf, 
And take unmingled thence that Drop again, 
Without addition or diminiſhing, 

As take from me thy ſelf, and not me too. 


How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 


And that this Body conſecrate to thee, 

By Rufhan Luſt ſhould be-contaminate? —_ 
Wouldft thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurn at me, 
And hurl the Name of Husband i in my Face, 


And tear the ſtain d Skin of my Harlot-brow, 5 
And from my falſe Hand cut the Wedding. 


And break it with a deep-divorcing Vow? 

I know thou canſt; and therefore ſee thou doi it. 

r £5 5 
5 My 
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OY My Blood is mingled with the Crime of Luſt: | 3 
For if we two be one and thou play falle, | 
do 2 the 1 A | = 
"VT Being ſtrumpere the Contagion. | 5 — 
— Kees then fair Lingus and Truce with thy true Bed; 
- ſoft, ] live diſtain d, and thou diſhonoured. | | 
5 Ant. Plead you to me, fair Dame? I know you not: 
In Epheſus I am but two Hours old, RT 
As ſtrange unto your Town as to your Talk, 
Who every Word by all my Wit being ſcann d, 
Wants Wit in all one Word to underſtand. | 
Luc. Fie, Brother, how the World is chang'd with you; 
When were you wont to uſe my Siſter thus? SEEN 
She ſent for you by Dromio home to Dinner, 
Ant. By Dromio? „ 
S. Dro. By me? 3 GE 
Adr. By thee; and thus thou didſt return from him, 
That he did buffet thee, and in his Blows, | 
Deny'd my Houſe for his, me for his Wiſe. 
Ant. Did you converſe, Sir, with this Gentle woman? 
What is the courſe and drift of your Compact? 
S. Dre. I, Sir? I never ſaw her till this time. * 
Ant. Villain, thou lieſt; for even her very Words 
Didſt thou deliver to me on the Mart. | ; 
S. Dro. I never ſpake with her in all my Life. 
Ant. How can ſhe thus then call us by our Names, 
Valeſs it be by Inſpiration? 
Adr. How ill agrees it with your Gravity, 
To counterfeit thus groſly with your Slave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my Mood? 
By it my Wrong, you are from me exempt. 
But wrong not that Wrong with a more Contempt, 
Come, I will faſten on this Sleeve of thine; 1 
Thou art an Elm, my Husband, I a Vine 
Whoſe Weakneſs marry'd to thy ſtronger State, 
Makes me with thy Strength to communicate; 
If ought poſſeſs thee from me, it is Droſs, 
Uſurping Ivy, Brier, or idle Moſs, 
Who all for want of pruning, with Intruſion, 
lnfect thy Sap, and live on thy Confuſion. ET 
as ES O05 an. 
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Ant. To me ſhe ſpeaks; ſhe moves me for ber TI eam; 
| What, was I marry'd to her in my Dream? 
Or ſleep 1 now, and think I hear all this? 
| What Error drives our Eyes and Ears amiſs? 
Until I know this ſure Uncertainty, 
I'll entertain the fayour'd Fallacy. 
Luc. Dromio, go bid the Servants ſpread for Dinner. 
S. Dre. Oh for my Beads, I croſs me for a Sinner. 
This is the Fairy Land: Oh Spight of Spights; 
We talk with Goblins, Owls, and Elves Sprights; 
If we obey them not, this will enſue, 
They I ſuck our Breath, or pinch us black and blue. 
Luc. Why prat'ſt thou to thy (elf, 
Dromio, thou Dromio, Snail, thou Slug, thou Sot? 
S. Dro. I am transformed, Maſter, am I not? 
Ant. I think thou art ia Mind, and ſo am I. 5 
S. Dro, Nay Maſter, both in Mind and in my * ET 
Au. Thou haſt thine own Form. 
5. Dre. os 1.0 0: * 
Lac. If thou art chang to oupht, is to an Aſs. 
S. Dro. Tis true, ſhe * me, and I long for Graſs. 
*Tis fo. I am an Aſs; elſe it could never = | 
But I ſhould know her as well as ſhe knows me. 
Ad. Come, come, no longer will I be a Fool, 
To put the Finger in the Eye and weep, 
Wi ſt Man 8 Maſter laughs my Woes to 8 
Come, Sir, to Dinner; Dromio, keep the Gate; 
| Husband, lll dine above with you to Day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouſand idle Pranks; 
Sirrah. if any ask you for your Maſter, 

Say, he dines forth, and let no Creature enter: 
Come, Siſter; Dromio, play the Porter well. 
As. Am l in Earth, in Heaven, or in Hell? 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advis'd? | 

Known unto theie, and to my ſelf diſguis'd? 
III ay as they fay, aud perſevere fo; 

And iu this Lu at all Adventures 5 

S. Dro. Maſter, ſhall I be Porter at the Gate? 
Aar. Ay, and let none enter, leſt I break your 


Luc. Come, come, * we dine too l [ors 
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A 0 T III. 8 c ENE ; 


_ wy fant hotis of E heſfus, Dromio kngelo 
rip of Foes, Dro of * 


- 


—— Odo Signior Angelo. you muſt excuſe us all: 


My Wife is ſhrewiſh when 1 keepnot Hours; 
Say, that I _— with you at your Shop | 
To ſee the making of her Carkanet, 


And that to Morrow you will bring it Home. 
But here's a Villain that would face me down, 


He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg'd him with a thouſand Marks of Gold; 
And that | I did deny my Wife and Houſe: 


Thou Drunkard thou, what didſt thou mean by this? 


E. Dro. Say what you will, Sir, but I know what I know, 
That you beat me at the Mart, I have your Hand to ſhow; 


If the Skin were Parchment, and the Blows you gave were 


3 
Your Hand. writing would tell you wha think. 
E. ans. I think thou art an Aſs. 
E. Dre. Marry, fo it doth appear 
By the Wrongs I ſuffor, and the Blows I bevy; 
I ſhould kick being kickt; and being at that paſs, 
You would keep from my Heels, and beware of an Aſs. | 
E. Ant. Y are ſad, Signior Balthazar. Pray God our Cheer 


Ma anſwer my good Will, and your good Welcome 


here, 


Bal. I hold your Dainties cheap, Sir, and your wel- 
come dear. 
E. Ant. Ah Signior Balthazay, either at Fleſh or Fiſh, 


A Table- full of Welcome makes ſcarce one dainty Diſh. 


Bal. Good Meat. Sir is common, that every Churl affords. 
B. Aut. And Welcome more common ; for that s nothing 
but Words. . 
Bal. Small Cheer, and good welcome, makes merry 
Feaſt. 
E. Ant. Ay, to aniggardly n 
| t 


300 The Comedy of Errors: 


But tho my Cates be mean, take them in good Part; 
Better Cheer may you have, but not with a better Heart: 
Zut ſoft; my Door is lockt; go bid them let us in. 
E. Dro. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Ciſiy, Gillian, Gun. 
S. Dro. within. Mome, Malt-horſe, Capon, Coxcomb, 
Idiot, Pa: ch. ; 3 7 
Either get thee from the Door, or fit down at the Hatch: 
Doſt thou conjure for Wenches, that thou call'ſt for ſuch ſore, 
When one is one too many? Go, get thee from the Door. 
E. Dro. What Patch is made our Porter? My Maſter 
ſtays in the Street. 1 N 
S. Dro. Let him walk from whence he came, leſt he 
catch cold on's Feet. Wn 
E. Ant. Who talks within there? Hoa, open the Door. 
S. Dro. Right, Sir, I'll tell you when, an you'll tell me 
where fore. „ „ 
E. Ant. Wherefore ? for my Dinner: I have not din d to 
5. B. Nor to Day here you muſt not: Come again when 


ann - -- 1 5 e : 
E. Ant. what art thou that keep'ſt me out from the Houſe 
lower Th | 8 
S. Dre. The Porter for this time, Sir, and my Name is 
E. Dro. O Villain, thou haſt ſtoll'n both mine Office and 
| my Name. 


The one ne'er got me Credit, the other mickle Blame; 
If thou hadſt been Dromio to Day in my Place, 
Thou wouldft have chang'd thy Face for a Name, or thy 
Name for an Aſs. | = 1 
Luce. within What a Coile is there, Dromio? Who are 
thoſe at the Gate? 5 e 

E. Dro. Let my Maſter in, Lace. 
Luce. Faith, no; he comes too late; 
And ſo tell your Maſter. pee. 
E. Dro. O Lord, 1 muſt laugh; . 
Have at you with a Proverb. Shall I ſet in my Staff? 
Luce. Have at you with another; that's when? Can yoa 
- | 

S. Dre. If thy Name be called Luce, Luce, thou haſt an- 
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>. at Do you hear, you Minion, you'll let us in, I 
r 
Luce. I thought to have askt you. 
S. Dro. And you ſaid, no. 
E. Dro. So, come, help well Qruck; there v was Blow | 
for Blow. is 
E. Ant. Thou Baggage, let me in. 
Luce. Can you tell for whoſe ſake? 
E. Dro. Maſter, knock the Door hard. 
Luce. Let him knock till it ake. 
E. Ant. You'll cry for this, Minion, if I beat the Door 
down. | 


Luce. What needs all that, and a par of Stocks in the 


Town ? 


Adr. within. Who is that at the Door that keeps al this 
Noiſe? 


r 
ne 
5 5. Dro. By my Troth, your Town is troubled withun- 
1 truly Boys. 
20 * Are you there, Wife? You might have come 
; | tore. 
aſe Eo Your Wife, Sir Knave! Goget you from the Door. 
F this Kuaye would 
geo ſore 


Ag Ang. Here isneither Cheer, Sir nme we would 

and fain have either. 

vob. debating which was beſt, we ſrall part with nei- 
ther. 

E Dro. They ſtand at the Door, Maſter; bidthem wel. 
come hither. 

E. Ant. There's ſomething i in the Wind, that we cannot 


get in. 2 

E. Dro. You would fay io, Maſter, if your Garments 

pere thin. | 

Tour Cake fave b ware wh: You ſtand here in the | 
Col | 


It woe make a Man as mad as Buck to be ſoboughtand 
old. | 


you E. Ant. Go ferch me ſomething, Ill break ope the Gate. 


8. Dro. Break any 5 and Ill break your 
an- 1E | 


Ant. i ; F. — 
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E. Dro. A Man may break a Word with you, Sir, and 
Words are but Wind; 
Ay. and break it in your Face, fo he break it not behind. 
= * It ſeems thou want'ſÞ breaking; Out upon thee, 
"> | 
E. Dro. Here's too much: Out upon thee; I pray thee 
let me in. 
S. Dro. Ay, when Fowlsheveno Feathers, and Fiſh have 
no Fin. 
E Ant, Well, I'll break. in; go borrow me a Crow. 
E. Dro. A Crow without Feather, Maſter, mean-youſo? 
For a Fiſh without a Fin, there's a Fowl without a Feather: 
If a Crow help us in, Sirrah, we'll pluck a Crow together, 
E Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an Iron Crow. 
Bal. Have patience, Sir: Oh ler it not be ſo, 
Herein you war againſt your wor =o 
And draw: within the compaſs of 
Th' unviolated Honour of your Wife. 
Once this; your long Experience of ber Wiſdom, 
Her ſober Virtue, Years and Modeſty, | 
Plead on her Part ſome Cauſe to you unknown; 
And doubt not, Sir, but ſhe will well excuſe 
Why at this time the Doors are barr'd agunſt you 
Be rul'd by me, depart in Patience, 
And let us Fn the Tyger all to Dinner, 
Aud about ** come your ſelf alone, 85 
To know the Reaſon of this ſtrange Reſtraint. 
If by ſtrong Hand you offer to break in 
Now in 2 ſtirring of the Day, 
A r Comment will be made of it; 
And that 1 by the common Rout, 
ed Eſtimation, 
That may 4 fou Intruſion enter in, 
And dwellu your Grave when you are dead: 
For Slander lives upon Succeſſion, 
For ever hous'd w ro it once gets Poſſeſſion | 
E. Ant. You have prevail'd; I will depart in quiet, 
rr 
1 n a Wench of excellent. Diſcourſe, 


= * 
— — ) 


t, 


We in your Motion turn, and you may move us: 
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Pretty and witty, wild, and. yet too, gentle; 
There will wing Fig This Woman mar 1 mean, 
My Wife, but I proteſt without Deſert, 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal; 
To her will we to Dinner. Get you home, 
And fetch the Chain; by this I know tis made; 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine; 5 
For 2 the Houſe: That Chain I will beſtow, 
Be it for —_— but to ſpight my. Wife, 
Upon mine Holteſs there; good Sir, make haſte: 
Since my own Doors refuſe to entertain me, 
I'll knock elſewhere, to ſee if they'll diſdain me. 

Ang. I'll meet you at that Place, ſome Hour, Sir, hence, 


E. Aut. Do ſo; this Jeſt ſhall coſt me ſomeExpence. ¶ Exo. 


Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Syracuſe. 

Luc. And may it be, that you have quite forgot 
A Husband's Office? Shall, Antipholit, 55 
Even in the Spring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot? 
Shall Love in Buildings grow ſo ruinate? „55 
If you did wed my Siſter for her Wealth, 
Then for her Wealths-ſake uſe her with more Kindneſs; 
Or if you like elſewhere, do it by ſtealth, 
Muffle your falſe Love with ſome ſhew of Blindneſs; 
Let not my Siſter read it in your Eye? 
Be not thy Tongue thy own Shame's Orator ; 
Look fweet. ſpeak fair; become Diſloyalty : 
Apparel Vice kke Virtue's Harbinger; 
Bear a fair Preſence, tho your Heart be tainted; 
Teach Sin the carriage of a holy Saint; 1 
Be ſecret Falſe: What need ſhe be acquainted? 


What ſimple Thief brags of his own Attaint? 


Tis double Wrong, to truant with your Bed, 
And let her read it in thy Looks at Board- 
Shame hath a Baſtard- fame, well managed; 

Ill Deeds are doubled with an evil Word: 

Alas poor Women, make us not believe, 

Being compact of Credit, that you love us; 
Tho others have the Arm, ſhew us the Sleeve: 


-*Y 


— d 
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Then, gentle Brother, get you in again; 

Combint why Siſter, dt Lay call her Wife: 

"Tis holy Sport to be a little yain, 

When the {weet breath of Flattery conquers Strife. | 
S. Ant. Sweet Miſtreſs; what your Name is elle, ! know 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine: laot, 

Leſs in your Knowledge, and your Grace you ſhow not, 

Than our Earth's Wonder, more than Earth, Divine. 
Teach me, dear Creature, how to think and ſpeak; 

Lay open to my earthy groſs Conceit, 

Smother'd in Errors, fie le, ſhadow, weak, 

The foulded meaning of your Words deceit; 

Againſt my Soul's pure Truth, why labour you, 

To make it wander in an unknown Field? 

Are you a God? would you create me new? 
Transform me then, and to your Power I' yield. 

But if that I am I, then well Il know FT 

Your weeping Siſter is ao Wife of mine, 

Nor to her Bed a Homage do I owe; 

Far more, far more to you do I decline 

Oh train me not, fweet Mermaid, with thy Note, 

To drown me in thy Siſter's flood of Tears; 

Sing Siren for thy ſelf, and I will dote; 

Spread o'er the ſilver Waves thy golden Hairs, 

And as a Bed I'll take thee, and there lye: 

And in that glorious Suppoſition think, 

He gains by Death that hath ſuch means to die; 

Let Love, being light, be drowned if he fink. 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do — ſo? 

S. Aut. Not mad, but mated; how, I do not know. 
Luc. It is a Fault that ſpringeth from your Eye. 

S. Ant. For gazing on your Beams, fair Sun being by. 
Luc. ſhould, and that will clear your | 
7 4 As good to wink, ſweet Love, as look on Night. 

Luc. Why call you me, Love? call my Siſter ſo, 
S. Ant. Thy Siſter's Siſter, e or ws 
Luc. That's my Siſter, ay 1 
S. Ant. No; it is thy ſelf mine own ſelf's better Part: 
Mine Eye's clear Eye, my dear Heart's dearer Heart, 1 
my 
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My My Food. my Fortune, and my ſweet Hope's Aim, 
My ſole Earth's Heay'n, and my Heay'n's Claim. 
Tuc. All this my Siſter is, or elſe ſhould be. 
S. Aut. Call thy ſelf Siſter, Sweet; for I mean thee: 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my Life, 
Thou haſt no Husband yet, nor I no Wife; 
Give me thy Hand. 
Luc. Oh foft, Sir, hold you ftill; . 
Il fetch my Siſter, to get her ood Will, [Exit Luc 
Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. 
$. Ant. Why how now, Promis, where runu'ſt thou ſo 
S. Dro. Do you know me, Sir? am I Dromio? am I 
your Man? am I my ſelf? 


S. Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my Man, thou art 
thy ſelf. 


5 I am an Af, I am a Woman's Man, and beſides | 
m 5 
5. Ant. What Woman's Man? and how beſides thy ſelf? 
S. Dro. Marry, Sir, beſides my ſelf, I am due to - Wo- 
man; one that claims me, one 2 one het _ 
will have me. 

S. Ant. What Claim lays ſhe to thee? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, ſuch Caim ag you would lay to your 
Horſe; and ſhe would have me as a Beaſt: Not that I rea 
a Beaſt ſhe would have me, but that ſhe OG a WO 
ly Creature, lays Claim to me. 

S. Ant. What is ſhe? | 

S. Dro. A very reverent Body; ay, fuch a one as a Man 
may not ſpeak of, without he ſay, Sir-reverence: I have 
22 luck in the Match; and 1 is ſne a wondrous fat 

riage. 

. Ant. How doſt thou mean, a fat Marriage? 
S. Dro. Marry, Sir, ſhe's the Kitchen-wench, and all | 
Greaſe, and I know not what uſe co put her to, but to 
make a Lamp of her, and run from her by her own 
light. I warrant her Rags, and the Tallow in __ will 
_ a Poland Winter: If ſhe lives till Doomſday, ſhell 
burn a Week longer than the whole World. 

8 A. is ſhe of? 


S. Dre, 
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Neck, the great Wart on my 
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S. Dro. Swart, like my Shoe, bus her Face nothing like 


ſo clean kept; for whyt ſhe ſwents, a Man may poorer 
ſhoes in the Grime of it. 


S. Ant. That's a Fault that Water will mend. 

S. Dro. No, Sir, tis in Grain; Noab's Flood could ot doi. 

S. Ant. What's her Name? 

8. Dro. Nell, Sir; but her Name is three Quarters ; 
that's an Ell and three Quarters will not meaſure her from 


Hip to Hip. 


S. Ant. ben ſhe bears ſome breadth? | 
S. Dro. No longer from Head to Foot than from Hip 


to Hip; ſhe is Spherical, like a Globe: I could find out 
Count 


ries in her. 
S. Ant, In what part of her Body and: Ireland? 
anc Marry, Sie, in ber Duttoens; 1 found it on. 


8.46. Where Scotland? 
S. Pro. I found it by the Barrenneſs, hard in the Palm 


of her Hand, 
S. Ant, Where France? 


| $: Dro. In her Forchead, arm'd and reverted, makin 


War againſt her Hair. 


S. Aut. Where England? 
S. Dro. 1 look d for the chalk Cliffs but 1 could find ns 
whiteneſs in them; but I gueſs, it ſtood in her Chin, by 


the fl: Rheum that ran between France and it. 


S. Ant, Where Spam? | 

S. Dro. Faith, I aw it not, but 1 felt it hot in her Breath. 
S. Ant. Where Americs, the Indies? | 

8. Dro. Oh. Sir, upon her Noſe, all o'er embelliſhed with 


| Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, declining their rich Aſpett 
rr who ſent whole Armadoes of 

Carracts to be ballaſt at her Noſe. 

S. Au. Where ſtood Belgia, the Netherlands? 


S. Dro. Oh, Sir, I did not look fo low. To conchude, this 
Drudge, or Diviner, laid claim to me, call's me Dremi, 


| ſwore I was aſſur d to her, told A 


about me, as the Marks of 


houlder, the Mole in my 
— chat 1, ama d, ran 
from ber, a5 wich. a0 think, if my hen ad ot 


Ang. What pl 


been made of Faith, and my Heart of Steel, ſhe had tr inſ- 
form'd me to a Curtal Dog, and made me turn i th 
Wheel. 8 

S. Ant. Go hie thee preſently; poſt to the Road; 
And if the Wind blow any way from Shore, 
I will not harbeur in this Town to Night. 
If any Bark put forth, come to the Mart; 
Where | will walk till thou return to me: 
If every one knows us, and we know none, 
*Tis time I think to trudge, pack and be gone. 

S. Dro. As from a Bear a Man would run ior Life, 


So fly I from her that would be my Wife. IE... 


8. Ant. There's none but Witches do inhabit here; 


And therefore tis high time that I were hence: 


She that doth call me Husband, even my Soul 

Doth for a Wife abhor. But her fair Siſter, 

Poſſeſt with ſuch a gentle Sovereign Grace, 

Of ſuch inchanting Preſence and Diſcourſe, 

Hath almoſt made me Traitor to my felf: 

But leſt my ſelf be guilty to Self- wrong. 

I'll top mine Ears againſt the Mermaid's Song, 

Buer Angelo with a Chain, 

Ang. Maſter Antipholis. +3 


S. Ant. Ay, that's my Name. 


Ang. I know it well, Sir, lo, here's the Chain; 
I thought to have tane you at the Porcupine; 


| The Chain unfiniſh's made me ſtay thus long. 


S. Ant. 8 Will that 1 ſhall do with this ? 
e 
S. Ant. Make it for me, Sir! I beſpoke it not. 


Ang. Not once, not twice, but twenty times you have: 


Go home with it, and pleaſe your Wife withal; 
And ſoon at Supper- time I'll viſit you, 
And then receive my Mony for the Chain. | 
8. Aut. I pray you, Sir, receive the Mony now, 
For fear * ne er ſee Chain nor Mony more. 


ou are a merry Man, Sir; fare you well. U Bxit. 


S. Ant. What I ſhould think of this, 1 cannot tell 
But this I think, there's no Man is fo vain, 
That would refuſe ſo fair an offer d Chain. | 
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your ſelf, Sir; I have made it for you. 
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I fee a Man here needs not live by Shifte, f 
Wen in the Streets he meets ſuch golden Gifts: 
| Fil to the Mart, and there for Dromio ſtay ; : 

; ph a bees e - [Em 


A C TW. s CEN E I. 


Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 


Mer. V OU know fince Penteceſt the Sum is due; 

And fince I have not much importun'd you; 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 

To Perſia, and want Gilders for my Voyage : 

5 Therefore make preſent Satisfaction; 
Or Lil attach you by this Officer. | 
Ang. Even juſt the Sum that I do ewe to you, 

Is s growing to me by Aut pholis; 

And in the Inſtant that I met with you, 

He had of me a Chain: At five a Clock. 

I hall receive the Mony for the fame: 

_ Pleaſe you walk with me down to his Houſe, 

I will diſchazge my Bond, e you too. 
Enter Antiph. Eph. gr Dro Eph. as Las the Courtezans. 

Off That Labour you may fave : See where he comes. 

E Au. While 1 os to the Goldſmith's Houſe, go thou 
And buy a Ropes-end; that I will beſtow 
Among my Wife, and her Confederates, - 

For locking me out of my Doors by Day. 
But ſoft; I fee the Goldſmith; get thee gone, 

Buy thou a Rope, and bring it home to me. 
E. D. 1 buy a thouſand Pound a Year; I buy a Rope! 
| [ Exit Dromio. 

E Aut. A Man is well holp up that truſts to you: 

I promiſed your Preſence, and the Chain: 


But neither Chain nor Gold m th came to me: 


Belike you thought our Love wculd laſt too * f 

If it were chain d together; and therefore came not. 
Ag. Saving your merry Humour, here's the Note, 
How much your Chain weighs to the u: moſt _— 
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The fineneſs of the Gald, and chargeful Faſhion, 
Which doth amount to three odd Duckets more 
Hou I ſtand debted to this Gentleman; | 
pray you ſee him preſently diſcharg'd; 

Bir e is bound to Sea, and ſtays for it. 

E. Am. I am not furniſh'd with the preſent Mony, 
Beſides, I have ſome Buſineſs in the Town; 
Grod Signior take the Stranger to my Houſe, 
And with you take the Chain, and bid my Wife 
Disburſe the Sum on the Receipt thereof; 
Perchance I will be there as ſoon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the Chain to her your ſel. 
E. Ant. No; bear it wi you, leſt I come not time 
enc 


Ang. ' Wall, Sir 1 will: have you the Chain about you? 
E. Ant. And if I have not, Sir, I hope you have: 
Or elſe you may return without your Mony. 
n y you, Sir, give me the Chain, 
Both Wind and Tide ta 105 the Gentleman; 
And I to blame have held him here too long. 
E. Ant. Good Lord, you uſe — — 
Your breach of Promile to the Porcupine: wes | 
I ſhould have chid you for not bringing it; | | = 
But like a Shrew, you firſt begin to brawl. ] 
Mer. The Hour Reals on; I pray you, Sir, diſpatch: 
Ang. You hear how he importunes me; the Chain. 
E. Ant. Why, give it m my We. and fetch your Mony. 
Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now. 
Either ſend the Chain, or wag co me by ſome Token. 
E. Ant. Fie, now you run this Humour out of breath: 
Come, where's the Chain? I pra prog you let me ſee it. 
Mer. My Bufineſs cannot brook this dalliance: 
Good Sir, ſay, whether you'll anſwer me, or no,; 
If not, I'll leave him to the Officer. | 
E. Ant. I anſwer you? Why ſhould I anſwer you 
Ang. The Mony that you owe me for the 
E. Ant. I owe you none till I receive the Chain. 
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Conſider how it ſtands upon my Credit. 


| Either conſent to pay the Sum for me, 
Or I attach you by this Officer. 


Arreſt me, fooliſh Fellow, if thou dar ſt. 
1 would not ſpare my Brother in this Caſe, 
It he ſhould ſcorn me ſo apparently. 


But Sirrah, you ſhall buy this Sport as dear 
As all the Metal in your Shop will anſwer. 


S. Dyo. Maſter, there's a Bark of Epidamnium, 
That ſtays but till ker Owner comes aboard; 
Then, Sir, ſhe bears away. Our Fraughtage, Sir, 
I have convey d aboard; and I have bought 
The Oyl, the Balſamum, and Aqua- vita. 
But for their Owner, Maſter, and your 


What Ship of Epidamnium ſtays for me? Sheep, 


| And told thee to what Purpoſe, and what end. 
' You ſent me to the Bay, Sir, for a Bark. 


| And teach your Ears to lit me with more hecd. 
To Adriana. Villain, hie thee ſtrait. Dy 


That's cover d o'er with Turkiſh Tapeſtry, 


Ang. You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it; 


Mer. Well, Officer, arreſt him at my Suit. | 
© Off. 1 do, and charge you in the Duke's Name to obey 
me. 

Ang. This touches me in Reputation. 


E. Ant. Conſent to pay for that I never had! 


Ang. Here is thy Fee; arreſt him, Officer; 


Offi. I do arreſt you, Sir; you hear the Suit. 
E. Ant. I do obey thee till I give thee Bail. 


Ang. Sir, Sir, I ſhall have Law at Efheſus, 
To your netorious Shame, I doubt it nor. 
a Enter Dromio Sira. from the Bay, 


The Ship is in Trim; the merry Wind 
Blows fair from Land; they ſtay for 1 I at all, 
ſelf. 1 


E. Aut. How now! a mad Man! Why, thou pron 


S. Dro. A Ship you ſeat me to, to hire Waftage. 
E. Dro. Thou drunken Slave, I ſent thee for a Rope; 


S. Dro. You ſent me for a Ropes-end as ſoon: 
E. Art. I will debate this Matter at more leiſure, 


Give her this Key, and tell her in the Desk 


hw 
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There is a Purſe of Duckets, let her ſend it: 
Tell her, I am arreſted in the Street, 
And that ſhall bail me; hie thee, Slave; be pune: 
| On Officer, to Priſon till it come. [ Exeunt, 
obey S. Dro. To Adriana? that is where we din 'd, 
Where Dowſabel di i claim me for her Husband ; 
She is too big, I hepe, for me to compaſs. 
Thither I muſt, Ache againſt my Will, FN 
For Servants mult their Maſters Minds fulfil. Exit. 
Enter Adriana and Luciana 
45 Ah Luciana. did he tempt thee ſo? 
Might ſt thou perceive auſterely in his Eye, 
That he did plead in earneſt, yea or no? 
Look d he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What Obſervation mad'ſt thou in this Caſe, 
Of his Heart's Meteors tilting in his Face ? 
Luc, Firſt he deny'd ou fad in him a right. | 
Aar. He meant, be did x d me none, the more my Spight. 
Luc. Then ſwore he. that he was a Stranger here. 


Ar. And true he ſwore, rg yet en he were. 
Luc. Then pleaded | for y 
Aar. And what ſaid od.” 
Luc. That Love I begg'd for you, 3 d of me. 
Adr. With what Perſuaſion did he tempt "thy Love? 
Lac. With Words, that in an honeſt Suit might move. 


Firſt, he did praiſe my Beauty, then my 2 
Air. Did's ſpeak him win? | 
Luc. Have Patience, I beſeech. 


_ Adr. I cannot, nor I will not hold me till; 
— My Tongue, tho not my Heart ſhall have it's Will. 
Wed orſe Bod d, br — here; 

d, w y' every w 
Rope; Vicious, ; tool, blunt, unkind, 

" ft Stigmatical in m arr; 4 worle the Mind. : 

Luc, Who would jealous then of fach a one? 
No Evil loft, is wail'd, when it is gone Es 

Adr. Ahl but I think him better than I fay, 
And yet would herein others Eyes were worle, 
Far from her Neſt, the Lap cries away 


nn % ny Tongue do g. 
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Nay, he's a Thief too; have you 
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Enter S. Dromio, 
1 Dro, Here, 805 the Desk, the Purſe; ſweet n 


; Luc. How haſt thou loſt thy Breath? 


S. Dro. By running faſt. 
Ar. Where is thy Maſter, Dromio? Is he well? 
S. Dro. No; he's in Tartar Limbo, worſe than Hell; 


A Devil in an everlaſting Garment hath him, 
One whoſe hard Heart is button'd up with Steel: 


A Fiend, a Fairy, pitileſs and rough, 


A Wolf. nay worſe, a Fellow all in Buff; 


A back-Friend, a Shoulder-Clapper, ore that countermands 
The Paſſages of Allies, Creeks, and narrow Lands; 
A Hound that runs counter, and draws dry-foot well; 


One that before the Judgment carries poor Souls to Hell. 


Adr. Why Man, what is the Matter? 
S. Dro. 1 do not know the Matter; he i is reſted on the 


90 "tb: What, i is * anfted? tell me at whoſe Suit? | 
S. Dro. I know not at whoſe Suit he is arreſted, well; 
but ke's in a Suit of Buff which reſted him, that I can tell. 

Will you fend him, Miſtreſs Redemption, the Mony in 
his Desk? 5h 


Aar. Go fetch it, Siſter. This I wonder at, [Exit lar 


That he unknown to me ſhould be in Debt; 
Tell me, was he arreſted on a Bond? 


S. Dro. Not on a Bond, but a ſtronger thing, 

A Chain, a Chain; do you not hear it ringt 
Aar. What, the Chain? 

S. Dro. No, the Bell; tis time that I were gone; 

It was two ere I left him, and now the Clock firikes One, 
Adr. The Hour's come back, that I did never hear. 
S. Dro. O yes, if any Hour meet a Serjeant, a turns 

back for very Fear. 


Al. Avif Time were in debt, hovi fondly def tho 


reaſon ? 


S. Dro. Time is a very Bankrout, and owes more that 


he's worth to ſeaſon. 
not heard Men ay, 
That Time comes ſtealing on by Night and Day? | 


| 


| 


ell; 


| that Adam that keeps the Priſon; he that 
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If Time be in debt and theft, and a in the Way, 
Hath he not Reaſon to turn back an Hour in a Day? | 
Enter Luciana. | 
Adri. Go, Dromio; there's the Mony, bear it ſtrait, 


And brin thy Maſter home immediately. 
Come, Si ſter, 1 am preſt down with Conceit; 


Conceit, my Comfort and my 718755 [Exeun, 


Enter Antipholis of Syracuſe. | 
S. Ant. There's not a Man I meet but doth ſalute me, 
As if 1 were their well acquainted Friend; 
And every one doth call me by my Name. 
Some tender Mony to me, ſome invite me; 
Some other give me Thanks for Kindneſles; 
Some offer me Commodities to buy. 
Even now a Taylor call'd me in his Shop, 
And ſhow'd me Silks that he 2 me, 
And therewithal took meaſure of my Body, 
Sure theſe are but imaginary Wiles, 
And Lapland Sorcerers inhabit here. | 
Bier Dromio ef Sytacuſe. 

S. Dro. Maſter, here's the Gold you ſent me "BY what, 
have you got the Picture of old Alam new apparel'd? 
S. Ant. What Gold is this? What Adam doſt thou 
mean ? : 

S. Dro. Not that Adam that kept the Paradiſe, but 


goes in the 
Calves-Skin, that was kill'd for the Prodigal ; he that 


ame behind you, Sir, like an evil . and * you for- 
fake your 


S. Ant. 1 underſtand thee not. 


S. Dro. No? why tis a plain Caſe; he that yi 
Baſe-Viol in a Caſe of Leather; the Man, Sir, that when 


Gentlemen are tired gives them a Fob, and reſis them; 


he, Sir, that takes == Ss d Men, and gives them 
Suits of durance; he es p his Rel 0 do more Ba 
ploits with his Mace, than a Moris Pike. 
S Ant. What! thou mean '& an Officer? 
S. Dro. Ay, Sir, the Serjeant of the Band; he that 
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| And Vl be gon, Si and not trouble ou. 
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« hn always going to Bed, and faith, God give you 


Reſt. 


S. Au. Well, Sir, there reſt in your Foolery. 
Is there any Ship puts forth to Night? May we be gone? 


S. Dro. Why, Sir, I breught you Word an Hour fince, 
that the Bark Expedition puts forth to Night, and then | 
were you hinder'd by the Serjeant, to tarry for the Hoy 
Delay; here are the Angels that you ſent for, to deliver | 


S. Ant. The Fellow is diſtract, and ſo am I, 
And here we wander in Illuſions; 


Some bleſſed Power deliver us from hence. 


Enter a Curtezan. 

| Cur. Well met, well met, Maſter Antipholis. 

I ſee, Sir, you have found the Goldſmith now : 

Is that the Chain you promis'd me to Day? _ 
S. An. Satan avoid, 1 
S. Dro. Maſter, is this Miſtreſs Satan? 

S. Anz. It is the Devil. 


S. Dro, Nay, ſbe is worſe, the the Devil's Dum; 


'And here ſhe. comes in the Habit of a light Wench, and 
thereof comes that the Wenches ſay, dam me, that's 


tang ſay, God make me a light Wench. It is 


written, they appear to Men like Angels of Light, Light 
i Fire, and Fire will we il 

Wenches will burn; come not near her. 

Cur. Your Man and you are marvellous merry, Sir. 


Will you ge with me, we'll mend our Dinner here? 


S. Dro. Maſter, EP * * 


_ long Spoon. 


222 , he n l Spoon that mi 
S. Dro. Marry m ve a lo 

eat ns "g 
S. Ant. Avoid thou Fiend, what tell'ft thou me of ſup- 


Thou art (as you are all) a Sorcereſs? (ping? 


I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 
Cur. Give me the Ring of mine you Eds at Dinner, 
Or for my Diamond the you promis d, 


8. Dri 
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$. Dro. Some Devils ask but the Parings of ones Nail, 
a Ruſh, a Hair, a Drop of Blood, a Pin, a Nut, a Cher- 
ry Stone; but ſhe, more covetous, would have a Chain. 
Maſter be wiſe, and if you give it her, the Devil will 
ſhake her Chain, and fright us with it. 
Cur, I pray you Sir, my Ring, or elſe the Chain; 
J hope you do not mean to cheat me ſo? 
S. Ant. Avant, thou Witch! come Dromio, let us go. 
S. Dro. Fly Pride, ſays the Peacock; Miſtreſs that you 
know. Ie. 
Cur. Now out of Doubt Antipholis is mad, 
Elſe would he never ſo demean himſelf, 
A Ring he hath of mine worth forty Duckets, 
And for the ſame he promis d me a Chain; 
Both one and other he denies me now. 
The Reaſon that 1 gather he is mad, 
(Beſides this preſent Inſtance of his Rape,) 
Is a mad Tale he told to Day at Dinner, 
Of his own Doors being ſhut ago his Entrance. 
Belike his Wife, acquainted with his Fits, 
On purpoſe ſhut the Doors againſt his Way. 
My Way is now to hie home to his H 
And tell his Wife; that being Lunatick, 
He ruſh'd into my Houſe, and took 
My Ring away. This Courſe I fitteſt chuſe, 
For forty Duckets is too much to loſe. [El 
Enter Antipholis of Epheſus with a Failor. 
E. Ant. Fear me not Man, I will not break away, 
Ill give thee ere I leave thee ſo much Mony, 5 
To warrant thee, as I am reſted for. | 
My Wife is in a wayward Mood to Day, 
And will not lightly truſt the Meſſenger. 
That I ſhould be attach'd in Epheſus, | 
I tell you twill ſound harſhly in her Ears. 
Enter Dromio of Epheſus with 4 Ropes-end. 
Here comes my Man, I think he brings the Mony. 
How now, Sir, hv you that I ſent you fer? * 
E. Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay ther + 
E. Ant. But where's the Mony? 4 Win, * 
E. Dro, Why, Sir, 1 gave the Mony for the Rope? 
9 N e 


. 
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E. Ant. Five Hundred Duckets, Villain, for a Rope? 
E. Dro. TIl ſerve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate. 
E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 

Ro To a Ropes-end, Sir, and to that end am I re- 
E. Ant. And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you. 
Off. Good Sir, be patient. 
E. Dro. Nay, tis for me to be patient, Iam in Adverlity. 
Offi. Good now hold thy Tongue. 
E. Dro. Nay, rather perſuade him to hold his Hands, 
E. Ant. Thou Whoreſon, ſenſeleſs Villain! | 
E. Dro. I would I were ſenſeleſs, Sir, that 1 might not 
ſeel your Blows. 
E. Ant. Thou art ſenſible in nothing but Blows, and 
fo is an Als 
E. Dre. I am an Afs indeed, you may prove it by my 
| = Ears. I have ſerv'd him n the Hour of my Na- 
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2 Pinch. Gie ma your WET ie ms fon your Pulle. 
— my and let it feel your Ear, | 


4 


_ tivity to this Inſtant, and have nothing at his Hands for 
1 my Service but Blows. When I am cold, he heats me with 
_ beating ; when I am warm, he cools me with beating; 
ef... | I am wak'd with it when I fleep, rais'd with it when [ 
Ie. fit, driven out of Doors with it when I go from home, 
r welcom'd home with it when I return; nay, I bear ir on 
_— my Shoulders, as a Beggar wont her Brat; and I think 
11-3 * I ſhall beg with it from Door 
LEH ro bo... 
. Enter Adriana, Luciana, Curtex a and Pinch. _ 
I. E. Ant. Come, go along, my Wife is coming yonder. 
, 18 E. Dro, Miftreſs reſpice nem, reſpect your End, or ra- 
148 cher pro phelic like the Parrot, beware the Ropes end. 
|} = 4 Wilt thou ftill talk? [Beats Dro. 
1 Cur. How ſay you now? Is not your Husband — 
44 Adr. His Incivility confirms no leſs. 
+. 1-3 Good Doctor Pinch, you are a Conjurer, 
1 Eftabliſh him in his true Senſe again, 
= And I wi 3 what you will demand. 
1 Lac. Alas, tow fery and how he looks! 
18 x 


= 


Ear. 
Pinch, 


The Comedy of ERRORS. 317 


Pinch. 1 charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this Man , 
To yield Poſſeſſion to 4 holy Prayers, 
And to thy State of Darkneſs hie t ee ſtrait, 
J conjure thee by all the Saints in Heav'n, 
E. Ant. Peace, doating Wizard, Peace, I am not mad, 
Adr. Oh that thou wert not, poor diſtreſſed Soul. 
E. Am. You Minion, you, are theſe your Cuſtomers ? 
Did this Companion with the Saffron Face, 
Rerel and feaſt it at my Houſe to Day, 
Whilſt upon me the guilty Doors were ſhut, 


And I deny'd to enter in my Houſe? 
Adr. O Hucband, God doth know you din'd at home, 
Where would 22 had remain d until this Time, 


Free from theſe Slanders, and this open Shame, 

* Ant. Din'd at home? Thou Villain, what f 
ou? 

E. Dro. Sir, ſooth to fay, you did not dine at home. 


E. Ant. Were not my Doors lock d up, and I ſhut out? 
* E Dro. Perdie, your Doors were lock d, and you ſhut 
out. 


E. Ant. And did not ſhe her {elf revile me there? 
E. Dro. Sans Fable, ſhe her ſelf revil'd you there. 
Lk Did not her Kitchen-Myid rail, taunt, and ſcorn 
me 
E. Dyo. Ceries, ſhe did, the Kitchen-Veſtal ſcorn'd you. 
E. Ant. And did not I in Rage depart from thence : 
E. Dor. In veri me my Bones bear, Witneſs, 
That ſince have felt the Vi of your Rage 
Ar. Ist good to ſooth him in theſe Contraries? 
| Pinch. It is no Shame; the Fellow finds his Vein, 
And yielding to him, bumours well his Frenzy. 
E. An. Thou haſt ſuborn'd the Goldſmith ts arreſt me. 
Aar. Alas, I ſent you Mony te redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in haſte for it. 


E. Dro. Mony by me? Heart and. good Will you might, 


But ſurely a rag of M 


Aar. He came to me, and I deliverd it. 
Lu. And I am Witneſs with her that ſhe did. 


r 3 E.-Pro. 


E. ant. ; Nour natton ther for Pr bee 15 
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E. Dro. God and the Rope-Maker bear me witneſs, 


That I was ſent for nothing but a Rope. 
Pinch. Miſtreſs, both Man and Maſter are poſſeſt, 


I know ir by their pale and deadly Looks; 


They muſt be bound and laid in ſome dark Room. 
E. Ant. Say, wherefore didft thou lock me forth to _ 


And why doſt thou deny the Bag of Gold? 


Adr. I did not, gentle Husband, lock thee forth. 
E. Dyo. And gentle Maſter I receiv'd no Gold, 
But I confeſs, Sir, that we were lock'd out. 
Adr. Diſſembling Villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe in both. 
E. Ant. Diſſembling Harlot, thou art falſe in all, 
And art confederate with a damned Pack, 
To make a loathſome abject Scorn of me: 


But with theſe Nails I'll pluck out thoſe falſe Eyes, 
That would behold in me this ſhameful Sport. 


Enter three or four, and offer to bind him: He ſtrives, 
Adr. Oh bind him, bind him, let him not come near 


me. 


Finch. More Company, the Fiend is ; firong within him. 
Luc. Ay me poor Man, how pale and wan he looks! 
E. Ant. What, will you murther me? Thou ſailor thou, 


2 thy Priſoner, wilt chou ſuffer them to make a Re- 
| e? 


 Offic. Maſters; let him go: he i is my Priſoner, and you 


_ ſhall not have him. 


Pinch. Go bind this Man, for he i is frantick too. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh Officer ? 
Haſt thou delight to ſee a wretched Man 


Do Outrage and Diſpleaſure to himſelf? 


Offic. He is my Priſoner, if I let him go, 


The Debt he owes will be requir'd of me. 


Adr. I will diſcharge thee, ere I go from thee; 
Bear me forthwith unto his Creditor. They bind Ant. and Dro, 
And knowing how the Debt grows I will pay it. 
Good Maſter Doctor ſee him convey d | 
Home to my Houfe. Oh moſt — Day! 

E. Aut. Oh moſt unhappy Strumpet. 
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E. Dro. Maſter, I am here enter'd in Bond for you. 

E. Ant. Our on thee, Villain ! wherefore doſt ou mad 
me? | 

E. Dro. will you be bound for nothing? be mad, good 
Maſter, cry the Devil. 

Luc. God help poor Souls, how idlely do they talk! 

Aar. Go bear him hence; Siſter go you with me. 


| Say, now, whoſe Suit is he arreſted at ? 


Exeunt Pinch, Ant. and Dro; 
Manent Officer, Adri. Luci. and Curtezan, 
Offic. One Angelo, a Goldſmith, do you know him? 
Adr. I know the Man; what i is the Sum he owes? 
Offic. Two hundred Duckets. 
Adr. Say, how grows it due? 

Offic. Due for a Chain your Husband had of him. 
Adr. He did beſpeak a Chain for me, but had it not. 
Cur. When as your Husband, all in rage to Day, 
Came to my Houſe, and took away my Ring, 

The Ring I ſaw upon his Finger now, 


Straight after did I meet him with a Chain. 


Adr. It may be fo, but I did never ſee it. 
Come Jailor, bring me where the Goldſmith is; 
I long to know the Truth hereof at large. 
Enter Antipholis Syracuſian with his Rapier Drawn, and 
Dromio Syrac. 
Luc. God for thy Mercy! they are looſe again, 


Aar. And come with naked Swords; 
Let's call more help to have them bound apain. 


[They all rum out. 
Offic. Away, they'll kill us. Exeunt. 
S. Aut. 1 ſee theſe Witches are afraid of Swords. 
S. Dro. She that would be your Wife, now ran from 
you, 
2 Come to the Centaur, fetch our r Stuff from | 
thence ; | 
I long that we were ſafe and ſound aboard. | 
S. Dro. Faith ſtay here this Night, they will ſurely do 
us no harm; you ſaw they ſpake us fair, gave us Gold; 
methinks wy are ſuch a =o * t but for tke 
P 4 Moun- 
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Mountain of mad Fleſh that claims M =o of me; I 
could find in my Heart to ſtay here ſtill turn Witch, 
S. Ant. I will not ſtay to Night for all the Town, 

Therefore away, to get our Stuff aboard. (Exennt, 


ACT v SCEN E L 


Entey the Merchant and Angelo. 


4 1 Am forry, Sir, that I haye hinder'd you, 
| But I proteſt he had the Chain of me, 
Though moſt diſhoneſtly he did deny it. 
Mer. _ is the Man efteem'd here in the City? 
Ang. Of very reverent — a Sir, 
Of Credit infinite, hly 
Second to none that 2 . 
His Word might bear my Wealth at any time. 
| Mer, Speak ſoftly; vonder, as I think, he walks. 
Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Syracuſe. 
Ang. "Tis ſo; and that ſelf Chain t his Neck, 
Which he forſwore, moſt monſtrouſly, to have. 
Good Sir draw near to me, ll fpeak to him. 
Signior Antipholis, T wonder much 
That you would put me to this Shame and . 
And not without ſome Scandal to your ſelf, 
With Circumſtance and Oaths fo ta deny 
This Chain, which now you wear ſo opealy ; 
Beſides the Charge, the Shame, Im 1 
| You have dene wrong to this my honeſt Friend, 
Who but far laying r Zh 
Had boiſted Sail, and put to Sea to Day: :- 
This Chain you had of me, can is 1 it? 
S. Aut. I think 1 had, I never 1 
-Mer. Yes, that you did, Sir, and forſwore it too. 
S Ant. Who heard me to deny it, — ic? 
* Thele Ear of mine thou Endl did ben thee: 
Fie on thee, Wretch, tis pity that thou liv 'k 
70 walk where any honeſt Men reſort. 
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And bear him home for his Recovery. | 


4466. Haply in private. 
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$. Ant. Thou art a Villain to impeach me thus, 
III prove mine Honour and my Honeſty 4 
Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'ſt ſtand. | 
Mer. I dare, and do defie thee for a Villain. 
5 [Iltlbey draw. 
Enter Adriana, Luciana, Curtezan and others. 
Ads. Hold, hurt him not for God's ſake, he is mad; 
Some get within him, take his Sword away: 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my Houſe. | 
S. Dre. Run Maſter, run, for God's ſake take a Houſe; 
This is ſome Priory; in, or we are fſpeil'd. 


8 Exeunt to the Priory. 


Abb, Be quiet People, wherefore throng you hither? 
Adr. To fetch my poor diſtracted Husband hence; 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faſt, 


Ang. I knew he was not in his perfect Wits, 
Mer, I am ſorry now that 1 did draw on him. 
Abb. How long hath this Poſſeſſion held the Man? 
Adr. This Week he hath been heavy, ſour, fad, 
And much, much different from the Man he was : 
But till this Afternoon his Paſſion : 
Ne'er brake into extremity of Rage. | 
Abb, Hath he not loſt much Wealth by wrack at Sca? 
Bury d ſome dear Friend? hath not elſe his Eye 
Stray'd his Affection in unlawful Love? | 
A Sin prevailing much in youthful Men, 
Who give their Eyes the liberty ot gazing. 
Which of theſe Sorrows is he ſubject ro? 

Adr. To none of theſe, except it be the laſt, 
Namely, ſome Love that drew him oft trom home. 
A. You ſhould for that have reprehended him. 

Adr. Why ſo 1 did. EET on a 
Abb. Ay, but not rough _ . 
Adr. As roughly as my Modefly would let me. 


Adr. And in Aſſembl es too. 
Abb, Ay, but not enough. 


P 5. 
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Adr. It was the Copy of our Conference. 
In Bed he ſlept not for my urging it, 

At Board he fed not for my urging it; 

Alone, it was the Subject of my Theam; 

In Company I often glanced it; 

Still did I tell him, it was vile and bad. 
Abb. And therefore came it that the Man was mad: 

The venomous Clamours of a jealous Woman, 

Poiſons more deadly than a mad Dog's Tooth. 

It ſeems his Sleeps * hinder d by thy railing, 

And thereof comes it that his Head is lehr. . 

Thou ſay'ſt his Meat was ſauc d with thy Upbraidings; 

 Unquiet Meals. make ill Digeſtion, 

Thereof the raging Fire of Fever bred, 

And what's a Fever but a Fit of Madneſs? = 

Thou fay'ſt his Sports were hindred by thy Brawls: 
| Sweet Recreation barr'd, what doth enſue, 
But muddy and dull Melanchol 
Kinſman to grim and comforted Deſpair, 
And at her Heels a huge infectious Troop | 
Oft pale Diſtemperatures, and Foes to Life? 
In Food, in Sport, and life preſerving Reſt 
| To be diſturb'd would mad or Mag or Beaſt: 
The Conſequence is then, thy jealous Fits 
Have ſcar'd thy Husband from the uſe of Wits. 
Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean'd himſelf rough, rude and wildly 
Why hear you thoſe Rebukes, and anſwer not? 

Aar. She did betray me to my own Reproof. 

Socd People enter and lay hold on him. 

. No, not a Creature enters in my Houſe. | 
Ar. Then let your Servants bring my Husband forth, 
Ab. Neither; he took this Place for — 

And it ſhall privilege him from your Hands, 

Till I have brought him to his Wits again, 

Or loſe my Labour in affaying it. | 
A 1 will attend my Husband, be his Nurſe, 
Diet his Sickneſs, for it is my Office, | 

And will have no Attorney but my ſelf, EO 

And therefore let me haye him ROM with n me. 
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Ab. Be patient, for I will not let him fiir, 
Till I have us'd th' approved Means I have, 
With wholſome Syrups, Drugs, and holy Prayers 
To make of him a formal Man again; 

It is a Branch and Parcel of mine Oath, 
A charitable Duty of my Order; 
Therefore depart 9 — him here with me. 


Adr. I will not hence, and leave my Husband here; 
And ill it doth beſeem your Holineſs 


To ſeparate the Husband and the Wife. 


Abb. Be quiet and depart, thou ſhalt not have bim. 
Tuc. Complain unto the Duke of this Ladignity. 
Adr. Come go, I will fall proſtrate at his Feet, 
And never riſe, until my Tears and Prayers 
Haye won his Grace to come in Perſon hither, EL 
And take perforce my Husband from the Abbels, Eau, 
Enter Merchant and Angelo. 


Meer. By this I think the Dial points at Five: 
Anon 1 am ſure the Duke himſelf in Perſon 


Comes this way to the melancholy Vale; 


The place of Death and for Alber — 
Behind the Ditches of the 


Ang. Upon what Cauſe? 


Mer: To ſee a reverend Syracuſian Merchans, 
Who put unluckily into this Bay 


Againſt the Laws and Statutes of this Town, 


Beheaded publickly for his Offence. 


Ang. See where they come, we will behold his Death: 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
Luc. Kneel to the Duke before he paſs the A 


Ener the Duke, and Ægeon bare headed, with the Headman, | 


and other Officers. 
| Duke. Yet once again proclaim it phckly, 


If any Friend will pay the Sum for | 
He ſhall not die, ſo much we tender him. | T 


Adr. Juſtice, molt facred Duke, againſt the Abbeſs, 
Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend Lady; 


It cannot be that ſhe hath done thee wron 


Ar. May it pleaſe your Grace, Anti bolis m Husband, 5 
Whom 1 made Lord of me, and had. 4 


Mi 
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At your all-potent Letters, this ill Day 
A — — Fit of Madneſs _ him, 

That deſp'rately he hnrry'd thr the Street, 

With bin his Deadutiin all 0 1 
Doing diſpleaſure to the Citizens, 

By ruſhing in their Houſes; bearing thence 

Rings, Jewels, any thing his Rage did like, - 
One did I pet him bound, and ſent him home, 

_ Whillt to take Order for the Wrongs I went, 
That here and. there his Fury had committed: 
Anon, I wot not by what ſtrong Eſcape, 

He broke from thoſe that had the Guard of him, 
And with his mad Attendant and himſelf, 

Each one with ireful Paſſion, with drawn Swords 
Met us again, and madly bent on us, 

Chac'd us away; till raiſing of more Aid 
We came again to bind them; then they fled 

Into this Abbey, whither we purſu'd them, 
And here the Abbeſs ſhuts the Gates on us, 

And will not ſuffer us to fetch him out, 

Nor ſend him forth that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, moſt gracious Duke, with thy Command, 
Let him be brought forth, and born hence for help. 

Due. Long fince thy Husband ſerv'd me in my Wars, 
And I to thee ingag'd a Prince's Word, 

When thou didſt make him Maſter of thy Bed, 

To do him all the Grace and Good I could. 
Go ſome of you knock at the Abbey Gate, 
And bid the Lady Abbeſs come to me; 
1 will determine this before I ſtir. 
Enter 4 Meſſ nger. 3 

 Heſf. O Miſtreſs, Miſtreſs, ſhift and ſave your ſelf; 
My Maſter and bis Man are both broke loſe, 

| Beaten the Maids a row, and bound the Doctor. 

Whoſe Beard they have ſing d off with Brands of Fire, 

And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him 

Great Pails of puddled Mire to quench the Hair; 

My Maſter preaches Patience to him, and the while 

His Man with Sciſſars nicks him like a Fool: 
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Vars, 


t; 


That he is born about inviſible, 


When I beſtrid thee in the Wars, and took 


E. Au. Juſtice, ſweet Prince, againſt that Woman there; 


To Day did dine together: So befal my Soul, 
As this is falſe he burthens me withal. 


— ſhe tells to "your Highneſs imple Truth, 
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And ſure, unleſs you ſend ſome preſent 
Between them they will kill the er 

Adr. Peace Fool, thy Maſter and bis Man are here, 
n PE: 3 N 

Meſſ. Miſtreſs, upon my Life I tell you true, 

1 have not breath'd al: —  fince I did ſee i 
He cries for you, and vows if he- can take - 

To ſcorch your Face, and to disfigure you. [Cry Within, 
Hark, hark, I hear him Miſtreſs; fly, be gone. - 
Duke. Come, ſtand by me, fear nothing: Guard with 

Halberds. 
Adr. Ay me, it is my Husband;, witneſs you, 


Even now we hous'd him in the here. 
And now he's there, paſt thought of human Reaſon. 
Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Epheſus. 
E. Ant. Juſtice, moſtgracious Duke, oh grant me Juſtice, 
Even for the Service that long fince I did thee, 


Deep Scars ta fave pr fag No even for the Rlood 
That then J loft for grant me Juftice, : 

Egeon. Unleſs the fear of Death doth make me dote, 
I ſce my Son 4ntipholis, and Dromio. 


She whom thou gay'ſt to me to be my Wife; 

That hath abuſed and diſhonour'd' me, 

Even in the ſtrength and height of jury's 

Beyond Imagination is the Wrong 

That ſhe this Day hath ſhameleſs thrown on me. 
Duke. Diſcover how, and thou ſhalt find me juſt. 
E. Ant. This Day, great Duke, the ſhut the Doors up- 

on me; 

Whilſt ſhe with Harlots feaſted in my Houſe. 
Duke. A grievous. Fault; ſay Woman, didſt thou ſo? 
Aar. No, my good Lord: My felt, he, and wy Siſter, 


Luc. Ne er may I look on Day, nor ſleep on Night, 


1 
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O perjur'd Woman they are both forſworn, 
12 Sunn juſtly ch eth them. 

E. An. My Li 8 ed what I fay, 

Neither hiurb'd wi with the Effect of Wine, 

Nor heady-raſh provok d with raging Ire, 

Albeit my Wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 

This Woman lock d me out this Day from Dinner; 

That Goldſmith there, were he not pack d with her, 

Could witneſs it; for he was with me then, | 

Who parted with me to go fetch a Chain, 

- Promiſing to bring it to the Porcupine 


| Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 


Our Dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to ſeek him; in the Street I met him, 
And in his Company that Gentleman, 92 
There did this — Goldſmith ſwear me down; 
That I this Day from bim receiv'd the Chain. 
Which God he knows, I ſaw not. For the which 
Hie did arreſt me with an Officer. 
I did obey, and ſent my Peaſant home 
Far certain Duckets; bo with none return d. 
* fairly I beſpoke the Officer 
o in Perſon with me to my Houſe, _ 
way, we met my Wife, her Siſter, and a Rabble more 

2 vile Confederates; with chem 
They brought one Pinch, a ban lean'd-fac'd Villain, 
A meer Anatomy, a 3 
A thread-bare Juggler, and a Fortune: teller, 
A needy, hollow-ey'd, ſharp-looking Wretch, 
A living dead Man. This pernicious Slave 
Forſooth took on him as a Conjurer; 
And gazing in my Eyes, feeling my Pulſe, 
And with no- face, as 'twere, out-facing me, 
Cries out, I was poſſeſt. Then all together 
They fell upon me, bound me, and bore me 
And in a dark and dankiſh Vault at home 
There left me and my Man, both bound t ther; 
Till gnawing with my Teeth my Bonds 25 under, 

I gain d my Freedom, and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace, whom I beleech | 


_ 
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o give me ample Satisfaction 
For theſe deep Shames, and Indignities. 
Ang. My Lord, in truth, thus far I witneſs with him; 
That he din d not at Home, but was lock d out. 
Duke. But had he ſuch a Chain of thee, or no? 
Ang. He had my Lord, and when he ran in here, 
Theſe People ſaw the Chain about his Neck. wy 
Mer. Beſides, I will be ſworn theſe Ears of mine 
Heard you cenfeſs you had the Chain of him, 
After you firſt forſwore it on the Mart, 
And — I drew my Sword on you; 
And then you fled into this Abbey here, 
From whence I think you are come by Miracle. 
E. Ant. I never came within theſe Abbey Walls, 
Nor ever didſt thou draw thy Sword on me; 
I never ſaw the Chain, ſs help me Heav'n; 
And this is falſe you burthen me withal. 1 
Duke. Why what an intricate Impeach is this? 
I think you all have drunk of Circes Cup: 
If here you hous'd him, here he would have been. 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly; 
| You ſay he din'd at home, the Goldſmith here 
Denies that ſaying. Sirrah, what ſay you? 


more E. Dro, Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Porcupine. 
| | Cur, He did, and from my Finger ſnatch'd that Ring. 
ain, E. Ant. Tis true, my Leige, this Ring I had of her. 


Dube. Saw'ſt thou him enter at the Abbey here? 
Cur. As ſure, my Liege, as I do ſee your Grace. 
Duale. Why this is ſtrange; go call the Abbeſs hither ; 

I think you are all mated, or ſtark mad. 
* 5 I.,kxExit one to the Abbeſs. 
 FAgeon. Moſt mighty Duke, vouchſafe me ſpeak a Word; 
_ Haply I fee a Friend will fave my Life, Toe 
And pay the Sum that may deliver me, 


= Duke. Speak freely, Syracuſian, what thou vo lt. 
6 _ . #geon. Is not your Name, Sir, called Antiphotis? - 
j And is not that your Bond- man Dromio ? 


E. Dro. Within this Hour | was his Bond- man, Sir, 

But he, I thank bim, gnaw'd in two my Cords, 

Now am I Promio, and his Man unbound, 1 
9 e e geen 
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Lou are not Pinch's Patient, are you, Sir? 


we 


And careful Hours, with Time's deformed Hand, 
Have written ſtrange Deſeatures in my Face; 


a Man denies, you are now bound te believe him. 


| Knows not my feeble Key of untun'd Cares? : 
In fap-conſuming Winter's drizled Snow, 


And all the Conduits wy Blood froze up; 
= dull deaf Ears a little uſe to hear: 
Al 

Tell me, thou art my Son Antipholis. 
Thou ſham'ſt to acknowledge me in Miſery. 


| Can witneſs with me that it is not fo: 


Have I been Patron to Arntipholis, 


ZEgeon. I am ſure both of you remember me. 
E. Dre. Our ſelyes we do remember, Sir, by you; 
For lately we were bound as you. are now. en 


— Why look you ſtrange on me? you know me 


E. Ant. I never ſaw you in my Life till now. 
 £Egoeon. Oh! Grief hath chang'd me ſince you ſaw me laſt, 


But tell me yet, doſt thou not know my Voice? 
E. Ant. Neither. DOT 
 ZEgeon. Dromio, nor thou? 
E. Dro. No, truſt me, nor I. 
| £Egeon. | am ſure thou doſt. : 305 
E. Dro. I, Sir, but I am ſure I do not; and whatſoever 


geon. Not know my Voice! oh Time's 
Haſt thou ſo crack'd and ſplitted my poor Tongus 
In ſever: ſhort Years, that here my only Son > 


7 


Tho? now this grained Face of mine be hid 

Yet hath my Night of Life ſome Memory, 

My wafting Lamp ſome fading Glimmer left; 
theſe old Witneſles, I cannot- err, 

E. Ant. I never ſa my Father in my Life. 
 ££geon. But ſeven Years ſince, in Syracuſa Bay, 
Thou know'ſt we ; but perhaps, my Son, 

E. Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the City, 


I neer ſaw Syracuſa in my Life, 
Duke. I tell thee, Syracuſian, twenty Years 


During which time he ne'er ſaw Syracuſa: 
I ſee thy Age, and Dangers make thee dote. 
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Enter the Abbeſs, with Antipholis Syracuſian and 
4 Dromio Sy . 1 a 
Mo mighty Duke, behold a much wrong 
| daher UA gather to ſee them. 
me py I ſee two Husbands, or mine Eyes deceive me. 
Duke, One of theſe Men is Genius to the other; 
And ſo of theſe which is the natural Man, 
laſt, And which the Spirit? who Deciphers them? 
S. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio, command him away. 
E. Dro. I, Sir, am Dramio, pray let me ſtay. 
S. Ant. Zgeon, art thou net? or elſe his Ghoſt? 
S. Dre. Oh, my old Maſter! who hath bound him here? 
Abb. Whoever bound him, 1 will looſe his Bonds, 
And gain a Husband by his Liberty.” 
| Speak, old ZEgeon, if thou be'ſt the Man 
ever That hadſt a Wife once call'd Emilia, 
8 r 
ity, if thou be e Ageon, ; 
4s And ſpeak —_ fame Emilia. right: 
Duke. W begins the Morning 
Theſe two Antipbolit s, theſe two ſo —_—— 
And thoſe two Dromio's, one in ſemblance; 
Beſides her ur of her wrack at Sea, 
Theſe are the Parents to theſe Children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Egeon. If I dream not, thou art Emilia; 
If then art ſhe, tell me where is that Son 
That floated with thee on the fatal Rafe 
Abb, By Men of Epidamnium, he and I, 
_ 2 all were taken up; 
rude Fiſhermen of Corinth 
By ETD Dromio and my Son from them, 
And me left wich thass of 
What then of them J cannot tell; 
to this Fortune that you ſee me in. 
Duke. Antipholis, oe cam ſt from Corinth firſt. 
S. Aut. No, Sir, not I. I came from Syracuſe. 
Duke. Stay ' ſtand apart, 1 know not which is which, + 
E. ant. 1 came from Grind, my moſt gracious Lond, pe 
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E. Dro. And I with him. rior, 
E. Art. Brought to this Town by that moſt famous War. 
Duke Menaphon, your moſt renowned Uncle. 
Ar. Which of you two did dine with me to Day), 
S. Ant. I. gentle Miſtreſs. 
Aar. And are not you my Husband? 
E. Ant. No, I fay nay to 1 
S. Ant. And ſo do I, yet did ſhe call me ſo: 
And this fair Gentlewoman here 
Did call me Brother. What I told you then, 
I hope I ſhall have leiſure to make good, 
If this be not a Dream I ſee and hear. | 
Ang. That is the Chain, Sir, which you had of me; 
_ S. Au. I think it be, Sir, I deny it not. | 
E. Ane. And you, Sir, for this Chain arreſted me. 
Ang. I think I did, Sir, I deny it not. 
Ar. I ſent you Mony, Sir, to be your Bail 
| By Dromio, but I think he brought it not. 
E. Dro. No, none by me. v7 
S8. Ant. This Purſe of Duckets I receiy'd from you; 
And Dromio, my Man, did bring them me: 
I ſee we ſtill did meet each others Man, 
And I was tane for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon theſe Errorrs all aroſe. 
E. Ant. Theſe Duckets pawn I for my Father TRY 
Duke. It ſhall not need, th Father hath his 4 
Cur. Sir, I muſt have that Diamond from 
E. 3 There take it, and much thanks or * my goo 


46s, Renowned Duke, vouchſafe to take the Pains 
To go with us into the Abbey here, 
And hear at large diſcourſed al our Fortunes: 
And all that are aſſembled in this Place, 
That by this 1 one Day's Error 
Have ſuffered Wr us 3 
And ye ſhall have full Satisf 
9 Thirty three Years have I bows gone in Travel | 
Of you my Sons, and till this preſent Hour 
My heavy Burthens are delivered: 
The Duke, my Husband, and my Children both, 


a 


And 
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And you the Kalenders of their Nativity, 

Go to a Goſſip's Feaft, and go with me, 

After ſo long Grief ſuch Nativity ! | 
Duke. With all my Heart I'll goſſip at this Feaſt. 


[Exeunt omnes. Manent the two Antiph. and two Dromio i 


S. Dro. Maſter, ſhall I fetch your Stuff from Shipboard ? 

E. Dro. Dromis, what Stuff of mine haſt thou imbark'd ? 

S. Dyo. Your Goods that lay at hoſt, Sir, in the Centaur. 

S. Ant. He ſpeaks ans our Maſter, Dromio. 
Come go 1 cg us, we'll look to that anon; 


Embrace thy Brother there, rejoice with him = [Exit 


S. Dro. There is a fat Friend at your Maſter's Houſe, 
That kitchen'd me for you to Day at Dinner: 
She now ſhall be my Siſter, not my Wife, 


E. Dro. Methinks you are my Glaſs, and not my Brother: 


I ſee by you, I am a ſweet fac'd Youth, 
Will you walk in to ſee their Goff ing? 
S. Dro. Not I. Sir. you are my Elder, 
E. Dro, That's a Queſtion, how ſhall I 


=—_ 
S. Dro. We'll draw Cuts for the Senor: l till then, lead 


thou firſt. 


E. Dro. Nay, then thus — f Embracing: 


We came into the World like Brother and Brother: 
And now let's 5 go Hand in Hand, not one before another, 
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Ur 'ula, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ON Pedro, Prince of Arragon. 
Leonato, Governor of Meflina. 
Don John, Baſlard=Brother to Don Pedro. 


Claudio, 4 young Lord of F lorence, Fauourite 


to Don Pedro. 


Benedick, 4 young Lord of Padua, favear d 


blows by Don Pedro. 


Balthaſar, Servant ro Don Pedro. 5 


Antonio, Brother to Leonato. 


Borachio, Confident to Don John. 


Conrade, Friend to Borachio. 
Dogberry 76 10 fool ſb Officers 


7 Verges, 


| Innogen, Wife to Leonato. Fo 
Hero, Daughter to Leonato and Innogen. 


Beatrice, Mece to Leonato. 
Margaret, ; 1 Gentlewomm attending on 
Hero, 


A He, Meſſmger, Watch, Town-Clerk, Se ae 
and Attendants. 4 


SCENE aui 


Mach 


urite 


our d 


Much Ado about Nothing. 


— 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Exter Leonato, Innogen, Hero and Beatrice, with 
1 a Meſſenger. SURE 

Learn in this Letter, that Don Pedro 

of Arragon comes this Night to Meſſma. - 


"SLIT 


_—_——— Leagues off when I left 
Leon. How many Gentlemen have you 
. S loſt in this Adio | 

Meſſ. But few of any fort, and none of Name. 

Leon, A Victory is twice it ſelf, when the Atchiever 
brings home full Numbers; I find here that Don Pedro 
hath beſtowed much Honour on a young Florentine, call'd 
 Meſſ. Much deſerved on his Part, and equally remem- 
bred by Don Pedro, he hath born himſelf beyond the 
Promiſe ef his Age, doing in the Figure of a Lamb, the 
Feats of a Lion; he hath indeed better better'd Expectati- 
on, than you muſt expect of me to tell you how. _ 
Leon. He hath an Uncle here in Meſſina will be very 
much glad of it. | „ . 

Meſſ. 1 have already delivered him Letters, and there 
appears much Joy in him, even ſo much, that Joy could 
-_ ny w it ſelf modeſt enough, without a Badge of Bit- 


Wi” js 


Meſſ. He is very near by this; he 
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Ten Did he break out into Tears 
| Me. In great meaſure. 


Leon. A kind overflow of Kindneſs; there areno Faces 
truer, than thoſe that are ſo waſh'd; how much better is 


It to weep at Joy, than to joy at Weeping ? 


Bear. I pray you, is Signior Mountanto return d from 
Wars, or no? | 
Meſſ. I know none of that Name Lady, there was none 


ſuch in the Army of any ſort. 


| Leon. What is he that you ask for, Neice? 
Hero, My Couſin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 
Meſſ. O he's return d. and as pleaſant as ever he — 

=- He ſet up his _ here in Meſſina, and chall 

d at the fliz ht? and Uncle's Fool ang th 
Challenge, ſubſerid'd for h and challeng'd him at the 
N I pray you, how many hath he kill'd and ea- 
ten in theſe Wars ? Bur how many hath he kill'd ? for i in- 


| ded promiſe to eat all of his kiliing. 


Low. 'Faith, Neice, you tax Signior Benedick too much, 


but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 


wulf He bath done good Service, Lady, in thoſe 


Wars. 


Bear. You had muſty Victuals, and he bath holp to cat 
it; he's a very valiant Trencher: -man, — Es: 


 Meſſ. And a Soldier too, 
Beat. 5 e e eh, But what is he 


| water 


IL A Lord to a Lord, a Man to Man, duft with dl 


- honourable Virtues. 


Bent. It is ſo indeed, he is no leſs than a tufe Man: 
but for the ſtuffing well, we are all Mortal 


- Leon, You muſt not, Sir, miſtake my Neice; there i. 


kind of merry War betwixt Signior Bexedick and her; 
dey vere mor, by ths a Sr of Wit between | 


— thing by that. In our laſt Con- 
Ai, four of his Wits went halting off, and now is 


the whole Man d with one: 80 that if he have 
Wit enough to keep himſelf warm, let him bear it for a 


| them. 


=o Alas, he 
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difference between himſelf and his Horſe. For it is all 


| the Wealth that he hath lefr, to be known a reaſonable 
Faces Creature. Who is his Companion now? He hath every 


ter ii WM Month a new ſworn Brother. | 
Meſſ. Is it poſſible ? 3 = BY 
from Beat. Very eaſily poſſible; he wears his Faith but as the 
| faſnion of his Hat, it eyer changes with the next Block. 
none  Meſſ. 1 ſee, Lady, the Gentleman is not in your Books. 


Beat. No, and he were I would burn my Study. But 
I pray you who is his Companion? Is there no young 
— now, that will make a Voyage with him to the 
Devil? | 
Meſſ. He is moſt in the Company of the right noble 
Claudio, 5 = | 3 
Beat. O Lord, he will hang upon him like a Diſeaſe; 
he is ſooner caught than the Peſtilence, and the Taker runs 
preſently mad. God help the noble Claudio, if he have 
caught the Benedick, it will coſt him a thouſand pound 
JJ | PT MT ROM. 
Meſſ. 1 will hold Friends with you, Lady. 
Beat. Do good Friend, WOO ny. 
Leon. You'll ne er run mad, Neice. 
Beat. No, not till a hot Fanuary. 


ef]. Don Pedro is . | | | 
Buer Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar and 


Don John. 5 
Pedro Good Signior Leonato, you are come to meet 
your Trouble: The faſhion of the World is to avoid Coſt, 
and you encounter it. 3 
Leon. Never came Trouble to my Houſe in the likeneſs 
of your Grace; for, the Trouble being gone, Comfort 
ſhould remain; But when you depart from me, Sorrow 
abides, and Happineſs takes his Leave. 5 
_ Pedro. You embrace your Charge moſt willingly : 1 
think this is your Daughter. . 
Leon. Her Mother hath many times told me fo. 
Bene. Were you in doubt, that you askt her? 
| Leon. Signior Benedick no, for then were you a Child. 
Pedro. You have it full Benedick, you may gueſs by 
this what you are, being a Man, truly the Lady fathers 


N | MY » md 
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=o x be happy, Lady, fer you are like an honourable 
Ather. | x 
Bene. It Signior Leonato be her Father, ſhe would not 


bave his Head on her Shoulders for all Meſins, as like him 


. TOE 

Beat 1 wonder that you will ſtill be talking, Signior 
Benedick, no Body marks you. 3 : 
Bene. What, my dear Lady Diſdain! are you yet l- 
ving ? : Sr 3 
Beat. Is it poſſible Diſdain ſhould die, while ſhe hath 


ſuch meet Food to feed it, as Signior Benedict? Cour- 


teſie it ſelf muſt convert to Diſdain, if you come in her 

Prolence, + | 
Bene. Then is Courteſie a Turn-ceat, but it is certain! 

am loy'd of all Ladies, only you excepted; and I would! 


could find in my Heart that I had net an hard Heart, for 


truly I love none. | I 
Beat. A dear Happineſs to Women, they would elſe 
have been troubled with a pernicious Sutor. I thank God 


and wg cold Blood, I am of your Humour for that; I had 


rather hear my Dog bark at a Crow, than a Man ſwear 
he loves me. 5 
Bene. God keep your Ladiſhip ſtill in that Mind, ſo ſome 
Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a predeſtinate ſcratcht Face. 
Beat. Scratching could not make it worſe, an twere 
ſuch a Face as yours were. I. 
Bene. Well you are a rare Parrot Teacher. 
Beat. A Bird of my Tongue, is better than a Beaſt of 
curs. | 
s Bene. I would my Horſe had the ſpeed of your Tongue, 
and fo good a Continuer; but keep your way a God“ 
Name, I have done. 5 | 
Beat. You always end with a Jade's Trick, I. know you 
of old. = 35 
Pedro. This is the ſem of all: Leonato, Signior Claudi, 


and Signior Benedick, my dear Friend Leonats hath invited 


you all; I tell him we ſhall tay here at the leaſt a Month, 

aud he heartily prays fume Occaſion may detain us lon- 
ger: I dare {wear he is no Hypocrite, but prays from bi 
Heart. | = | 


len 


with a {ad Brow? or do you 


with ſuch a Fury, 
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Leon. If you ſwear, my Lord, you ſhall not be for- 
ſworn; let me bid you welcome, my Lord, being recon- 


eiled to the Prince your Brother; I owe you all Duty. 


John. I thank you; I am not of many Words, but I 
thank you. 

Leon. Pleaſe it your Grace lead on? Es 

Pedro. Your Hand Leonazo, we will go together. 
[ Exeumt all but Benedick and Claudio. 
Claud. Benedick, didſt thou note the Daughter of Sig- 


nior Leonato? 


Bene. I noted her not, but I look d on her. 

Claud. Is ſhe not a modeſt. young Lady? 8 

Bene. Do you queſtion me, as an honeſt Man ſhould do, 
for my Pans! coo. true Judgment? Or would you have me ſpeak 
after my Cuſtom, as being a profeſſed Tyrant to their Sex? 


Claud. No, I ithee ſpeak in ſober Judgment. 
Bene. Why i'faith methinks ſhe's too low for an high 


_ Praiſe, too brown for a fair Praiſe, and too little for 2 


great Praiſe; only this Commendation I can afford her, 


chat were ſh: other than ſhe is, ſhe were unhan ome; | 


and being no other but as ſhe is, I do not like her. 
Claud. Thou think'ſt I am in {port, I pray: thee tell me 


truly how thou lik'ſt her. 


Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after her? 
Claud. Can the World buy ſuch a Jewel? 


Bene Yea, and a Caſe to — it into, but ſpeak you this 
play the flouting Jack, to 
tell us Cupid is a god Hare-finder, and Vulcan à rare Car- 
penter? Come, in what Key fhall a Man take you to go 
in the Sor g? 
Claud. In mine Eye, the is the ſweeteſt Lady that ever _ 
1 look'd on. 
Bene. I can ſee yet without Spectacles, and I ve no 
ſuch Matter: There's her Couſin, and ſhe were not poſſeſt 
excceds !:er as much in Beauty as the 
firſt of May doth the laſt of December: Bu I hope you 
have no intent to turn Husband, have you? 
Claud. | would ſcarce truſt my ſeit. tho? 1 had fororn 


the contrary, if Hero would be my Wife. 


Qz | = | 
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Bene. Ist come to this; In Faith hath not the World | 
one Man, but he will wear his Cap with Suſpicion ? Shall 
I never ſee a Batchelor of threeſcore again? Go to i'faith, 
and thou wilt needs thruſt thy Neck into a Yoke, wear 
the print of it, and ſigh away Sundays: Look, Don Pedro 
is return d to ſeek you 
Eiter Don Pedro and Don John. | 
Pedro. What Secret harh held you here, that you fol- 
Jow'd not to Leonato's? 
Bene. I would your Grace would confirain me to * 
Pedro. I charge thee on thy Allegiance. - 
Bene. You hear, Count Claudio, I cannot be fecret as a 
dumb Man, I would have you think fo; but on my Alle. 
giance, mark you this, on my Allegiance, he is in love; 
with whom ? Now that is your Grace's part: Mark how 
ſhort his Anſwer is, with Hero, Leonato's ſhort — 
Claud. If this were fo, fo were it uttered. 
Bene. Like the eld Tale, my Lord, it is not fo. nor 
"twas not ſo; but indeed, God forbid it ſhould be fo. 
Claud. If my Paſſion change not ſhortly, God forbid it 
ſhould be otherwiſe. 
Pedro. Amen, if you love ber, for the Lady i is very well 
worthy. 
Claud You fpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord. 
Pedro, By my Troth I ſpeak my Thought. 
Claud. And in Faith, my Lord, I ſpoke mine. | 
Bene. And by my two Faiths and Troths, my Lord, 1 
k mine. 
22. That I love ber. 1 feel. 
Pedro. That ſhe is worthy L know. 
Bene. That I neither feel how ſhe ſhould W nor 
know how ſhe ſhould be worthy, is the Opinion that 
Fire cannot melt out of me; I wi | dic i in it at the Stake. 
Pedro. Thou waſt nf Heretick in the de- 
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ſpight of Beauty. 

Claud And never could maintain his Part, but in the 
force of his Will. 

Bene That a Woman beer me, I thank ber; that 
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| great Letrers as t 


mean time, good Si 
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Farchead, or hang my Bugle in an inviſible Baldrick, all: 
Women ſhall pardon me; becauſe I will not do them the. 
Wrong to miſtruſt any, I will do my ſelf the right to 
truſt none; and the fine is, for the which I may 8⁰ the- 
finer, 1 will live a Batckelor. 

Pedro. 1 ſhall ſee thee, ere I die, look: pale with Love. 

Bene. With Anger, with Sickneſs, or. with Hunger, my. 
Lord, not with Love: Prove that ever I loſe more Blood 
with Love, than I will get again with drinking, pick out 
mine Eyes with a -maker's Pen, and hang me up at. 
the Door of a Brothel-houſe for the Sign of blind Cupid. 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou doſt fall from this Faith, thow. 
wilt prove a notable Argument. 


Bene. If 1 do. hang me in a Bottle like a Cat, and ſhoot- 
at me, and he that hits me, 3 on the Shoul- 


der, and call'd Adam, 


Pedro. Well, as time ſhall try; in time the favage Bull 


doth bear the Yoak. 
Bene. The ſavage Bull may, but if ever the ſenſible Be- 


nedick bear it, pluck off the Bull's-borns, and ſet them in 


my Forchead, and let me be vilely painted, and in ſuch 
write, Here is good Horſe to hire; let 
them lignifie under my Sign, Here you may fee Benedick-- 


the marry'd Man. 


Claud. If this ſhould ever happen, thou wouldſt be 
Horn mad. 

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not ſpent all his Quiver in pe- 
nice, thou wilt quake for this ſhortly. | 

Bene. I look tor an Earthquake too then. 

Pedro. Well you will temporize w/ith the Hovrs; in the - 
ior Benedick, repair to Leonate s, 
commend me to bim, and tell him 1 will not fail him at 
Supper, fag indeed he hath made great Preparation. 

Bene. I have almoſt Matter 44 in me for ſuch an 


; Embaſſage, and ſo I commit you. 


3 1 To the Tuition of God. From my Houſe 11 

= 
Pedro. The ſixth of July, Your lovi Friend, Benedick. 
Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not; the body of your Diſ- 
courſe is lometime guarded with Fragments, and the 
V3 Guards 
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Guards are but Aer, corp baſted on neither: E re you flout 


leave you. [Exte. 


Any hard Leſſon, that may do thee good. 
Doft thou affe& her, Claudio? 


lock d upon her with a Soldier's Eye, 


Than to drive Liking to the Name of Love; 
But now I am return'd, and that War-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant; in their rooms 
Come thronging ſoft and delicate Deſires, 
All prompting me how fair young He o is, 


8 % * 


And tire the Hearer with a Book of Words: 
If thou doft love fair Hero, cheriſh | WK - 


J bs - 
* — +4 — L- 


That thou began'ſt to twiſt fo fine a Storß? 


But left my Liking might too ſudden ſeem, 
I would have 1alv'd it with a longer Treatiſe. 


pe + —_ , 2 * — 
1 R. 


I will aſſame thy part in ſome 
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio 

And in her Boſom I'll unclaſp my Heart, 
And take her hearing Priſoner with the force 


—_ + n ung; 
pI - | 


342 Much Ado about Nothing. 


old Ends any fi examine your Conſcience and fol 


Claud My Liege, your Highneſs now may do me good. 
Pedro. My Love is thine to teach, teach it but how, 
And thou ſhalt fee how apt it is to learn 


Claud. Hath Leonato any Son, my Lord? 
Pedro. No Child but Hero, ſhe's his only Heir : 


Claud. O my Lord, 
When you went onward on this ended Action, 


That lik d. but had a rougher Task in hand, 


Saying I lik'd her ere I went to Wars. | 
Pedro. Thou wilt be like a Lover preſently 


And 1 will break with her; was't not to this we 


Claud. How ſweetly do you miniſter to Love, 
That know Love's Grief by his Complexion ! 


Pedro. What need the Bridge much broader than the 
The taircſt Grant is the Necethity; (Flood? 
Look what will ſerve, is fit; tis once, thou loveſt, 
And J will fit thee with the aug 

1 know we ſhall have revelling to Ni 


And ftrong encounter of my amorous Talc: 


Then after, to * 


the 


od? 


venture this be true; 


Friend, o you with me and I will uſe your Skill; good 
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And the Conclufion is, ſhe ſhall be thine ; 


In ͤ Practice let us pur it preſently. Eau. 


Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now Brother, where is my Couſin your Son? 
Hath he provided this Muſick ? | 
Ant. He is very buſie about it; but Brother, I can tell 
you News that you yet dream'd not of. 

Leon. Are they good? 

Ant. As the Event ſtamps them, but they have a good 


| Cover: they ſhow well cutward: The Prince and Count 
Claudio, walking in a thick peached Alley in my Orchard, 


were thus over-heard by a Man of mine: The Prince diſ- 
cover d to Claudio that he lov'd my Neice your Daughter, 
and meant to acknowledge it this Night in a Dance; and 
if he found her Accordant, meant to take the preſent time 
by the top, end inſtantly break with you of it. EN 

Leon. Hath the Fellow any Wit, that told you this? 

Ant. A good ſharp Fellow, I will ſend for him, and © 
queſtion him your ſelf, 

Leon. No, no; we will hold it as a Dream, Hill it ap 


peur it ſelf: But 1 will acquaint my Daughter with all, 


that ſhe may be the better prepared for anſwer, if perad- 
you and tell her of it: Couſins, 
32 to do. O, I cry you mercy 


you know what you 


Couſin ye a Care this buſie time. 1— 
Enter Don John and Conrade. 
Cour. What the good Year my Lord, why are you thus 


out of Meaſure fad? 


Fohn, There is no meaſure in the Occaſion that breeds, 


therefore the Sadneſs is without limit. 


Cony. You ſhould hear Reaſon. | 1 5 
Fehn. And when I have heard it what Bleſſing bringeth it? 
Conr. If not a preſent Remed y,yet a patient Sufferanee. 
Foln. 1 wonder that thou Going, as thou fay'ſt thou 


art, born under Saturn) goeſt about to apply a mortal Me- 
_ to a mortify! 


Miſchief: I cannot hide what 1 


: I muſt be ad w 


Man's ; fleep when I am drowtfic, and tend on no 
Q 4 : Man's 


| bare Cauſe, and ſmile at nod 
Man's eſts; rin and wait for o 
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Man's Buſineſs: laugh when I am merry, and claw nb 
Man in his Humour. = | 
Cony. Yea, but you muſt not make the full ſhow of 
this. till you may do it without Controlement; you have 
of late ſtood out againſt your Brother, and he hath tane 
| you newly into his Grace, where it is impoſſible you 
ſhould take Root, but by the fair Weather that you make 
your felt; it is needful that you frame the Seaſon for 
your own Harveſt. Ne | 
Fobn. I had rather be a Canker in a Hedge, than a Roſe 
in his Grace; and it better fits my Blood to be diſdain'd 
of all, than to faſhion a _— to reb Love from any: 
In this (though I cannot be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt 
Man) it muſt not be deny'd but I am a plain-dealing Vil- 
lain; I am truſted with a Muzzel, and infranchiſed with 
2 Clog, therefore I have decreed not to ſing in my Cage: 
If 1 had my Mouth, I would bite; if I had my Liberty, 1 
would de my liking: In the mean time, let me be that 
I am, and ſeek not to alter me. „ 
| Coar. Can you make no uſe of your Diſcontent? 
John. I will make all uſe of it, for I uſe it only. 
Who comes here? what News, Borachio? ? 
IT -- V a gr 1 
Bora. I came yonder from a great Supper; the Prince, 
your Brother, is royally entertain d by Leonato, and I can 
give you Intelligence of an intended Marriage. 7 
Fobn, Will it ſerve for any Model to build Miſchief 
on? What is he for a Fool that betroths himſelf to Un- 
quietneſs? . . 8 
Bora. Marry it is your Brother's right Hand. 
Fon. Who, the moſt exquiſite Claudio? 
ws. Teen ks. * £: 
| Fohn. A proper Squire; and who, and who? which 
Way looks he? 55 i x 
Bora. Marry on Hero, the Daughter and Heir of Leonats. 
Fon. A very forward March chick, how come you to 
this? | | ON 8 
Bora. Being entertain d for a Perfumer, as I was ſmoak·- 
ing in a muſty Room, comes me the Prince and Claudio, 
Hand in Hand in fad Coaference: I whipt behind the Ar- 


S 
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ras, and there heard it agreed upon that the Prince ſhould 
woo Hero for himſelf, and having obtain d her, give her. 


to Count Claudio. 


Felm. Come, come, let us thither, this may prove Food 
to my Diſpleaſure: That young Start-up hath all the Glory 
of my Overthrow; if 1 can croſs him any way. I bleſs. 


my ſelf every way; you are both ſure, and will aſſiſt me? 


Corr. To the Dca h. my Lord. | + Yo 
Fobn. Let us to the great Supper, their Cheer is the © 


greater that I am ſubdu'd; would the Cook were of my 


Mind: Shall we go prove what's to be done? 
Bora, We'll wait upon your Lordſhip.  [Excant.- 


Enter Leonato, Antonio, Innogen, Hero, Beatrice; Marga- 


3 . ret E. f 
le. V 7 AS not Count Fohn here at Supper? ) 
LI MM_w.. 


Beat. How tartly that Gentleman looks; I never can 


ſee him, but J am Heart-burn'd an Hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy Diſpoſition, | 

Beat. He were an excellent Man that were made juſt in 
the mid-way between him and Benedick; the one is too 
like an Image, and ſays nothing; and the other too like 
my Lady's eldeſt Son, evermore tatling. | 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedicts Tongue in Count 

Jolm's Mouth, and half Count Fohn's Melancholy in Sig- 
mor Benedif's Face Ms | 


| Bear. With a good Leg, and a good Foot, Uncle, and 


Mony enough in his Purſe, ſuch a Man would win any 


Woman in the World, if he could get her good Will. 


| Leon. By my troth, Neice, thou wilt never get thee a. 


Husband, if thou be fo ſhrewd of thy Tongue. 


Ant. In faith ſhe's too curſt. . 3 
Beat. Too curſt is more than curſt, I ſhall leſſen God's 


ſending that way ; for it is aid. God ſends a curſt Cow | 


ſhort Horus, but to a Cow too curſt he {ends none. 


Qs Leon, 
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„ Leon. So, by being too curſt, God will ſend you no 


Horns. 
Beat. Juſt, if he ſend me no Husband, for the which 
Bleſſing, I am at him upon my Knees every Morning and 
Evening: Lord, I could not endure a Husband with a 
Beard on his Face, J had rather lye in Woollen. 
1 You may light upon a Husband that hath no 

Beat. What ſhould I do with him? dreſs him in m 

Apparel, and make him my Wairing-Gentlewoman? He 

that hath a Beard is more than a Youth, and he that hath 

no Beard is leſs than a Man; and he that is more than a 

Youth, is not for me; and he that is leſs than a Man, I 
am not for him: Therefore, I will even take fix Pence in 

_ earneſt of the Bearherd, and lead his Apes into Hell. 

- Leon. Well then, go you into Hell. 5 
Beat. No, but to the Gate, and there will the Devil 
meet me like an old Cuckold, with his Horns on his Head, 

and ſay, get you to Heav'n, Beatrice, get you to Heav's, 

| here's no Place for you Maids; fo deliver I up my Apes, 
and away to St. Peter; for the Heav'ns, he ſhews me 
where the Batchelors fit, and there live we as merry as 
the Day is 1 5 | RT * 
An. Well Neice, I truſt you will be rul'd by your Fa- 
ther. VVV | [To Hero. 
Beat. Yes, Faith, it is my Couſin's Duty fo make Curt- 
fie, and fay, as it pleaſe you; but yet for all that Couſin, 
let him be a handſome Fellow, or elſe make another 
Curtſie, and ſay, Father, as it pleaſes me. * 
Leon. Well, Neice, I hope to ſee you one Day fitted 
with a Husband. © © 
Beat. Not til God make Men of ſome other Mettal 
than Earth; wou'd it not grieve a Woman to beover-ma- 
ſter'd with a Piece of valiant Duſt? to make account of 
der Life to a Clod of wayward Marle? No, Uncle, II 
none; Adam's Sons are my Brethren, and truly I hold it 
a Sin to match in my Kindred. A 
Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you; if the 
Prince do ſollicit you in that kind, you know your Anſwer. 
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Beat. The Fault will be in the Muſick, Couſin, if you 
be not wood in good time; if the Prince be too im | 
tunate, tell him there is meaſure in every thing, 1 
dance out the Anſwer; for hear me, Hero, wooing, wed- 
ding, and 3 is a Scotch Jig, a Meaſure, and a 
Cinque-pace; The 
lis, Tad full as fantaſtical; the Wedding mannerly mo- 
eſt, as a Meaſure, full of State and Anchentry; and 
then comes Repentance, and with his bad Legs falls in- 
8 the Cinque · pace faſter and faſter, till he finks into his 
rave. - 
Leon. Couſin, you apprehend paſſing ew 
Beat. I have a good Eye, Uncle, I can fee a Church | 


* by Day Light. 


Leon. The Revellers are entring, Brother; make good 
room. 
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio Benedick, Abe, and 
 . others in Maſquerade. 
| Pedro. Lady, will you walk — wich your Friend? 
Hero. So you walk ſoftly, and look iweetly, and fay 
nothing, I am yours for the Walk, and eſpecially when 1 


walk away. 


Pedro. With me in your Company | 

Hero. I may fay fo when | pleaſe, 

Pedro. And when pleaſe you to ſay ſo? 

Hero. When I like your Favour; for God defend the 
Lute ſhould be like ths Caſe. 

[ow My Viſor i is Philemon's Roof, within the Houſe 
is Ove. 

Hero. Why tben your Viſor ſhould be thatch d. 

Pedro, Speak low if you ſpeak Love. 

Bene, Well, I car ou did like me. 

Marg. So would not for your own Sake, for I have 


many ill Qualities. 


Bene. Which is one? 
Marg. 1 fay my Prayers aloud. 8 
2 I love you the better, che 8 may cry, | 
en 
Marg. God Match me wich a good Dancer, 
alt. Amen. | | 
_ Marg 


rſt Suit is hot and haſty, like a Scorch 
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only his Gitt is, in devifing 


you ſay. 
ay me, which 


_ Marg. And Ged keep him out of my Sight when the 


Dance i is done: Anſwer Clerk. 


Balih. No more Words, the Clerk is anſwer d. 
3 4 I know you well enough, you we Signior £n- 


The ik a IK ling of Head. 

r/ſu. I kaow you wagling o I 

| Anth. To tell — = a I r | 
Urſu. You could never do him ſo ill Will, unleſs you 


were the very Man: Here's his dry Hand up and down ; 


you are he, you are he. 
Antb. At a Word, I am not. 


Urſs Come, come, do you think 1 do not know 


you by your excellent Wit ? * — Virtue hide it ſelf? Go 


2 you are he; ( 8 and there's an 


Beat. Will you not tell me who told you ſo? 

Bene. No, you ſhall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you tell me who you are? 

Bene. Not now. 

Bear, That 1 was diſdainful, and that 1 had my good 
Wit out of the hundred merry Tales; well, des. 


nior Benedick that faid ſo. 


Bene. What's he? 
Bear, I am fire you know bim well enough. 
Bene. Not I, believe me. 


| Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 


Bene. I pray you what is he? 

Beat. Why, he is the Prince's Jeſter, a very dull — 
impoſſible Slanders? none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the Commendation is 


not in his Wit, but in his Villany; for he both pleaſeth 


Men, and angers them, and then they 


h at bin and 


| beat him; 1 am ſure be is in the Fleet, | would he had 
. boarded me. 


Bene. When 1 know the Gentleman, Tu tell him what 


Beat. Do, do, he'll but break a Com 


venture, not mark d, hd 
at, irikes en r — and chen there =" 


nor two on 


AT * 
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tridge Wing ſav d, for the Fool will eat no Supper that 
Night. We mult follow the Leaders. 
". In every good Thing. 
Beat. Nay, if they lead to any Ill, I will leave them at 
the next Turning, [Exennt, 
Muſick for the Dance. 
 Foln. Sure my Brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
_ withdrawn her Father to break with him about it; The 
Ladies follow her, and but one Viſor remains. 
Bora. And that is Claudio, I know him by his bearing 
Jem: Are not you Signior Benedick ? 


Claud. You know me well, 1 am he. 
John. Signior, you are very near my Brother in his 
Love, he is enamor d on Hero, I pray you diſſuade him 


from her, ſhe is no equal for his Birth; you-may do the 
Part of an honeſt Man in it. 5 


Claud. How know you he loves her? 
Fam. I heard him ſwear his Affection. : 
chin and he ſwore he would marry het 
to Night. 
| Juin. Come let us to the B 
. 7 John and bon | 
Claud. ali Name of Benedick, 
But hear this ill News with the Ears of Claudio. 
Tis certain ſo, the Prince woos for himſelf. 
Friendſhip is conſtant in all other Things, 
Save in the Office and Affairs of Love; 
TAY Hearts in I.ove uſe their own Tongues, 
An ax for it ſelf, $5 


8 | Eye 
e = = 2 Agent; for Beauty 1 is a Witch, 
; inſt whoſe Charms, Faith melteth into Blood. 
\ | * oo Libet of 2 div w. | 
« Whi I not. Farewe therefore, Here, 
d Enter Benedick. 
Bene. Count Claudio? 
it Claud. Yea the fame. 
Bene. Come, will you go with me? 
d Bene. Even to the next Willow, about your own Bu- 
r ack, Gun, What Faſhion will you wear the Garland 
be | 


of ? 
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of? About your Neck like an Uſurer's Chain? Or under 
Arm, like a Lieutenant's Scarf? You muſt wear it 
one way, for the Prince hath got your Hero. 
Claud. I wiſh him Joy of her. A ovine” 
Bene. Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drover; ſo 
they ſell Bullocks; but did you think the Prince would 
have ſerved you thus? 5 
Claud. | pray you leave mm. 
Bene. No, no! you ſtrike like the blind Man; *twas the 
Boy that ſtole your Meat, and you'll beat the Poſt. 
Claud. If it will not be, I] he you. [Exit. 
Jene. Alas Ly” hurt Soul, now will he creep into 
Sedges. But that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know me, and 
not know me! the Prince's Fool! ha? it may be J 
under that Title, becauſe I am merry; yea, but fa I am 
apt to do my ſelf 9 am not fo reputed, it is the 
baſe (though bitter) Diſpoſition of Beatrice, that puts 
« the World jnto her Perſon, and fo gives me out; well, 
I'll be reveng'd as I may. e 
J)). TO Py 
22 Now Signior, where's the Count? did you ſee 
„ | | — og 
Bene. Troth my Lord, I bave play'd the Part of Lady 
Fame, I found him here as melancholy as a Lodge in a 
_ Warren; I told him, and I think, told him true, that your 
Grace had got the Will of this young Lady, and I o 
him my Company to a Willow Tree, either to make him. 
a Garland, as being forſaken, or to bind him a Rod, as 
being worthy to be whipt. 3, OE 
Pedro. To be whipt! what's his Fault? 3 
Bene. The flat Tranſgre ſſion of a Scheol-Boy, who 
being over- joy d with finding a Bird's Neſt, ſhews it his 
CO any _ To as BY 
Pedro. Wilt t make a Truſt, a Tranſgreſſion? th 
Tranſgreſſion is in the Stealer. **VV r e 
Bene. Yet it had not been amiſs the Rod had been 
made, and the Garland too; for the Garland he might have 
worn himſelf, and the Rod he might have beſtowed on 
you, who (as 1 take it) have fiol'n his Bird's Net. 


Pedro. 


9 * 


Dr 


W 
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Pedro. I will but teach them to ſing, and reſtore them 
to the Owner. | 
Bene. If their ſinging anſwer your ſaying, by my Faith 
you ſay honeſtly. 
| reale. The Lad Beatrice hath a Quarrel to you, the 
Gentleman that danc'd with her, told her ſhe i is much 


wrong d by you 


Bene. O ſhe miſus'd me paſt the Indurance of a Block; 
an Oak but with one green Leaf on it, would have an- 
ſwer'd her; my very Viſor began to aſſume Life, and ſcold 
with her; 2 not thi I had been my 
ſelf, that 1 was the Pune 8 * and that I was duller 
2 a great Thaw ; ing Jeſt upon Jeſt, with ſuch 

le © Conveyance upon - that J Fw like a Man 

— Mark, with a whole Army 8 at me; ſhe ſpeaks 
Poyniards, and every Word ſtabs; if her Breath 2 
as terrible as Terminations, there were no living near 
her, ſhe would infect to the North Star; 1 not 
marry her, though ſhe were endow'd with all that Adam 
had left him before he tranſgreſs d; fhe would have made 
Hercules have turn'd Spit, yea, and have cleft his Club to 
make the Fire too. Come, talk not of her, you ſhall find 
her the infernal Ate in good Apparel. I would to God 
ſome Scholar would conjure her, for certainly while ſhe 
is here, a Man may live as quiet in * Fo a Sanctua- 
ry, and > le fv Purpoſe, would 5 
thither bh indeed all Diſquiet, Horror, and ao | 
follows 2 


Euter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato and Hero. 
Pedro. Look here ſhe comes. 
Bene. Will your Grace command me any Service to 
the Worlds End? I will go on the ſlighteſt Errand now 
to the Antipodes that you can deviſe to ſend me on; I 


will fetch 2 a Tootl Picker now from the furtheſt Inch 


of Ajia; you the length of Preflor Fabhns Foot; 
fetch you a Hair off the great Cham's Beard; do you an 
Embaſſage to the Pigmies, rather then hold three Wo I 
Conference with this Harpys ou hare no Employment 
for me? 

Pedro, None, but to deſire your good Company. 
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Bene. O God, Sir, here's a Diſh I love not. I cannotin- 
dure this Lady's Tongue. [Exit. 
Pedro. Come Lady, come, you have loſt the Heart of 


| Signior Benedick. 


Beat. Indeed ray Lord, he lent it me a while, and 1 


| | i him uſe for it, a double Heart for a fingle one; 


once before he won it of me with falſe Dice, 
therefore your Grace may well ſay 1 have loſt it. 
Pedro. You have put it lim down, Lady, you have put 


him down. 


Beat. So I would not he ſhould do me, my Lord, left 
I ſhould prove the Mother of Fools: I have brought Count 
Claudio, whom you ſent me to ſeek. 

Pedro. Why, "Ac now Count, wherefore a are you fad ? 

Claud. Not fad, my Lord. 

| Pedro, How then? lick? 

Claud. Neither my Lord. Ne 

Beat. The Count A neither fad, | nor fick, | nor r merry, 


| nor well; but civil Count, civil as an Orange, and ſome- 
thing of a jealous Complexion. | 


Pedro. Flath Lady, 1 think your Blazon to be true; 
though Ill be ſworn, if he be ſo, his Conceit is falſe. 
Here Claudio, I have wooed in thy Name, and fair Hero 


is won; I have broke with her Father, and his good Wil. 


obtained, name the Day | of Marriage, and God give thee 


- Leon. Count, take of me my Danghter, and with her 
my Fortunes ; his Grace hath made” the Match, and all 


Grace ſay Amen to it. 


1 Speak Count, tis 


r —ubuny is by Herald of "> were 
11 , how much. Joys 1 we as you 


are mine, I am yours; I give away my {elf for you, and 


doat upon the Exchan 


Beat. Speak Center 6s (if you cannot) op his Mouth | 


with a Kiſs, and let not him ſpeak. neither. 


' Pedro. In faith Lady, you have a merry Heart, 
Beat. Yea my Lord, [thank it Fool, it keeps on 
the windy fide of Care; wy tel him in his Er 
ont 58 8 in any Heat: 
| Cland, 
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Claud. And fo ſhe doth, Couſin. 
Beat. Good Lord, for Alliance; thus goes every one to 
the World but I, and I am Sun-burn'd, I may ſit in a Cor- 
ner, andcry, heigh ho for a Husband. 
Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 5 
Beat. I would rather have one of your Father's getting; 
hath your Grace ne er a Brother like you? your Father 
got excellent Husbands, if a Maid could come by them. 
Pedro. Will you have me, Lady? 
Beat. No, my Lord, unleſs I might have another for 
ener 5g, 1 your Grace is too coſtly. to wear every 
Day: But I beſeech your Grace pardon me, I was born to 
ſpeak all Mirth, and no Matter. | 
Pedro. Your Silence moſt offends me, and to be merry 
beſt becomes you; for out of queſtion you were born in 
a merry Hour. | 855 2 
Beat. No ſure my Lord, my Mother cry'd; but then 
there was a Star danc'd, and under that I was born. Cou- 
fins, God give you Joy. 7 | 
Tieon. Neice, will you look to thoſe things I told you of? 
Bes. I cry you mercy Uncle, by your Grace's pardon. 
by 0 „C 
Pedro. By my Troth a pleaſant ſpirited Lady. 0 
Teon. There's little of the melancholy Element in her, 


my Lord, ſhe is never ſad, but when ſhe ſleeps, and not 


ever ſad then; for I have heard my Daughter ſay, ſhe hath 
— dream'd of Unhappineſs, and wak d her ſelf with 
Pedro She cannot endure to hear tell of a Husband. 
0p O, by no means, ſhe mocks all her Wooers out 
of ſait. | | 
Peco. She were an excellent Wife for Benedick. UE 
| Leon. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a Week mar- 
 Ty'd they would talk themſelves mad. | 
Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to Church? 
Clau. To Morrow, my Lord, Time goes on Crutches, 
till Love have all his Rite, 
Ten. Not till Monday, my dear Son, which is hence 
a juſt ſeyen Night, and a time too brief too, to have 
all things anſwer my Mind, — — 
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Pedro. Come, ſhake the Head at fo long a breath: 


ing, but 1 warrant the Clandio, the time ſhall not go 
du!ly by us; I will in the Interim undertake one of Hey. 


class Labours, which is, to bring Signior Benedick and 


the Lady Beatrice into a Mountain of Affection, the one 
with the other; I would fain have it a Match and I doubt 
not to faſhion it, if you three will but miniſter ſuch Aſſi- 
Rance as I ſhall give you DireQion. 


Leon. My Lord, I am for you, though it coft me ten 


Nights Watchings. 


Claud. And Icy Lord. 
Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero? 


Hero. I will do any modeſt Office, my Lord, to help 
my Couſin to a good Husband. 


Pedro. And Bene dick is not the unhope fulleſt Husband 


that I know: Thus far can I praiſe him, he is of a noble 


Strain, of a2pprov'd Valour, and confirm'd Honeſty, 1 


| will teach you how to humour your Coufin, that ſhe ſhall 
fall in love with Benedict; and I, with your two helps, 


will ſo pract. ce on Benedick, that in deſpite of his quick 


Wir, and his queafie Stomach. he ſhall fall in Love with 
B-atrice: If wecan do this, Cupid is no longer an Archer, 


hi; Glory ſhall be ours, for we are the only Leve-gods; 


Zo in with me. and I will tell you my » [Excum. 


Enter Don John and Borachio. 
Fohn. It is fo, the Count Claudio will marry — 
ter of Leonato. 
Bora. Yea, my Lord, but I can croſs it. 
Jobn. Any Bar, any Croſs, any Impediment, will be 


medicinable to me; I am ſick in Diſpleaſure to him, and 


wha'ſceyer comes athwart his Affection, ranges evenly 
with mine; how canſt thou croſs this Marriage? 


In, RM DOE BY $06, but { covertly, that no 3 
Diſhoneſty Tongues e 


Fohn. Shew me 
Bora. I think I told — ln a Tear ſince, how 


much I am in the Fayour of — the Gen- 


tlewoman to Hero. 
Fobn. I remember. 


Bora. 


d 
t 
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Bora. I can, at any unſeaſonable Inſtant of the Night, 
appoint herto look out at her Lady's Chamber Window. 
| Fobn. What Life is in that, to be the Death ofthis Mar- 
rage? 5 = 
Bora. The Poiſon of that lyes in you to temper; go you 
to the Prince your Brother, ſpare not to tell him, that he 
hath wrong'd his Honour in 3 the reno wyn d Clau- 
dio, (whoſe Eſtimation do you mightily hold up) to a con- 
taminated Stale, ſuch a one as Hero. „ 
Folm. What proof ſhall I make of that? . 
Bora. Proof enough, to miſuſe the Prince, to vex Clau- 
dio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato; look you for any o- 
ther Iſſue? | 4 5 
Zohn, Only to deſpite them, I will endeavour any thing. 
Bora Go then find me a meet Hour, to draw on Pe- 
dro, and the Count Claudio, alone; tell them that you know 
Hers loves me; intend a kind of Zeal both to the Prince 
and Claudio, as in a love of your Brother's Honour who 
hath made this Match, and his Friend's Reputation, who 
is thus like to be eozen'd with the ſemiblance of a Maid, 
that you have diſcover'd thus; they will hardly believe 
this without Trial: Offer them Inſtances which ſhall bear 
no leſs hkelihovd, than to ſee me at her Chamber Window, 
bear me call Margaret, Hero hear Margaret term me Claus 
dio, and bring them to {ce this, the very Night before the 
intended Wedding, for in the mean time ] vill ſo faſhion 
the Matter, that Hero ſhall be abſent, and there ſhall | 
_ pear ſuch ſeeming Truths of Heros Diſloyalty, that Jea- 
louſie ſhall be call'd Affurance, and all the Preparation over- 
thrown. | 5 | EO 
John. Grow this to what adverſe Iſſue it can, I will 
put it in Practice: Be cunning in the workjag this, and 
thy Fee is a thouſand Ducats. Lk * 
Bora. Be thou conſtant inthe Accuſation, and wy Cun- 
ning ſhall not ſhame me. 5 5 
ohn. 1 will preſently go learn their day of * 
BDter Benedick and a Bey 
Signior. 
. Signuo 1 
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Bene. In my Chamber Window lyes a Book, bring it 
hither to me © the Orchard. 11 "OP 1 
Boy. I am here already, Sir. [ Exit Boy. 1 
Bene. I know that, but I would have thee hence, and 
here again. I do much wonder, that one Man ſecing how 
much another Man is a Fool, when he dedicates his Beha- 
viours to Love, will after he hath laught at ſuch ſhallow 
Follies in others, become the Argument of his own Scorn, by 
falling in Love! and ſuch a Man is Claudio. 1 have known 
 whenthere was no Muſick with him but the Drum and 
the Fife, and now had he rather hear the Taber and the 
Pipe: I have known when he would have walk'd ten Mile , 
a Foot, to ſee a good Armour; and now will be lye ten 3 
Nights awake, carving the Faſhion of anew Doublet. He ä 
was wont to ſpeak plain, and to the Purpoſe, like an honeſt 
Man and a Soldier, and now is he turn d Orthographer, 
his Words are a very fantaſtical Banquet, juſt ſo many 
| Diſhes. May I beſo converted, and ſee with theſe 
Eyes? I cannot tell, I think not. I will not be ſworn, but 
Love may trans form me to an Oiſter, but. I'll take my Oath 
on it, till he have made an Oiſter of me, he ſhall never 
make me ſuch a Fool: One Woman is fair, yet I am well; 
another is wiſe, yet I am well; another virtuous, yet 1 
am well. But till all Graces be in one Woman, one Wo- 
man ſhallnot come in my Grace. Rich ſhe ſhall be, that's 
certain; Wiſe, or I'll never look on her; Mild, or come 
not near me; Noble, or not for an Angel; of good Dif- 
courſe; an excellent Muſician, and her Hair ſhall be of 
what colour it pleafe Ged. Ha! the Prince and Monſieur 
Love, I will hide me in the Arbour. Eo 
Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio and Balthazar. 
Pedro. Come, ſhall we hear this Muſick ? 3 
Claud Tea, my good Lord; how ſtill the Evening is, 
As huſh'd on purpoſe to grace Harmony. © | 
| Pedro. See you where Benxedick hath hid himſelf? 
Aud. O very well, my Lord; the Muſick ended, 
We'll fit the Kid-fox with a penny-worth. 
_ Pedro. Come Balthazar, we'll hear that Song again. 
| Balth. O good my Lord, tax not ſo bad a Voice, 
" To flander Mulick any more than once. | 


r W x 


Paro. 


2 —————————— 


There's not a Note of mine that's werth the notin 


Note Notes forſoeth, and nothing. 
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Pedro. It is the witneſs ftill of Excellency, 


To put a ſtrange Face on his own Perfection; 


I pray thee fing, and let me woo no more. 

' Balth. Becauſe you talk of wooing, I will fing, 
Since many a Wooer doth commence his Suit, 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he woo's, 

Yet will he ſwear he loves, 

Pedro. Nay, pray thee come, 5 
Or if thou wilt hold longer Argument, 

Do it in Notes. 

Balth. Note this before my Notes, 


Peaks 


Bene. Now divine Air; now is his Soul raviſh't! Is it not 


Pedro. Why theſe are very Crotchets that he 


| ſtrange that ſheeps Guts ſhould hale Souls out of Mens Bo- 
dies? Well, a Horn for my Mony, when all's done, 


f..  - - we f 
'Sigh no more Ladies, ſ ſighno more, | 
Men were Decervers ever, 
; oy es og ern en Shoe, 
| To one thing conſtant never: 
Then ſigh not ſo, but let them go, 
And be you bli 8 8 
Corvering all your bd of Hi 
Into hey nony, nony. 
Sing uo more Dirties, ſing no more; 
| Dumps ſo dull and heavy; 
| The frand of ere over fo, 
Since Summer firſt was leavy, 
| Then ſigh not ſo, &c. 2] 
Pedro. By my Troth a good Song, ; 
Balth. And an ill Singer, my Lord. 
Pedro. Ha, no; no Faith; Wor tag 't well eabagh for 
a. ſhift, 
Bene. r have how!'d 
thus, they would have hang d him, and I pray God his bad 
Voice bode no Miſchief; I had as lieve bave heard the 
Night rayen, come what Plague could have come * 
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= Yea, , deſt thou hear Balthazar? I pray 
ſome excellent Muſick ; for to Morrow Nightwe 

uld have it at the Lady Hero's Chamber Window. 
"Bd The beſt I can, my Lord. [ Exit Balthazar. 
Pedro. Do fo, farewell. Come hither Leonato; what 


: was it you told me of to Day, that your Neice Beatrice 


was in Love with Signior Benedick ? 
Claud. O ay, ſtalk on, ſtalk on, the Fowl fits. I did ne- 


ver think chat Lady would have Joved any Man. 


Leon. No, nor I neither; but moſt wonderful, that ſhe 


| ſhould ſo doat on Signior Benedick, whom ſhe hath in all 


outward Behaviours ſeem'd eyer to abhor. 
Bene. Is t poſſible, fits the Wind in that Corner? 
Leon. By my Troth, my Lord, I cannot tell what to 


think of it, but that ſhe loves him with an inraged Affecti- 


on, it is paſt the infinite of Thought. 
Pedro. May be ſhe doth but counterfeit. 
Claud. Faith like enough. 7 | 

| Leon. O God! counterfeit? There was never counter- 

feit of Paſſion came ſo near the lite of Paſſion as ſhe diſ- 

Covers it. | 

_ Pedro, Why, what Effects of Paſſion ſhews ſhe? 
Claud. Bait the Hook well, the Fiſh will bite. 
Leon. What Effects, my you, you 


heard my Daughter tell you how. 


Claud. She did indeed. 
Pedro. How, how I pray you? you amaze me, I would 


bave thought her Spirit had been invincible againſt all Al- 
ſaulte of Affection. 


Leon I would have ſworn i it had, my Lord, eſpecially 
againſt Benedick, 
Bene. I ſhuuld think this a Gull, but that the White- 


bearded Fell ſpeaks it; Knavery cannot ſure hide him- | | 
| fel i in ich Reyerence. 


e He hath tage thy Infection, hold it u. 
Pedro. Hath ſhe made her Affection known to Benedick? 
Ten. No; and ſwears ſhe never will, that's her torment. 


I Clas d. Tis true indeed, fo your Daughter ſays: ſhall I. 


ſays ſhe, that have > oft encounter'd um with Scorn, 
write to him I love him? | 


ſays ſhe, by my oven Spirit, 1 ſhould fc 


ſweet Benedick, God give me patien . 
- ee 6 te 
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| Leon. This ſays ſhe now, when ſheis beginning to write 


to him; for ſhe'll be up twenty times a Night, and there 
will ſhe fit in her Smock, till ſhe have writ a ſheet of Pa- 
per; my Daughter tells us all. : 

Claud. Now you talk of a Sheet of Paper, I remember 


2 pretty jeſt your Daughter told us of. 


Le-n. G when ſhe had writ i, and reading it over, ſhe 


found Benedick and Beatrice between the Sheet. 
Laon. O the tore the Letter into a thouſand Halfpence, 


rail'd at her {clf, that ſhe ſhould be ſo immodett, to write 


to me, yea, though I love him, I ſhoul 
Then down upon her 
ſobs, beats her Heart, tears her 


Extaſie hath ſo much overborn her, tha — ur 0 


fomerime afraid he will do a deſperate Our 
it is very true. 
Pedro. Ir were good that Benedick knew of it by ſome 
other, if ſhe will not diſcover it. 


Claas. To what end? he would but make a Sport of it, 
and tormeat the poor Lady worle. 
Pedro. And he ſhould, it were an Alms to hang him; 


ſhe's an excellent ſweet Lady, and, out of all —_— 
is virtuous. 


Claud. And ſhe is exceeding wile. 
Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick. | 
Leon. O my 2 Wiſdom and Blood combating in ſo 


| tender a Body, we have ten Proofs to one, that Blood hath 


the Victory; I am ſorry for her, as I have juſt Cauſe, be- 
ing her Uncle, and her Guardian. 


Pedro. 1 would ſhe had beftow'd this Dotage on me; 
1 would have daft all other Reſpects, and made her half my 
ſelf, L pray you tell Benedick r will ſay. 


_ Leon. Were it good, think 
Claud. Hero thinks ſurely (1 2 wil die, for ſhe ſays ſhe 


| wills if he love her not, and the will die ere ſhe 
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Wit. 


make her Love known; and ſhe will die if he woo her, ra- 


ther than ſhe will date one Breath of her accuſtom d 
Croſſneſß. 


Pedro. She doth well; if ſhe ſhould A Tender ofher 


Love, tis very poſſible he'll ſcorn it, for the Man, as you 
know all, hath a contemptible Spirit. 


Claud. He is a very proper Man. 

Pedro. He hath in ced a good outward — 
Claud. Fore God, and in my mind very, wiſe. 
Pedro. He doth indeed ſhew ſome Sparks chat are like 


Teen. And 1 take bim to be valiant. | 
Pedro. As Hector, I aſſure you; and in the ma 


Leon. If he do fear God, he muſt neceſſaril y keep Peace; 
if he break the Peace, he ought toenterintoa Quarretwith 


fear and trembling. 


Pedro. And ſo will he do, for the Man doth fear God, 


 howſoever it ſeems not in him, by ſome large Jeſts be wil 
make; well, 1 am ſorry for your Neice, ſhall we go ice 
; Benedick, and tell him of her Love? 
Claud. Never tell him, my Lord, let her wear it out 
with good Counſel. | 


Leon, Nay, that's impoſſible, ſhe may wear her Heart 
"out firſt. 


Friedr. Well, we will hear further of it by your Daugh- | 
ter, let it cool thewhile; I love Benedick well, and I could 
wiſh he would modeſtly examine himſelf, te ſee how 


much he is unworthy to haye ſo good a Lady. 
Ten. My Lord, will you walk? Dinner i 4 ls, 
Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will neyer 


truſt my ExpeRation 


Pedro. Let there — ſame Net ſpread far her, and that 
muſt your Daughter and her Gentlewoman carry; the Sport 


will be, when they hold one an Opinion of another's Do- 


and no ſuch matter; that's the Scene that I would 


dee which will be meerly adumb Shew; let us ſend her 
to call him in to Dinner. . 


4 | 
| Quarre!s you may ſee he is wiſe, for either he avoi — 
with Diſcretion, or undertakes them with a Chri- 

ſtian- like Fear. 
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Bene. This can be no Trick, the Conference was ſadly born 


they have the Truth of this from Hers, they ſeem to pity 


the Lady; it ſeems her Aſſections have the full Bent. 
Love me! why it muſt be requited: I hear bow I am 
cenſur'd ; they ſay I will bear my ſelf proudly, it I per- 
ceive the Love come from her; they ſay too, that ſhe will 
rather die than give any Sign of Affection I did never 


think to marry---I uſt not ſeem Proud---happy are they 


that hear their Detractions, and can put them to mending : 
They ſay the Lady is fair; tis a truth, I can bear them 
Witneſs; and virtuous ; tis ſo, I cannot reprove it; and 
wiſe, but for loving me---by my Troth it is no Addition to 
her Wit, nor no Argument of her Folly; for 1 
will be horribly in love with her,---I may chance to have 
ſome odd Quirks and remains of Wit broken on me, be- 
cauſe I have rail'd ſo long againſt Marriage; but doth not 


the Appetite alter? a Man loves the Meat in his Youth, that 


he cannot endure in his Age. Shall Quipps and Sentences, 
and theſe Paper-Bullets of the Brain, awe a Man from 


the Career of his Humour? No, the World muſt be peo- 


pled. When 1 ſaid I would die a Batch-lor, I did not 


think I ſhouldlive till I were marry'd: Here comes Bea- 


trice: by this Day ſhe's a fair Lady, I do {py ſome Marks 


of Love in her. 
Beat. Againſt my Will I am ſent to bid you come in 


Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your Pains. 
Beat. I took no more Pains for thoſe Thanks, than you 


take Pains to thank me; if it had been painful, I would = 


not have come. # 
Bene. Lou take Pleaſure then in the Meſſage. 

Beat. Yea, juſt ſo much as you may take upona Knives 
Point. and Choak a Daw withal: you have no Stomach, 
Signior ; fare you well. Exit. 


Bene Ha! againſt my Will I am ſent to bid you come in 
to Dinner; there's a double Meaning in that. I took no 


more Pains for thoſe Thanks, than you took Pains to thank 
Vor. I. | 


me; that's as much as to fa, any Pains that 1 take for you 
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is as eaſie as Thanks. If I do not take Pity of her I ama 


Villain; if I do not love her, 1 am a Few; I will 
__e Picture, a * | (tha: 
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ACT Wu. SCENE * 


Enter Hero, Margaret and Urſula. 


Hero. CY OD Margaret run thee to the Parlour, 
There ſhalt thou find my Couſin Beatrice, 
Propo Werfer k the Prince and Claudi 
r Ear, and tell her I and Urſula - 

Wan in in the Orchard, and our whole Diſcourſe 
Is all ef her; ſa that thou overheard ft us, 

And bid her into the pleached Bower, 
Where Honey-Suckles ripen'd by the Sun 
Fiorbid the Sun to enter; like Favourites 
Made proud by Princes that advance their —_— 
| that Power that bred it: There will ſhe hide her, 

To liſten to our Purpoſe; this is thy Office, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. I'll make her come I warrant preſently. [Exit 

Hero. Now Urſula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this Alley up and down, 
Our Talk muſt only be of Benedick; 
When J do name him, let it be thy Part 
To praiſe him more than ever Man did merit. 
My Talk to thee muſt be how Benedick 
| Is fick in Love with Beatrice; of this Matter 
ls little Cxpid's crafty Arrow made, 

That only wounds by 44 Now begin, 

ter Beatrice. 


| For look where 1 ike a Lapwing runs 
_ Cloſe by the Ground to hear our Conference. 
Ur/#. The pleaſant'ſt angling is to ſee the Fiſh 
Cut with her golden Oars the filyer Stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous Bait; 
So angle we for Beatrice, who even now, 
Is couched in the Woodbine —— 4 
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Fear you not my Part of the Dialogue. 
| ar yo Then — we near her, tbat her Ear loſe nothing 
Of the falſe ſweet Bait that we lay for it. 
No truly Urſiala, the is too diſdainful. 
I know her Spirits are as coy and wild, 
As Haggerds of the Rock. 
Urſa. But are you fure 
That Benedick loves Beatrice ſo nicely ? 
Hero. So ſays the Prince, and my new trothed Lord. 
Urſu. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam? 
Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of 1 it, 
But 1 perſuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wiſh him wraſtle wich Affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 
Urſu. Why did you ſo? Doth not the Gentleman | 
Deſerve as full, as fortunate a od, N 
As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon? 
Hero. O God of Love! 1 know he doth Ae 
As much as may be yielded to a Man: 
But Nature never frame d a Woman's Heart 
Of prouder Stuff than that of Beatrice. 
Diſdain and Scorn ride ſparkling in her Eye, 
Miſ-prizing what they look on, and her Wit 
Values it ſelf fo highly, that to her 
All matter elſe ſeems weak; ſhe cannot love, 
Nor take no Shape nor Proje&t of Afﬀegtion 
She 1 is {0 Gif indeared, 
U;fu. Sure I think fo; 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his bang leſt ſhe make Sport at it, 
Hero, Why you ſpeak Truth, I never yet ſa Man, 
How wiſe, how noble, young, how rarely .featur'd, 
But ſhe-would-ſpell him backward ; if fair-fac'd, 
She would {wear the Gentleman ſhould be her Siſter; 
Ik black, . r ee e Bs 
| Made a foul Blot; if tall, a Launce ill headed; 
If low, an Agat very vildly cut; 
If ſpeaking, why a Vane blown wich a Winds; 
If lent, why a Block moved with none. 3 
Sg turns ſhe every Man 3 lide oat, 
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She cannot be fo muc 
Having ſo ſweet and excellent a Wit, 

As ſhe is priz d to have, as to refuſe | 
So rare a Gentleman as Signior Benedick. 
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And never gives to Truth and Virtue that 
Which Simpleneſs and Merit purchaſeth. 
Urſ#. Sure, ſure, ſuch carping is not commendable, 
Hero. No, for to be ſo odd, and from all Faſhions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. | 
But who dare tell her ſo? If I ſhould 
She would mock me into Air, O ſhe would laugh me 


Out of my ſelf, preſs me to Death with Wit. 
| Therefore let Benedick, like covered Fire, 


Conſume away in 8 hs, waſte inwardly ; 
It were a bitter Death to die with Mocks, 
Which is as bad as die with _— 
_ Urſu. Yet tell her of it; hear what ſhe will fay. 
Here. Ne rather I will go to Benedick, 


And counſel him to fight againſt his Paſſion. 


And truly Il deviſe ſome honeſt Slanders, 
To ftain my Couſm with; one doth not know, 


How much an ill Word may impoiſen liking. 


Urſw. T 
without true Judgment, ; 


Here. He is the only Man of Italy, 
Always excepted i gu Claudio. 
Ur. I pray you be not angry with me, adam. 
Speaking my Fancy; Signior Benedict, 

For Shape, for Bearing, Argument and Valour, 

Goes formoſt in Report through Italy. 5 
Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good Name. 
Urſa. His Excellence did earn it ere he had it. 


When are you marry d, Madam? 


Hero. Why every day, to Morrow; come go in, 


| Il ber thee ſome Artires, and have thy Counſel, 
Which is the beſt to furniſh me to Morrow. 


Urſa. She's s ta'en, I warrant you; 


Wee have caught her, Madam. 


Hero. Ee re ve fo, then loving goes haps, 
Some c Lil with Arrows, fore we Traps | 


[ Exenns. 
Des. 


* 
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Beat. What Fire is in my Ears? can this be trus? 


Stand 1 condemn'd for Pride and Scorn ſo much? 
Contempt farewel. and Maiden Pride adieu! 


No Glory lives behind the Back of ſuch. 
And Benedick, love on, I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild Heart to thy loving Hand; 


If thou doſt love, my Kindnels ſhall incite thee 


To bind our Loves up in a holy Band. | 


For others ſay thou doſt deſerve, and I LY 
Believe it better than reportingly. [ Exit. 


Exter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick and Leonato. 
Pedro. I do but ſtay till your Marriage be conſummate, 
and then I go toward Arragon. : 

Claud. Vil bring you thither my Lord, if you'll vouch- 


Pedro, Nay, that would be as great a Soil in the new = 


Gloſs of your Marriage, as to ſhew a Child his new Coat 
and forbid him to wear it. I will enly be bold. with 


Benedick for his Company, for from the Crown of his 


Head to the Sole of his Foot he is all Mireh; he hath twice 
or thrice cut Cupid's Bow-Scring, and the little Hangman 
dare not ſhoot at him; he hath a Heart as ſound as a Bell, 


is the Clapper; for what his Heart thinks, 


| Pedro, Hang him Truant, there's no true Dropof Blood 
in him, to be truly touch'd with Love; if he be fad, he 


wants Mony. 


| Bene, I have the Tooth-ach. 


Pedro. Draw it. 
Claud. You muſt hang it firſt, and draw it afterwards. 
Pedro. What? figh for the Tooth-ach! on 


 _ Leon. Which is but a Humour, or a Worm. 


Bene. Well, every one cannot maſter a Grief, but he 
that has it. 2 „ „% ns bs 
Claud. Yet ſay I. he is in Love. 


R 3 | Pedro 


it be a Fancy that he hath to ſtrange 


into a Lute-ſtring, and now govern'd by 


will not bite one another when they meet. 
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Pedro. There is no Appearance of Fancy in him, unleſs 
Bene a to be a 

Dutch Man to Day, a French Man to Morrow; an 

have a Fancy to this Foolery, as it appears he hath, he 


1 Faney, as you would have it to appear 
15 


Claud. If ho be not ia Love with ſome Woman, there 


is no believing old Sig be bruſhes his Hat a Mornings : 
What 1 | 

Pedro. Hath any — him at the Barbera? 

Claud. No, but the Barber's Man hath been ſeen with 
him, and the old Ornament of his Cheek hath already ſtuft 


Tennis Balls. 


Leon. Indeed he looks younger than he did, by theloſs 


of a Beard. 


Pedro, apart can you meli 
. <p 


him out 


Claud. "That as much as to fay, the ſwcer Youth's in 


_ Pedro. The greateſt Note of it is his: Mcleachely, 
Claud. And when was he wont to wa his Face? 
Pedro. Yea, or to Paint himſelf : for the which 1 her 


Love. 


| what they ſay of him. 


Claud. Nay. but his jeſting Spirit, which is now crept 


Pedro. Indeed that tells a heavy Tale for him; 22 
he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 
Pedro. That would 1 know too, 1 warrant. one that 


| knows him not. 


Claud. Yes, and his ill Conditions, and in deſpight of 


all dies for him. 


Pedro. She ſhall be bury'd with her Face Is. 
Bene. Yet is this no Charm tor the Tooth-ake. Old 
nior walk aſide with me, 1 have ſtudy d eight or nine 


words to ſpeak to you which theſe: Hobby horſes mal no 


bent. 


Pedro. For my Life to break with him about Beatrice. 
Claud. Tis even ſo, Hero and Margaret have by this 
play'd their parts with Beatrice, and then the two — 
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Enter Don John: 
Jahn. My Lord and Brother, God fave you. 
Pedro. Good Den, Brother. 


| Fobn, If your Leiſure ſery'd, I would ſpeak with you. 
Pedro. In private? 


Jahn. If it pleaſe you; yet Count Claudio may hear, 
for what I would ſpeak of concerns him. 


Pedro. What's the matter? 
Folm. Means your Locdibip | to be marry d to Morrow ? 


[Tp Claudio. 
Pedro. You know he does. 
John. I know not that, when lahme what I know . 
Claud. If there be any Impediment, I pray you diſcover 


Fobn, You may think I 2 you ou not, let that appear 
y t 
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hereafter, and aim better at me hat I now will ma- 
nikeſt; for my Brother, I think, he holds you well, and in 
2 of Yoon bath holp to effect your enſuing Mar- 
Sute ill ſpent, and Labour ill beſtowed. 
* > we, what's the Matter? . 
Fon. I came to tell you, and Clumnences 


. (for ſne been too longa alkingoſ)the la. 
dy is diſloyal. 


Claud. Who? Hero? ED Y 
2 Even be. Lenau: Nen. your Here, every Man's 


1 * Diſloyal? 

Fohn. The Word is too good to paint out her Wicked 
neſs; I could ſay ſhe were worſe; think you of « wor{': 
Title, and I will fit her toit: Wonder not Al further War- 
rant; go but with me to Night, you ſhall ſee her Cham- 
ber Window enter d, even the Night before her me 
Day; if you love her, then to Morrow wed ker; but 

would better fit your Honour to — your Kind. 
Claud, May this be ſo ß; 

Pedro. I will not think it. 

Fehn. If you dare not truſt that you a G6 confel not f 
that you know; em — I will ſhew you 
enough; and when you have rb 
proceed OP _ | 

R 4 | Claud. 
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Claud. If I fee any thing to Night why I ſhould not mar- 
ry her to Morrow, in the Congregation where I ſhould 
Wed, there will 1 ſhame her. 
| Pedro. And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, 1 will 
Join with thee to diſgrace her. | 
Fol I will diſparage her no farther, till you are my 
Witneſſes; bear it coldly but till Night, and let the Iſſue 
ſhew it ſelf. 7 
Pedro. O Day untowardly turned! 
Claxd. O Miſchief ſtrangely thwarting! 
Fohn. O Plague right well prevented! | 
So = Lamar . have ſeen the Sequel. [Exennt. 
| Verges, with the Watch. 
or fam, amy you good Men and true? 
Verg. Yea, 2 elſe it were pity but they ſhould ſuffer 
Salvation, Body and Soul. 
Dog. Nay, that were Puniſhment too good for them, 
if they ſhould have any Allegiance in them, being choſen 
ig, Well give then a 
Perg. Well give them t Neighbour Dogbery. 
_ Firſt, who think you 2 diſartleſs Man to be 
| Contta a 


1 Watch. Hugh Oatecake, Sir, or George Seacoale for 


they can write and read. 

Dogh. Come hither Neighbour Seacoal. God hath bleſt 
vou with a good Name; to be a well- favour d Man, isthe 
_ Gift of Fortune, but to write and read comes by Nature. 
2 Watch, Both which, Maſter Conſtable—— 

Dogb. You have: I knew it would be our Anſwer; well, 
| for your Fayour, Sir, why give God thanks, and make no 
boaſt of it; and for your Writing and Reading, let that ap 

when there is no need of ſuch Vanity: Youare thou 

to be the moſt ſenſeleſs and fit Man for the Conſtable 
of the Watch, therefore bear you the Lanthorn; this is 
your Charge: You ſhall comprehend all vagrom Men, you 
are to bid any Man ſtand in the Prince's Name. 
2 Watch. How if he will not fland? | 
| Dogs. Why then take ne note of him, but let him go, 
and — call the reſt of the Watch ogerher, and thank 
God you are rid of a Knave. 


Peg 
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Verg. If he will not ſtand when he is bidden, he is none 
of the Prince's Subjects. 

Dogs. True, and they are to meddle n vaop but 
the Prince's Subjects: You ſhall alſo make no Noiſe in 
the Streets; For, for the Watch to babble and talk, is 
moſt tollerable, and not to te endur d. 

2 Watch, We will rather ſleep than talk; we know 
what belongs to a Watch. 

Dogb. Why you ſpeak like an ancient and moſt quiet 
Watchman, 1 cannot fee how ſleeping ſhould oflend; 
only have a care that your Bills be ine fellas: Well, you 

— call at all the Alehouſes, and bid them that are 
drunk get them to Bed. 
A2 Watch. How if they will not? 

- Dogb. Why then let them alone till they are ſober; it 
they make 14 not then the better Anſwer, you may fo 
they are not the Men you took them for. ; 


EY 2 Watch. Well, Sir. 


| Dogb. If you meet a Thief, you may ſuſpect him, by 
yertns of your Office, to be , you may fe — 11 155 
Eind of Men, the leſs you meddle or make with them, 
Why the more is for your Honeſty. | 
= 2 Watch. If we know him to be a Thief, ſhall we not 
6 1 but 1 think ß 
T cur Office you may; think | 
NS Pitch wil be ed, The * peaceable way 
for you, if you do take a Thief is, to let him ſhew him- 
ſelf what he is, and ſteal out of your Company. | 
Perg. You have been always call a merciful Man, - 
Partner, 
Dogb. Truly I would not hang a Dog for my Will, 
ach more a * who hath any . in him. 
Verg. If you hear a Chilo cry in the Night, you mut 
call to the Nurſe, and bid her ſtill it. 
12 Watch. How it the Nurſe be aſleep, and will not 
r 
Diego. Why then depart in Peace, and let the Child- 
wake her with crying: For-the Ewe that will not hear 
her Lamb when it Bacs, will never anſyer a Calf when 
de Bleats, | A 54 1 1 Be 
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knows the Statur es, he may ſtay him; m 


fend no Man; and it is an Offence to fta Aa G nc 
his Will. : 
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Verg. 'Tis true. 
Dogb. This is the end of the Charge: You Conſtable 


are to preſent the Prince's own Perſon, if you meet the 
; wr in the Night you 


ſtay him. 

Verg. Nay, Birlady, that I think he cannot. 
Degb. Five Shillings to one on't with any Man that 
marry, not witheut 
the Prince be willing: For indeed the Watch to of- 


Verg. Birlady, I think it be ſo. a 
Dogb. Ha, ha, ha! well Maſters good Night; and there 


be any Matter of weight chances, call up me, keep your 


Fellow's Counſel, and your own, and good Night; come 


_ Neighbour. 


2 Watch, Well Mafters, we hear our Charge, lev us go 


2 upon the Church Bench till two, n to 


Dogb. One Word more, honeſt Neighbours. 1 you 
watch about Signior Leonato's Door, for the Wedding be- 
ing there to Morrow, there is a great Coil to Night; a- 


. be vigilant I beſeech you. | [Exeunt. 
Entey Borachio ans Ganges: - * 
tas What, Conrade. | 
Watch. Peace, ſtir not, IE © 


Bora, Comrade, I ſay. 

Cony. Here Man, I am at thy Elbow. 

Bora. Maſs and my Elbow irch'd, 1 though there would 
2 Scab follow. 

Conr. I will owe thee an Anſwer for that, and now 


forward with thy Tale. 


Bora. Stand thee cloſe then under this Pent-Houſe, for 
it drizles Rain, and I will, like a true Drunkard, utter all 


to thee. 


Watch. Some Treaſon Makters, yet ſtand cloſe. 
Bora, Therefore know, 1 have earned of Don Folm - 
thouſand Ducats 
Cane Is i poſſible that any Villny boa be fo dear? 
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Bora. Thou ſhouldft rather ask if it were poſſible any 
Villany ſhould be fo rich? For when rich Villains have 
. make what Price they 
 Conr. I wonder at it. | | | 

Boya. That ſhews thou art unconfirm'd, thou know 
that the Faſhion of a-Doublet, or a Hat, or a Cloak, is no- 
thing to a Man. ET LIE 

Conr. Yes, it is Apparel. 

Bora. I mean the Faſhion. 

Conr. Yes the Faſhion is the Faſhion. 5 
Vora. Tuſh, I may as well ſay the Fool's the Fool, 
but ſeeſt thou not what a deformed Thief this Faſtii- 

on is? | e 
Watch. 1 know that Deformed ; he has been a vile 
Thief this ſeven Years; he goes up and down like a Gea - 
tleman: 1 remember his Name. mY 

Bora. Didſt thou not hear ſome Body? 

Conr. No, 'twas the Vane on the Houſe. . 
Bora. Sceſt thou not, I ſay, what a deformed Thief 
this Faſhion is, how giddily he turns about all the Hot- 

bloods, between fourteen and five and thirty, ſometimes 
faſhioning them like Pharo's Soldiers in the rechy Paint- 
ing, ſometimes like god-BelPs Priefts in the old Church- 
window, ſometimes like the ſhaven Hercules in the 
ſmirch'd worm-caten Tapeſtry, where his Cod-piece ſeems 
as maſſe as his Club. ONE. 
Cone. All this I ſee, and ſee that the Faſhion wears out 
more Apparel than the Man; but art not thou thy ſelf 
giddy with the Faſhion, that thou haſt ſhifted out of thy 
Tale into telling me of the Faſhion? 3 

Bora. Not ſo neither; but know that 1 have to Night 

wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero's Gentlewoman, by the 
Name of Hero; ſhe leans me out at her Miſtreſs's Cham- 
ber-Window, bids me a thouſand times good night 1 
tell this Tale vildly —— 1 ſhould firſt tell thee how the 
Prince, Claudio, and my Maſter, planted and plaC'd, and 
poſſeſſed by my Maſter Don John, ſaw afar off in the 
Orchard this amiable Encounter. PERS 
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Conr. And thought thy Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora. Two. of them did. Prince and Claudio, but 
= Devil my Maſter knew ſhe was Margaret; and part! 
* his Oaths which firſt poſſeſt them, partly by the dar 

ight which did deceive them, but chiefly by my Villa- 
ny, which did confirm any Slander than Don John had 
made, away went Claudio enraged, ſwore he would meet 
her as he was appointed next Morning at the Temple, 
and there before the whole Congregation ſhame her with 
what he ſaw o'er Night, and ſend her home again with- 
out a Husband. | pe” 

1 Watch. We charge you in the Prince's Name ſtand. 


2 Watch. Call up the right Maſter Conſtable, we have 


| here recovered the moſt dangerous piece of Lechery that 
eyer was known in the Common-wealth. | 
1 Hatch. And one Deformed is one of them; I know 
him, he wears a Lock. = 
Conr. Maſters, Maſters. 
2 Watch. Toull be made bring Deformed forth, I war- 
Fant „ | 
Conr. Maſters, never ſpeak, we charge you, let us obey 
you to go with us. f 
Bora. We ſare like to prove a goodly Commedity, be- 
ing taken up of theſe Mens Bills. 
nr. A Commodity in quettion 1 warrant you, come 
wel obey you. LExeunt. 
Enter Hero. Margaret and Urſula, © 
Hera. Good Urſuls wake my Couſin Beatrice, aud de. 
* her to riſe. 
Virſa. 1 will, Lady. 
Hero. And bid he come hither,” 
Ur/u. Well. 
Marg. Troth, 1 thirk » your other Rebato were better. 
Hero. No pray the: good Meg I'll wear this. 
Marg. By my Trout it's not ſo good, and I warrant 
your Couſin will fay lo. | 
Hero. led. a Fool, and thou art another, ru 
wear none but this. 
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Marg. I like the new Tire within excellent tly, if the 
Hair were a Thought browner; and your Gown's a moſt 
rare Faſhion i'faith, I ſaw the Dutcheſs of Milan's Gown, 
that they praiſe ſo. | 
Hero. O that exceeds, they . ̃ 
Marg. By my Troth's but a Night-Gown in reſpo of 

yours; Cloth a Gold and Cuts, and lac d with Silver, ſet 
with Pearls down-leeves, fide-ſleeves and Skirts, round, un- 


derborn with a bluciſh Tinſel; but for a fine, queint, grace- 2 


ful and excellent Faſhion, yours is worth ten on t. 
_ God give me Joy to wear it, for my Heart is ex- 
ceeding heay vy. 
Marg. Twill be heavier ſoon, by the weight of a Man. | 
Hero. Fie upon thee, art not aſham'd? 
MMag. Of what, Lady? of ſpeaking honourably ? Is not 
EY honourable in a 57 Is not your Lord ho- 
nourable without Marriage? I thin 1 would have me 
ay, faving your Reverence a Husband? And bad thinking 
do not wreſt true ſpeaking, I'll offend no Body; is there 
any harm in the heavier for a Husband? None I think, 
and it be the right Husband, and the right Wife. other- | 
wiſe * tis light and not heavy; ask my Lady Beatrice elſe, 
| * comes. 
5 | Enter Beatrice. 
Hero. Good Morrow, Coz. 
Beat. Good Morrow, ſweet Hero. 
Hero, Why how now? do you ſpeak in the ſick Tune? 
Beat. I am out of all other Tune methinks. 
Marg. Clap us into Light oLove; that goes without 2 
Dugden ; do you fing i it, and I'll dance it. 
Beat. Yes light o love with your Heels; then if 
Huband ove Stables enough. you'll look he ſha 


Beat. Tis almoſt bre a Clock, Couſin; "is time you 
were ready: By my Troth I am excceding ill, hey bo! 

Ms Wow « tot © tht or a Huzband? 
— For the Leter that beg a. them al, H. 


Marg, 
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Marg. Well, and you be not turn'd Tut, there's no 

more failing by the Star. 

Beat. What means the Fool, trow ? 

— 0- Nothing 1, but God ſend every one their Heart's 
lire 


Hero. Theſe Gloves the Count ſent me, they are an ex- 


 _cellent Perfume. 


Beat. I am fluft, Couſin, I cannot ſmell. 
Mong. A Maid and ſtuft! there's a goodly catching of 
Beat. O God help me, God help me, bow long have 
you profeſt Apprehenſion? 

Marg. Ever fince you left it; doth not my Wit 0 
come me rarely. 

_ decke you ſhould wear in your 
Cap. By my troth I am fick. 
Marg. Get you ſome of this diftill'd Carduus Benediflus, 
and lay it to your Heart, it is the only thing tor a Qualm, 
Hers. There thou ſt her with a Thiſtle. 
Beat. Benedictus: 7 You have fome Mo- 5 
ral in this Benedictuss. 

Marg. Moral? no by my troth, 1 have no moral mean- 
ing, I meant plain Holy-Thiſtle; you may think perchance 
that 1 think you are in Love, nay birlady I am not ſuch a 
Fool to think what lift; nor I liſt not to think what can, 
nor indeed I cannot think, if I would think my Heart out 
of thinking, that you are in Love, or that that you will 
be in Love, or t you can be in Love: Yet "Benedick 
was ſuch Dh Gn and now is he become a Man; he 
| ſwore he would never marry, and yet now in deſpight 

of his Heart he eats his Meat without grudging; and how 
may be converted I know not, but methinks 
look wich your Eyes pF wu —_ __ 

Neat. W ce is this t Tongue keeps? | 

Mag. Not Tale Gallop. F : 

Dr Madam withdraw; the Prince, the Count, Sig- | 
nior Benedick, Don John, and all the Gallants of the Town 
are come to fetch you to « Church. 


Hero 


you 
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Hero. Help to dreſs me, Coz, good Meg, 
fle lp uu — good 
Enter Leonato, with and Verges. 

Leon. What would you with me, boneſt Neighbour ? 

Dogb. Marry Sir I would have ſome Confidence with 
you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief I pray you, for you fee tis x buſie time 
mT ney tk 

is, 

erg. Yes in truth it is, Sir, 

Leon. What is it, my good Friends? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, Sir, ſpeaks alittle of the matter; 
an old Man, Sir, and his Wits are not ſo blunt, as, God 
help, I would defire they were, but in faich as honeſt as 
the Skin between his Brows. 

Verg. Yes I thank God, I am as honeſt as any Man l- 
ving that is am old man and no honeſter than I. 


Dogb. Compariſons are odorous, palabras, Neighbour 
Leon, Nei bours, you are tedious. | 


Dogb. It © your Wirkkip'es fop fo, but we wathe 


poor Duke's Officers; but truly for mine own part, if I 
were as tedious as a King, I could find FI Up 
beſtow it all of your Worſhip, - | 

Leon, All thy Tediouſneſs on me, ha? 

Dogb. Yea, and twere a thouſand times more than oC - 
for I hear as good Exclamation on your Worſhip as of 
any Man in the City. and tho I be but a poor Man, I am 
glad to rt. FR 

Perg. And foam J. | | 

| Leon. I would fain know v what Jon bore to ſay. 

—_— . - Marry, Sir, our W to excepting your 

Forth rlevs, hve a comple ofa em Lars, 
25 any in Me 
| Dorb. A good old Man, Sir, he will be talking as they ay, 
| when the Naw is in. the Wit is out, God help us, it is a 
World to ſee: Well ſaid i'faith, Neighbour Verges, well, 
he's a Man; and two Men ride an Horſe, one muſt 
ride be — YOY my Noth be is 


© 
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as ever broke Bread, but God is to be worſhipt; all Men 
are not alike, alas good Neighbour! 

Leon. Indeed Neighbour b he comes tos ſhort of you. 

Dog6. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon 1 muſt leave you. 

Dogb. One word, Sir; our Watch have indeed compre- 
hended two auſpicious Perſons, and we would have them 
this Morning examin'd before your Worſhip. : 

Leon. Take their Examination your ſelf, and bring it 
me, I am now in great haſte, „ 

Dog. It ſhall be ſuffigance. ; 

Leon, Drink ſome Wine ere you go: Fare you well. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 
Aileſſ. My Lord, they ſtay for you to give your Daugh- 
ter to her Husband. | 
Leon. Vil wait upon them. I am ready. [Ex. Leon. 
Dogb. Go good r Seacoale, 
| bid him briag his Pen and Inkbora to the e Jail; we arc 


no to examine thoſe Men. 


Perg. And we muſt do it wiſely. | 
Dogb. We will ſpare for no. Wit I wament' you; hawk 
that ſhall drive ſome of them to a non-come, onl y get 
the learned Writer to ſet down our — ay 
e ee 1 Lu. 


ACTI SCENE L 


D. Pedro, D. John, l Friar, Claudio, bene · 
dick, Hero, and Beatrice, 


Leon. OME Friar Francis, be brief, only to the plain 
form of Marriage, and you ſhall recount theis 
Duries afterwards. 

| Friar. You come hither, my Lord, to marry this Lady? 

Claud. No. 

-_ To ts marry'd to her, Friar; you come to mar- 
71 Lady, you. came hicher to be 1 to the 
Count? 

Hero. I do. Friar. 


Much Ado about Nothing. 377 
Friar. If either of you know any inward Impediment 
why you ſhould not —— 1 charge you on your 
Souls to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero? 

Hero. None. my Lord. 

Friar. Know you any, Count ? 

Leon. J dare make his Anſwer, None. 


Claud. O what Men dare do! — — what 


Men daily do! | 
ſome be of | 


Bene. How now! Interjections? w 
as ha, ha, he! 
— Stand thee by, Friar: Father, by your Leave. 
Will you with free and unconſtrained Soul 
Give me this Maid your Daughter? 
Leon. As freely, Son, as God did give her me. 
5 c And what ee on beck, whoſe Worth 
May counterpoiſe this rich and precious Gift? 
Pedyo. Nothing, unleſs you render her 
Claud. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble Thankfulneſ: 
There Leonato, take her back again; 
Give not this rotten. to your Friend, 
She's but the Sign and Semblance of her Honour: 
Behold how like a Maid ſhe bluſhes here! T 
O what authority and ſhew of Truth 
Can cunning Sin cover it ſelf withal! 
Comes not that Blood, as modeſt Eyidence, 
To witneſs fimple Virtue? would you not ſwear, 
oa or Agent's» that ſhe were a Maid, 
n Shews ? But ſhe is none: 
knows the Heat of a luxurious Bed; 
Her Bluſh is Guiltineſs, not Modeſty. 
| Leon, What do you mean, my Lord? 
Claud. Not to be marry'd, 


Not knit my Soul to an a Wanton. 
Lesen. Das ms Lord, if y our own Proof 
Have yanquiſh'd the Refiftance of 88 


And made Defeat of her Virginit —— [her, 
Claud. I know what you would ſay: If 1 have known 
You will ay, the did embrace me as a Husband, IF 
And 
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And ſo extenuate the forchand Sin. No, Leonato, 
I never tempted her with Word too large, 
But as a Brother to his Siſter, ſhew'd 
 Baſhful Sincerity, and comly Love. 
Hero. And ſcem'd I ever otherwiſe to 
Claud. Out on thee ſeeming, I will write aint 1 
You ſeem to me as Dian in her Orb, 
As chaſte as is * Bud ere it be blown: 
But you are temperate in your Blood 
Toon = e pe pamper Animals 


= 2 5 + 2prry cat he oth peak. fo wide? 
| | Leon. Sweet Prince, why ſpeak not you? 
| Pedro. What ſhould I ſpeak? | 
I ſtand diſhonour'd, that have gone about - 
= To link my dear Friend to a common Stale. | 
= 2 e | 
| | Sir, poken, things are true. 
=_ — not ike 4 Noptet 0 - 
B Hero. True! O God! 
x Claud. Leonato, ſtand I here? 
Is this the Prince? Is this the Prince's Brother? 
Is this Face Hero's? Are our Eyes our own? © 
Leon. All this is ſo; but what of this, my Lord? 
Claud. Let me but 128 to your Daughter, 
And by that fatherly and kindly ewer 
That 4 have in her, bid her AS. truly. 
Leon. 9 thee do fo, as thou art m Th, 
Hero. O defend me, how am I 
What kind of catechizing call you this? 
; | Leon. To make you anſwer truly to your Name. 
in Hero. Is it not Hero? who can For, d u Name 
With any juſt Reproach ? * 
|  Claud. Marry that can Hero; | 
Hero her ſelf 2 4 ny 8 mm 
What Man was he talkt with you 
Out at your Window drain tw ye and one? 
| Now if you are a Maid, anſwer to this. 
Hero. I talk d with no Man at that Hour, my 8 


Pedro. 


- 
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Pedro. Why then you are no Maiden. Leonate, 
am ſorry you muſt hear; upon mine Honour, 
My ſelf, my Brother, and this grieved Count 
Did fee her, hear her, at that Hour laſt Night, 
Talk with a Ruffian at her Chamber Window, 
Who hath indeed, moſt like a liberal Villain, 
Confeſs'd the vile Encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. 5 1 
Fohn. Fie, fie, _ are not to be nam'd, my Lord, 
Not to be _ of ; 
There is not Chaſtity enough in Language, 
Without Offence, W them: Thus, pretty Lady, 
I am ferry for thy much Miſgovernment. e 
Claud. O Hero! what « Hero hadſt thou been, 
If half thy outward Graces had been plac dd 
About the Thoughts and Counſels of thy Heart? 
= fare thee well, _— moſt fair! farewel 
Thou pure Impiety, impious Purity! 
For thee Pl os all the Gates of Love, 
And on my Eyelids ſhall Conjecture hang. 
To turn all Beauty into Thoughts of Harm, 
And never ſhall it more be gracion. s. 
Leon. Hath no Man's Dagger here à Point for me? 
72 Why Ae — fink youdown? 
Come, let us go; things come thus to ligh 
Soother ene e * 
5 | [Exe. D. Pedro, D. John and Claud. 
Bene. How doth the Lady? 4 
Hero! why 3 Signior Benedick ! Friar! 
Leon. O Fate? not ny thy heavy Hand, 
Death is the faireſt Cover for her r 3 
That may be wilt'd for. 
Beat. How now, Couſin Hero? 
. Friar. Have Comfort, Lady. 
| Leon, Doſt thou look up? = 5 
Friar. Yea, wherefore ſhould ſhe not? = 
| Leon. Wherefore? Why doth not every earthly thing 
Cry ſhame upon her? Could ſhe here den 


The 


380 Much Ado about Nothing. 


The Story that is printed in her Blood ? 

Do not live, Hero, do not ope thine Eyes: 

For did I think thou wouldſt not quickly die, | 

Thought I thy Spirits were ſtronger than thy Shames, 

My ſelf would on the Rereward of Reproaches 

Strike at thy Life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 

Chid 1 for that at frugal Nature's Frame? — 

I've one too much by thee, Why had I one? 

Why ever waſt thou lovely in my Eyes? 

Why had not I, with charitable Hand, 

Took up a Beggar's Iſſue at my Gates? 

Who ſmeered thus and mir'd with Infamy, 

I might have faid, no Part of it is mine, 

This Shame derives it ſelf from unknown Loins? 

But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd, 

And mine that I was proud on, mine ſo much 

That I my 22 to my ſelf not mine, 

Valuing of her; why fe, O ſhe is falla 

Iato a Pit of Ink, — the wide Sea 

Hath Drops too few to-waſh her clean again, 
And Salt too little, which may Seaſon give, 

To her foul tainted Fleſh. 

Bene. Sir, Sir, be patient; for my Part, Lam a 

in Wonder, 1 know not what * 

Beat. Aer ks bets Aa. 
Bene. Lady, were you her Bedfellow laſt Night? 

Beat. No truly, not; altho' until laſt Night 

1 have this Twelramonth been her Bediellow. 
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd! O that is ſtronger made, 

| Which was before barr'd up with Ribs of Iron. 

Would the Prince lie? and Claudio would he lie, 

Wbo lov'd her fo, that ſpeaking of her Foulneſs, 
Walſh'd it with Tears? Hence from her, let her die, 

Friar. Hear me a little, for] have only been len fo oog, 

And given way unto this courſe of Fortune, 

By noting of the Lady. I have mark d 

A thouſand bluſhing Apparitions 7 

To ſtart into her Face, a thouſand innocent Shames. . 

5 In Angel Whiteneſs bear away thoſe Bluſbes, 
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And in her Eye there hath appear'd a Fire 
To burn the Errors that theſe Princes hold 
Againſt her Maiden Truth. Call me a Fool, 
Truſt not my Reading, nor my Obſervations, 
Which with experimental Seal doth warrant 
The tenure of my Book; truſt not my Age, 
My Reverence, Calling, nor Divinity, 
If this ſweet Lady lye not 8 * 
Under ſome biting Error. 8 
Leon. Friar, it cannot be; | 
Thou {eſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath left, 
Is, that ſhe will not add to her Damnation 
A Sin of Perjury, ſhe not denies it: 
Why ſeek'ſt thou then to cover with Excuſe, 
That which appears in proper Nakedneſs ? 
Friar. Lady, what Man is he you are accus d of? 
Hero, They know that do accuſe me, 1 know none: 
If I know more of any Man alive 
That that which maiden Modeſty doth warrant, 
Let all my Sins lack Mercy. O my Father, 
Prove you that any Man with me convers'd 
At Hours unmeet, or that I yeſternight ' 
Maintain'd the Change of Words with an Creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to 
Friar. There is ſome ſtrange Miſpriſion in the Prince. 
Bene. Two of them have the very beat of Honour, 
And if their Wiſdoms be milſ-led ia this, 
The Practice of it lives in Fohbu the Baſtard, 
Whoſe Spirits toil in frame of Villanies. | 
Leon. I know not: If they ſpeak but Truth of her, Zo 
Theſe Hands ſhall tear her; if they wrong ber Honour, 
The proudeſt of them ſhall well hear of it. 38 : 
Time hath not yet fo dry'd this Blood of mine, 
Nor Age ſo eat up my Invention, 
Nor Fortune made ſuch Havock of my dns... 
Nor my bad Life reft me fo much of Friends, 
But they ſhall 
Both Strength i 
Ability in Means, and Choice of 
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To quit me of them throughly. 


Friar. Pauſe a while, 
And let my Counſel ſway you in this caſe. 
Your Daughter here the Princeſs (left for dead) 
Let her awhile be ſecretly kept in, 
And publifh it that ſhe is indeed: 
Maintain a mourning Oſtentation, 
And on your Family's old Monument 
Hang mournful Epitaphs, and do all Rites 
That appertain unto a Burial. 
Leon, What ſhall become of this? what will this do? 
Friar. Marry, this well d, ſhall on ber behalf 
Change Slander to Remorſe; is ſome good: 


5 But not for that, dream l on this ſtrange courſe, 


But on this Travel look for greater Birth : 
She dying, as it muſt be ſo maintain'd, - 
Upon the Inſtant that ſhe was accus d. 
Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus d 
Of every Hearer: For it ſo falls out, 
That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it; but being lack d and loft, 
Why then we rack the Value, then we find 
The Virtue that Poſſefſion would not ſhewy us 
Whilſt it was ours; fo will it fare with Claudio: 
When he ſhall hear ſhe dy'd upon his Words, 
Th' Idea of her Life ſhall ſweetly creep 
Into his Study of Imagination, 
And every lovely Organ of her Life 
Shall come apparel'd in more precious Habit; 
More moving, delicate, and full of Life, 
Into the Eye and Proſpect of his Soul, 
Than wh ſhe liv'd indeed. Then ſhall he mourn, 
If ever Love had Intereſt in his Liver, "4. 
And wiſh he had not ſo accuſed her; 
No, tho? he thought his Accuſation true: 
La qe #41 doubt not but Succeſs | 
Will faſhion the Event in better 
Than I can lay it down in ET” 
But if all Aim but * 


Tte 


 weuld right her! 
S 
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The Suppoſition of the Lady's Death 


Will quench the Wonder of her Infamy. 5 


And if it ſort not well, you may conceal her, 


As beſts befits her wounded Repuration, 


In ſome recluſive and religious Life, 
Out of all Eyes, Tongues, Minds, and Injuries. 


Bene. Signior Leonato, let the Friar adviſe you, 
And tho' you know my Inwardneſs and Love 
Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine Honour, I will deal in this 
As ſecretly and juſtly, as your Soul 
Should with your Bod 


Leon. Being that I flow in Grief, 


The ſmalleſt Twine may lead me. . 
Friar. Tis well conſented, preſently away, 


For to ſtrange Sores, ſtrangely they ftrain the Cure: 


Come Lady, die to live; this Wedding-Da 


Perhaps is but prolong'd, have Patience and endure. 


Manent Benedick and Beatrice. 4 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 
Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
Bene. I will not defire that. | 
Beat. You have no reaſon, I do it freely, 
Bene. Surely I do believe your fair Couſin is wrong d. 
Beat. Ah how much might the Man deſerve of me that 


Bene. Is there any way to ſhew ſuch Friendſbip? 
Beat, A very even way, but no ſuch Friend. 
Bene, May a Man doit? * 
Beat. =Y 1 Man's Office, but not ws. 
Bene. I do love nothing in the World ell as you; 
Beat. As as the thing I know not; it were as 
offible for me to ſay, I loved nothing ſo well as you ; 
believe me not; and yet I lye not; I confeſs nothing, 
nor I deny nothing: I am ſorry for my Couſin. | 
Bene. By my Sword Beatrice, thou loy'ſt me. 
Beat. Do not {wear by it and eat it. 


Bene. 
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| Bene. I will ſwear by it that you love me; and I will 
make him eat it that ſays I love not you. 
Beat. Will you not eat your Word? 
Bene. With no Sauce that can be devis'd to it; 1 proteſt . 
I love the. 
Beat. Why then God forgive me. 
Bene. What Offence, ſweet Beatrice? 
Beat. You have ſta g = in a happy Hour; I was a- 
bout to proceſt I low 
Bene. And do it with all my Heart.  . | 
Beat. I love you with ſo much of my Heart, that none 
is left to — 
Bene. Come bid me do any thing for thee 
Beat. Kill Claudio. 
Bene. Ha! not for the wide World. 
Beat. You kill me to deny; farewel. 
Bene. Tarry, ſweet Beatrice. 
Beat. I am gone tho I am here; there is no Love i in 
you; nay I pray you let —"— 
Bene. Beatrice. 
Beat. In faith I will po. 
Bene. We'll be Friends firſt. 
Beat. You dare eafier be Friends with me, than fg 
with mine Enemy? 

Bene. Is Claudio thine Enemy ? Pon WON 
Beat. Is he not approved in Ans height a Villain, ab 
flander d, ſcorn d, di ſhonour d my 1 O that 1 
were a Man! What, bear her in Hand until they come 
to take Hands, and then with publick Accuſation, unco- 
ver'd Slander, unmittigated Rancour——O God that 
1, were a Man, I would oat "Ty Thee im "Ws 3 

ce 
Jene. Hear me. Beatrice. | 
Beat. Talk with «tan ave at 6 Window? —-1 prope / 

Saying! ; 

| Bene. Nay but Beatrice. 

Beat. Sevect Hero! te 6 wrong, the is he-, he 
is undone. 

Bene. But 


Beat. 


me, ſo think of me; 
ſay ſhe is dead, and fo 


n 
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Beat. Princes and Counts! ſurely a princely Teſtimo- 
ny, a goodly Count-Comfe&, a ſweet Gallant ſurely! O 


chat 1 were a Man for his fake ! or that I had any Friend 


would be a Man for my fake! But Manhood is melted 


into Curteſies, Valour into Compliment, and Men are on- 


ly turn d into Tongue, and trim ones too; he is now as 
valiant as Hercules, that only tells a Lie, and ſwears it; I 
cannot be a Man with wiſhing, therefore I will die a Wo- 


man with grieving. 


Bene. Tarry good Beatrice; by this Hand I love thee. 
Beat. Uſe it for my Love ſome other way than ſwear- 


—_—_— SE 
| ns FR you in your Soul the Count Claudio hath 
Hero? | | | 

Beat. Yea, as ſure as I have a or a Soul. 


im, I 


Bene. Enough, I am engag d, I wi cy 


h 
| will kiſs your Hand, and fo leave you; by I Hand, 


Claudio ſhall render me dear Account; as you hear of 
8 your Couſin, I muſt 


Dnter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the 
Tenn. Clerk and Sexton in Gowns, © 
To. Cl. Is our whole Diſſembly appear d? 

Dag. O a Stool and Cuſhion for the Sexton. 
Sexton. Which be the Male factors? 
Verg. Marry that am I, and my Partner. 

| Dog. Nay, that's certain, we have the Exhibition to 

examine. ee 
Sexton. But which are the Offenders that are to be ex- 

amined? Let them come before Maſter Conſtabte. 
To. Cl. Tea, marry, let them come before me; what is 
your Name, Friend? N | 

Bora. Borgchio. 


To. Cl. Pray write down Borachio. Yours Sirrah ? 


* Sir, and my Name is Con- 
„„ | 


_ To. Cl. Write down Maſter Gentleman Conrade; Ma- 
ſters, do you ſerve God? Maſters, it is proved already that 
you ur fil beter than fall Knares and it will grow 
Y OL, 0 ok... | 


— — — 
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near to be thought ſo ſhortly ; how anſwer oa 


ſelves? 

_ Conr. Marry, Sir, we ſay we are none. 

To. Cl. A marvellous witty Fellow I aſſure you, but 1 
will go about with him. Come you hither, Sirrah, a 
Word in your Ear, Sir; I ſay to you, it is thought you 
are falſe Knaves. | 
Bora. Sir, I ſay to you, we are none. 5 

To. Cl. Well, Stand aſide, fore God they are both in A 
Tale; have you writ down that they are none? 
Sexton. Maſter Town-Clerk, ycu go not the way to 
examine, you muſt call the Watch that are their Accu- 
ſers. 

To. Cl. Yea, marry that's the eaſieſt Way, let the Watch 


come forth; Maſters, I charge you in the Prince's Name 
accuſe theſe Men. 


I Watch, This Man Gd, Sir, that Don uus the Prince's 
Brother, was a Villain. 


Pv. Cl. Write down, Prince John a Villain; why this is 


flat Perjury, to call a Prince's Brother Villain. 

Bora. Maſter Town-Clerk. | 
T. Cl. Pray thee Fellow Peace, I do not ike thy Look, | 
I promiſe thee. - 

Sexton. What heard you bim ay _" 

2 Watch. Marry, That he had * a thouſand Du- 
cats E for the accuſing the Lady Hero wrong - 


To. Cl. Flat Burglary as ever was committed. 
| Dog. Yea by th Maſs that it is. 
_ Sexton. What elſe Fellow ? | | 
1 Watch. And that Count Claudio 8 upon his 
Words, een ly, and 


W. Cl. © Villain! thou wilt be condemu'd into erer. 
_ laſting Redemption for this. 

"Ges What elſe? 
2 Waich. This is all. 
Sexton And this is more 
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vvas in this manner accus d, in this very manner refus d, and 


upon the Grief of this ſud 'enly dy'd. Maſter Conſtable, 


let theſe Men be bound, and brought to Leonato; [ 2 


go before, and ſhew him their Examination. 
Dog. Come, let them be opinion c. | 
Sexton. Let them be in the Hands of Coxcomb. ¶ Exit. 
Dog. God's my Life, where's the Sexton? Let him 


write down the Prince's Officer Coxcomb, _ bind 


them, thou naughty Varlet. 
Cn. Away, you are an AG, you are an Aſs. 

Dog. Doft thou not ſuſpect my Place? doſt thou not 
ſuſpect my Years? O that he were here to write me 
down an Aſs! But Maſters, remember that I am an Afs, 
though it be not written down, yet forget not that Iam 
an Als; no thou Villain, thou art full ot Piery, as ſhall 


x 2 proy'd L thee by good Witneſs; I am a wiſe Fel. 


low, and which is more. an Officer; and which is more, 


an Houſhoulder; ; and which is more, as pretty a Piece of 
Fleſh as any in Meſſina, and one that knows the Law, 


go to, and a rich Fellow enough, go to, and a Fellow : 
that hath had Loſſes, and one that bath two Gowns, and 


| every thing handſome about him, bring him away; O 
_ that I had b n writ down an Aſs! . | 


ACT Xx SCENE . 


1 


A. I F you you will kill your ſelf, 
Ani 20 dee Wim ths to beef Grief, 
our ſelf. | 

Leon. 7 pray thee ceaſe thy Counſel, 


Which falls into mine Ears as proficleſs 


As Water in a Sieve; give not me Counſel, | 
Nor let no Comfort e delight mine Ear, - 


But ſuch a one whoſe Wrongs doth ſute with mine. ? 


— Ly 


Whoſe 


No, no, tis all Mens Office, to 
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Whoſe Joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
And bid him ſpeak of Patience; 

Meaſure his Woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anſwer every Strain for Strain: 
— thus for thus, and ſuch a Grief for ſuch, 

In every Lineament, Branch, Shape, and Form; 
It Geek a ene well Znile end Grab bis Becnd, 
And hallow, wag, cry hem, when he ſhould groan, 
Patch Grief with Proverbs, make Misfortune drunk, 
With Candle-waſters; bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather Patience. 

But there is no ſuch Man; for Brother, Men 

Can counſel, and ive Comfort to that Grief 
Which they yes not feel; but taſting it, 
OT CT Which 
Would give preceptial Medicine to Rage, 
122 Madneſs in a filken Thread, 
Charm Ach with Air, and with Words. 
Patience 
To thoſe that wring under the Load of Serrow; 
| But no Man's Virtue nor Sufficiency | 
To be ſo moral, when he 2 
The like himſelf; 1 | 
My Griefs cry louder than Advertiſement. = 
Ant. Therein do Men from Children differ, 

Leon. I pray thee Peace; I will be Fleſh and Blood; 
For there was never yet Philoſopher, | 
| That could endure the Tooth. ach patiently; 
However they have writ the Stile of Gods, 
＋ͤ 22 5 
Ant. Yet bend not y 1-4" += acne 

n. | 
I mill do fo; 


Mach Alo about 2 365 : 


Claud. Good Day to both of you. 
Leon. Hear you, my Lords ? 
Pedro. We have ſame haſte, Leonato, 
Leon. Some hafte, my Lord! well fe your vel my Lord. 
Are you ſo haſty now? well, all is one. 
| Pedro. Nay do not uarrel with us, good old Man. 
An. If be could rig  bimſelf with quarrlling, 
CT” 
Claud. Who wro _—— 
Leon. Marry thou 9 
Nay never lay e araned 
I fear thee not. 
Claud. Marry beſhrew my Hand, 
If it ſhould give your Age fuch Cauſe of Fear; 
In faith my Hand meant nothing to my Sword. 
Leod. Tuſh, tuſh, Man, never fleer and jeſt at me, 
B. Peck 
As under Privilege to 
What I have done, — or what would de, 
Were I not old: Know Claudio, to thy Head, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong d my innocent Child and me. 
That I am forc'd to lay my Reverence by, | 


| NN — 
| 1 ————— 


1 fay thou bely'd my innocent Child, 
Thy — gous and chrough her Heart, 

And ſhe lyes bury'd with her Anceſtors, 
| © in « Tanks wwe monk Grendel 


And with gre 


many Days 


| Save this of hers, fram'd by thy Villany. 


Claud. My Villany? 

Leon. Thine Claudio, thine 1 fay. 
Pedro. You ſay not right, old Man. 
| Leon. My Lord, my Lord. 

PH Le his Body if he dare; 
| ighe his nice — and his active Practice; 
n 5 
b 
| ſo daſſe me? Thou haſt kilf'd wy Chil 
ue KI me Boy, tow fa: la Ma 


S 3 


oe: 


— ——ꝓj4 ͤ ——— — — 


And ſpeak of half a Dozen dangerous Words, 
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Ant. He ſhall kill two of us, and Men indeed; - 
But that's no matter, let him kill one firſt; 


Win me and wear me, let him anſwer me; 


Come, follow me Boy, come Sir Boy; come, follow me, 
Sir Boy, III whip you from your foining Fence; 


| Nay, as I am a Gentleman, I will. 


Leon. Brother. 
Ant. Content your wal; God knows I lord my Neice, 


And ſhe is dead, ſlander d to Death by Villains, 
Tbat dare as well anſwer a Man indeed, | 


As | dare take a Serpent by the Tongue. 


Boys, Apes, Braggarts, Jacks, — 


Teon. Brother Anthony. 


Ant. Hold you content; what, Man? 1 W them, yea 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoſt Scruple: 
Scambling, outfacing, feſhion-mongring Boys, 
That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and Ee, 

Go antickly, and ſhow an outward Hideouſneſs, 


How they might hurt their Enemies if they durſt; 
And this is all. 


Leon. But Brother Erbe. 
Ant. Come; tis no matter, 


Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 


Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your Patience; 


My Heart is ſorry for your Daughter's Death; 
Bur oo my Honour ſhe was cha d with nothing 
But what was true, * ler Froof. 


Leon. My Lord, my Lo 
Pedro. I will not hear wo 
Enter Benedick. | 
Leon. No! come Brother away, I will be heard. 
Ant. And ſhall, or ſome of us will ſmart for it. 
7 [Exerunt ambo, | 
Pedro. See, ſee, beans Man we vent to feck. 


Claud. Now Signior, what News? 


Bene. Good Day, my Lord. 
Pedro. Welcome Signior; you are almath come to part 


a a Fray: | 
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Claud. We had like to have had our two Noſes ſnapt 


off with two old Men without Teeth. 


Pedro. Leonato and his Brother; what thinkſt thou ? 


Had we fought, | doubt we ſhould have been too young for 


them, 


Bene. In a falſe Quarrel there is no true Valour: 1 came 
to ſeek you both. | 


| Claud. We have been up and dewn to ſeek thee, for 
we are high proof Melancholly, and would fain have it 


bearen away: Wilt thou uſe thy Wit? 
Bene. It 1s in my Scabbard; ſhall I draw it? 
Pedro Doſt thou wear thy wit by thy Side? 


Claud. Never _ did fo, though very many have been 


beſide their Wir. 1 will bid thee draw, as we do the 
Minſtrels; dra to pleaſure us. 


Tido. 4s I am an honeſt Man he looks ple Art thou | 


Cland. What! Courage Man: What tho Care kill'd a 


Cat, thau haft Mettle enough to kill Care, 


Bene. Sir I] ſhall meet your Wit in the Career,” and 
Fa. charge it againſt me. 1 pray you chuſe.another Sub- 


Claud. Nay, then give him another Staff, this laſt was 


broke croſs. 


"Pedro. By this Light be changes more and more : I 


think he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be knows how to turn his Girdle. 
Bene. Shall I ſpeak a Word in your Rags 
 Claud. God bleſs me from a Challenge 


— 


You have kill'd a ſweet Lady, and her Death ſhall fall 
| heavy on you. Let me hear from you. 


Claud. Well I will meet you, lo 1 2 3 bave 600 | 


Cheer. 
Pedro. What, a Feaſt? 


Claud. 1 'taith 1 ak bim. he heck bid me to a ; RY 


Head and a Capon, the which if 1 do not carve maſt cu- 


S 4 | f riouſly, 


Bene. Y6u are a Villain; I jeſt not, 1 will make it 
good how you dare, with what you dare, and when you 
dare. Do me right, or 1 will proteſt your Cowardiſe. 


- — — 


0 „„ ' . 


— i - . 


= 
P ²˙¹eÜi -P Ry yy ——_— 
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riouſly, ſay my Knife's naught. Shall I not find a Wood- 


_— . 
Sir, Wit ambles well, it eaſily. 
Pedro. VI Tull theo how Beatrice 1 = the 
other day: I ſaid thou hadſt a fine Wit; right ſays ſhe, a 
fine little one; no, ſaid I, a = Wit; Juſt ſaid ſhe, a 
— groſs one; nay ſaid I. a goed Wit; Juſt ſaid ſhe, it 
urts no body; nay faid I, the Gentleman is wiſe; cer- 
_ tain ſaid the, a with Gondanady nay ſaid J, he bath the 
Tongues ; that | believe, ſaid ſhe, for he ſwore n thing 
to me on Monday ni t which he forſwore on Tueſday | 
morning; — a double Tongue, there's two Tongues. 
Thus did ſhe an hour together tran ſhape thy particular 
. Virtues, yet at laſt ſhe concluded with a Sigh, tt 
the propre Man in Italy. 
7 R ROO ſhe wept heartily, and faid ſhe 
| d not. 
Teske. Yea that ſhe did; but yet for all that, and if e 
did not hate him deadly, ſhe would love him dearly; the : 
old Man's Daughter told us all. 4 
Quand. All, — moreover, God aw him when he 
was hid in the — 
Pedro, But when ſhall we ſet the ſalvage Bull's Horns 
on the ſenſible Benedick's Head: | 
Cland. Yea, and Text underneath, Here dwells Bene- 
dick the Married Man. 
Bens. Fare you well, Boy, you know my Mind, I will 
Jeave you now to your goffip-like Humour ; you break 
R which God be thank d 
not; my 2 for your many Courteſies 1 thank 
muſt diſcontinue Com Brother 
the Baſtard is fled from Liane, y S fro 6s you 
_ killed a ſweet and innocent Lad 222 — d 
there; he and I ſhall meer, and al then Peace be with 
bim. "2 272 2" Beaedick, 
Pedro. He is in earneſt. 
Claud. In meſt profound earneſt, and ru warrant you 


for the Love of Beatrice. 
Petro. And hath challeng'd thee? 


Claud. 


=; 


K 


by my Trot 


6828 0. we „ Fv. ons FY. Gas. 


Mach Ado about Nothing. 393 
Claud. Moſt fincerely. , 
| Pedro. What a y thing Man is, when he goes in 
his nary ms e, 21 wh. WON 
Due Ve and Borachio guarded. 
Claud. He 1 to an Ape, but — is an 
Ape a Doctor to ſuch a Man. „ 
Pedro. But ſoft you, let me ſee, pluck up my Heart, 
and be fad, did he not ſay my Brother was fled ? 
Dag. Come you, Sir, if Juſtice cannot tame you, ſhe 
ſhall ne'er weigh more Realons in her Balance; nay, and 


you be a curſing Hyprocrite once, you muſt be look d to. 


Pedro. How now, two of my Brother's Men bound ? 


Borachio one , | 


Claud. Hearken after their Offence, my Lord. 


Pedro. Officers, what Offence have theſe Men done? 


Deg. Marry, Sir, they have committed falſe Report, 


| moreover they have ru Untruths; ſecondarily they 


are Slanders; ſixth and laſtly, they have belied a Lady; 
thirdly, they have verified unjuſt Things, and to conclude 


they are lying Knaves. 


Pedro. Fir 1 ask thee what they have done; thirdly, 


® | I ak thee what's their Offence; ſixth and laſtly, why they 
are committed; and to conclude; what you lay to their 


Charge? WEL 
Claud. Rightly reaſon'd, and in his own Diviſion, and 


there's one Meaning well ſuited ; 
Pedro. Whom have you offended, Maſters, that you are 
thus bound to your Anſwer? This learned Conſtable is 


= too cunning to be underſtood, what's your Offence? 


Bora. Sweet Prince, let me 82 further to mine Au- 
ſwer; do you hear me, and let this Count Kill me; 1 have 


 deceiv'd even your very Eyes; what your Wiidoms could 


not diſcover, theſe ſhallow Fools have brought to light, 


who in the Night overheard me confeſſing to this Man, 
how Don Fobn your Brother incens d me to flander the 


Lady Hero, how you were brought into the Orchard, and 


aw me court Margaret in Hero's Garments, how you 


diſgrac'd her when you ſhould marry her; my Villany 
they have upon Record, r L had rather ſeal mo m) 
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Death, than t over to my Shame; the Lady is dead 
upon mine and my Maſter's falſe Accuſation, — briefly, 
1 deſire — but the Reward of a Villain. 


Pedro, Runs not this Speech like Iron wget your 
Blood? ? 


Claud. I have drunk Poiſon while he utter'd it. 
Pedro. ut did my Brother ſet thee on to this? 
Bora. Yea, and paid me rich for the Practice of i it. 
Pedro. He is compos d and fram'd ot Treachery, 

And fled he is upon this Villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy Ima doth appar 

In the rare Semblance that I lov'd it firſt. 

| Dog. Come bring away the Plaintiffs, by this time our 

| Sexton hath inform'd tee Leonato of the Matter; and 

| Maſters, do not forget to ſpecific when ume and place 
| ſhall ſerve, that I am an Als 
Verg. Here, here comes Maſter Signior Lemato, and the 
| Vexton too. 
Enter Leonato. 
| Leo, Which is the Villain? let me ſee his Eyes, 
That when 1 note another Man like him, 

I may avoid him; which of theſe is he ? = 
Bora. If you would know your Wronger, look on me. 
Leon. Art thou, art thou the Slave that with TAP Breath 

Haſt kill'd mine innocent Child ? 1 
Bora. Yea, even ILelone. 

Leon. No, not ſo Vill in, thou bly thy elf; 

Here ſtand a pair of honcurable Men, 

A third is fled that had a hand in it: 8 

I thank you Princes for my Daughter's Death, 

N it with ”ou gh and worthy Deeds, 

"Twas bravely , if you bethink you of it. 
Claud. 1 know not how to pray yaur. Patience, 

Yet | muſt ſpeak, chuſe your Revenge your (elf, | 

Impoſe me to what Penance your Invention 

| Can lay upon my Sin; yet 3 | a 
But in miſtaking, 

| Pedro, By my Soul nor I; 


And yet to ſa . 


And ſhe alone is Heir to both of us, 
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I would bend under any heavy weight 

That he'll enjoin me too. 

| Leon, You cannot bid my Daughter live again, 
That were impoſſible ; but I pray yo both 
Poſſeſs the People in Meſſina here 

How innocent ſhe dy d. and if your Love 

Can labour ought in ſad-Invention, 

Hang her an Epitaph upon her Tomb, 

And ſing it to her Bones, ſing it to Night: 

To Morrow Morning come you to my Houſe, 

And fince you could not be my Son-in-Law, | 
Be yet my Nephew; my Brother hath a Daughter 
Almoſt the Copy of my Child that's dead, 


Cee es ad dee. td — _ 


Give her the Right you Ark _ giv'a her Couſin, 

And ſo dies my Reve 

Aland. O Noble Sir! 

| Your over-Kindneſs doth wring Tears from me: 

_ I do- embrace your Offer, and diſpoſe | 

85 For hence forth of poor Claudio. 4: 

Leon. To Morrow then | will expect your coming, 

To Night I take my Leave; this naughty Maa 

Shall Face to Face bo brought to Margaret, 

Who l believe was packt in all this Wrong, 

Hired to it by your Brother. : 

0 Bora, No by my Soul ſhe was not. e 
Nor knew not 2 ſhe did when ſhe ſpoke to me; 

' But always hath been juſt and virruous, 

In any thing that 1 do know by her. 
Dog. Moreover, Sir, which indeed is not under white 

and black, this Plaintif here, the Offender did call me Aſs; 

1 beſcech you let it be remembred in his Puniſhment ; 

and alſo the Watch heard them talk of one Deformed : 

They ſay he wears a Key in his Ear, and a Lock hanging 

by it, and borrows Mony in God's Name, the which he 

| hath us d ſo long, and never paid, that now Men grow 

hard hearted, and will lend noching for God's Sake. Pray 5 

you examine him upon that Point. : 

Teen. 1 thank thee for thy Care and honeſt Pains. , 
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Dog. Your Worſhip like a moſt thankful and re- 
verend Youth; and I praiſe God for you. 

Les. There's for thy Pains. 


Dog. God farocdhe Fornduies, 
== Go, I diſcharge thee of thy Priſoner; and Thank 


Dog. I leave an errant Knave with your Worſhip, which 
I beſeech your Worſhip to correct your ſelf, for the Ex- 
ample of others. your Worſhip; I wiſh your 
8 God reſtore you to Health; I bumbly give 

depart; ang if a may be 


Claud To Night I'll mourn with Hev. 
Leon. Bring you theſe Fellows on, well talk with 


1 5 Margaret, how her EE ne" TRE 


Fellow. LE 
Bene. . 


well at my Hands, by helping me to the Speech of 
Beatrice. 


Marg. eee eee 


11 
Bene. In ſo a Stile, Margares, that no Man living 
[full come over b, drops "gr thou de- 


| And yours 2s blunt a the Fencers Foils which | 


e, but hurt not. 
Bene, A moſt Wit „it will not hurt a 


; bn} nap ondary econ 1 give thee the | 
Marg, Gire us the Swords, we have Bucklers of our 
On” Bene, 


whole Book full of theſe 
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Bene. If you uſe them Margaret, muſt put in the 
Pikes with a Vice, and they are Gs Weapons for 
Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I think 
hath Legs. [Exit Margaret. 
Bene. And therefore will come. The God of Love that 
2 r — — i 
erve, | mean in Singing; in Le 
Swimmer, Troilus the firſt Employer of Panders, _ 
Names yet run ſmoothly in the even Road of a blank 
Verie, why they were never ſo truly tura'd over, as my 
que. Love; marry I cannot ſhew it in Rhime; 1 
ve try'd, I can find out no Rhime to Lady but Bady, 
an Innocents Rhime; for ſcorn, horn, a hard Rhime ; 


for ſchool, fool, a babling Rhime; very ominous End- 


F 


| cannot woo in feſtival Terms. _ 


Enter Beatrice. | 
Sweet Beatrice, would II thou come when I call thee? 
Beat. Yea Signior, and depart when 3 
Bene. O ſtay but till then, 1 
| __- Then is ſpoken; fare you well now; and yet 
. which is, with 


3 Beat. Foul Words are but foul Wind, and foul Wind is 
but foul Breath, and foul Breath. is noiſome; therefore I 


will depart unkiſt. 
Ze. Thou dan fighted the Ward out of its right 


| Senſe, ſo forcible is thy Wit; but I mull tell thee plainly, 
Clans range my Challe: 


and either I muſt ſhort- 


from him, or 1 ſubſcribe him a Coward ; 


21 thee now tell me, for which of my bad Parts | 
Gen frſt fall in Love with me? | ; 
Beat. For them all rogether, which . gol 
a State of Evil, that they will nat adenit any 

er with — But for which 
„ =. 


777 
8 
4 


1 


— 


ſelf; 


Beat. Will you go hear 
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Bene. Suffer Love! a good Epithete ; I de ſuffer Love 
indeed, for 1 love thee againft my Will. . 
- Beat. In ſpight of your Heart, I think; alas poor Heart, 
if you ſpight it for my Sake, I will ſpight it for yours, 
| for I will never love that which my Friend hates. 
Bene. Thou and I are too wiſe to woo peaceably, 
Beat. It appears not in this Confeſſion; there's not one 
wiſe Man among twenty that will praiſe himſelf. 
Bene. An old, an old Inſtance Beatrice that liv'd in the 
Time of good Neighbours; if a Man do not ered in this 
Age his own Tomb ere he dies, he ſhall live no longer 
in Monuments than the Bells ring, and the Widow 
weeps. N ; | | a SS | 
Beat. And how long is that, think you? | 
Biene. Queſtion? why an Hour in Clamour, and a Quar- 
ter in Rhewm ; therefore it is moſt expedient for the 


7 


Wiſe, if Don Worm (his Conſcience) find no Impedi- 


ment to the contrary, to be the Trumpet of his own 

Virtues, as I am to my ſelf; ſo much for praiſing my 
who I my ſelf will bear Witneſs is Praiſe-worthy ; 

and now tell me how doth your Couſ inn 


Beat. Very ill. 
Bene. * how do you? 


Beat. Very ill too. „ 
45 mer Urſula. OE OE 
Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend; there will 1 
leave you too, for here comes one in haſte. * 
Dyſu. Madam, you muſt come to your Uncle; yon- 
der's old Coil at home; it is proved my Lady Hero hath 
been falſly accus'd, the Prince and Claudio mightily abus d, 
and Don John is the Author of all, who is fled and gone: 
Will you come preſently?  _ | | 
this News, Signior? 
Bene. I will live in thy Heart, die in thy Lap, and be 
buried in thy Eyes; and moreover, I will go with thee 
to thy Uncle. 2 e ¶Exeumt. 


Diter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attmdents with Tapers 


Claud. Is this the Monument of Leonato : 1 $371 
EPL 
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EPITAPH. 
Done to Death ſlanderous Tongues, 
Mat the Hero : * Hes: 
Death, in guerdon of ber Wrongs, 
Gives her Fame which never dies: 


So the Life that dy'd with Shame, 
| Lives in Death with glorious Fame. 


| Hang thou there upon the Tomb, 
N ber whes I aw . 


 Cland. Now Muſick ſound and fing your olema Hyman 


SON G. 
* Goddeſs of the Night, 
Thoſe that ſlew the Virgin __ 


| + For the which with Songs of Woe, 


Round about her Tomb they go. 
Midnight aſſiſt our Moan. 5 
Help us 10 Sigh and Groas. | i 

Heavily, heavily, 

Graves yawn and yield your Dead, 

Till Death be uttered, 


: Claud. Now unto thy Bones good Night; | 


9 will 1 do this Right. 
. Good Morrow Maſters, 2 Torches as.” 
The Wolves have prey d; and look, the gentle Dr 
Before the Wheels of Phoebus, round aboubt 
Dapples the drowſie Eaſt with Spots of Grey. | 
Thanks to you all, and leave us; 4 you well, 
Claud. Good Morrow Maſters; each his ſeveral Way. 
Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other Weeds, 


And then to Leonato's we will 


Claud. And Hymen now wi luckier Iſſue ſpeed, 


unn... Woe. Kran. 


Enter 
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Enter Leonato, Benedick, Margaret, Urſula, Antonio, 
| Friar, and Hero. 

Friay. Did I not tell you ſhe was Innocent? 
| Leon. So are the Prince and Claudio who aceus d her, 
VU pon the Error that you heard debated. 
| by gel was in ſome Fault for this; 


Alth ſt her Will as it appears, 
inthe true Courſe of al the 7 


Ant. Well, IL am fort ſo well. | 
| Bene. And ſo am f. — by enforc'd 
To call young Claudio to 2 reckoning for it. 
2 Leon. Well Daughter, and young Gentlewomen all 
" Withdraw into a by your ſelves, 
And when I ſend for you come hither Mask d: 
The Prince and Claudio promis'd by this Hour 
To viſit me; you know your Office Brother, 
| You muſt be uher to your Brother's 
a ou Exexnt Ladies. 
Which I il o with 22 Countenance. 
— Friar, I muſt intreat your Pains, I thiak. | 
Friar. To do what, Signiar? 
Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them: 
Signior Leonato, truth it is good Signior. 
| Your Neice regards me with an Eye of Favour. 
| Ant. That Eye my Daughter lent her, tis moſt true. 
= Bene. And 100 with an Eye of Love requite her. 
Len. The Sight whereof I think you had from me, 
From Claudio and the Prince; but What's your Will? 
| Bene. Your Anſwer, Sir, is eaigmatical; 
i Eut for my Will, my Will is, your goed Will 
May ſtand with ours, this Day to be conjuin'd 
I'th State of honourable Marriage, 
| Jn which, good Friar, 1 tal dhe your help, 
| * Leon. My Heart is with your liking, 
Friay. And my help. 
SM Bn Doo Pairo ax' Cleats mith dnmdmne.. 
Pedro. Good Morrow to this fair Aſſembly. 1 
Le. Good Morrow, Prince, good Morrow Claudi, 
We here attend. you; areyou yet determin d 


Mach Als about Nothing. 401 


with my Brother's Daughter ? 
un Mind, ws the as idiege 
forth, 3 here's the Friar ready. 


hold 
her 


Clan. 3 ſee your Face: 
| Leon. Ne, that you ſhall not, till you take her Hand 
| Before this Friar, and {wear to marry her. 
= ch. Give me your Hand before this holy Friarz | 
Im your Husband if you like of me. 
HY. AST W830 8 was your emer ils 


46 


| i my concluſion; for thy part Claudio, I did think to 
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Beat. I anfiver to that Name, what is your Will? 
Bene. Do not you love me? 


Beat Why, no; no more than Reafon: | 
Bene. Why, then your Uncle, ——— and cu, 


Have been deceiv d, they ſwore you did. 


Beat. Do not you love me? 

Bene. Troth no, no more than Dede RET 

Beat. Why, then my Couſin, Margaret and Urſula. 
Are much deceiv'd, for they did ſwear you did. 


Bene. They {wore you were almoſt ſick for me. 


Beat. They ſwore you were well-nigh dead for me. 
Bene. Tis no matter, then you. do not love me? 
Beat. No truly but in friendly recompence. 
Leon. Come Couſin, I am ſure you love rhe Gentleman | 
Claud. And I'll be ſworn upon t that he loves her, 

For here's a Paper written in his Hand, 


A halting Sonnet of his own pure Brain, 
Faſhion'd to Beatrice. | 


Hero. And here's another. by 
Writ in my Coulin's Hand, ſtolen from her Pocket; 
Containing her Affection unto Benedick. 


Bene. A Miracle, here's our own Hands againſt. our 


| Hearts; come 1 will have thee, but by this Light-T take 


thee for Pity. 


Beat. I would not den ou, but by this Day, 1 

gt 4 yo great Perſua "A od an 2 — Life, 
was told, you were in a os 

Leon, Peace, I will ſtop your Mourh.. 
Pedro. How doſt thou, Benedick the Married Man? 
Bene. Il tell thee what, Prince, a College of witt- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my Humour: doſt thou 
think 1 care for a Satyr, or an Epigram? No, if a Man 


will be beaten with Brains, he ſhall wear nothing hand- 


ſome about him; in Brief, ſince I do propoſe to marry, I 


will think nothing to any purpoſe that the World can 


n againſt it; and therefore never flovt at me, for what 
ve faid againſt it; for Man is a giddy thing, and this 


have beaten thee, but in that thou art like to be my 
— liye unbruis d, and love my Couſin. 
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Claud. 1 had well hop'd thou wouldſt have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have Cudꝑell d thee out of thy ſin- 
gle Life, to make thee a double Dealer, which out of 
Queftion thou wilt be, if my Couſin do not look EX- 
ceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are Friends, let's have a Dance | 
ere we are Marry'd, that we may lighten our own — 


and our Wives Heels. 


Leon. We'll have Dancing afterwards. 

Bene. Firſt, o my Word; therefore play Muſick. Prince, | 
thou art fad, get thee a Wife, get thee a Wife; there is 
no Staff more reverend than one tipt with Horn. | 

Enter Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. My Lord. your Brother John is ta'en in flight, 
And brought with armed Men back to Meſina. 

Bene. „ Think not on him till to Merrow, Ill deviſe thee 


brave * for him. ae up Pipere. Dance. 


* 


be End of the Firſt Volume. 


